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NOTICE OF THE PUBLISHERS. 


Messrs. Gali{;naiii bog leave to intimate, that the present edition 
oFtlie Works ol’Milinan, l5o\v'les, Wilson, Harry (lorinvall, is infinitely 
more perfect than any of those published in Jjondon; as they have 
b(?en favoured, from private sources, with many original pi'oductions 
of these esteemed writers, which are now ]()r the fiist time given 
to the public; in addition to which, all their contributions have been 
•\arelhlly selected 1‘roni the numerous miscellaneous publications in 
which they have from time to time appeared. 






































































































































Diltpmoil; of tt)$ Ue\}, Dtilnuin. 


Tiik life of the scholar united with that of the conferred upon him. In iHii he was elected 
clergyman, is, in a peeiiliar maiiiier, harrcii and professor of poetry in llie university,—an oltiee 
innttrartive to the {p'ueral rcmler, from its beinj; usually held for Hve years, hut the professor is 
j^^ehrient in tho.se stirrin;; ineideiits wh'ieh fi'C the nistomarily n*-eleeted for the same term. In 
Jattentiou and take stron|rhold upon the mrmoiy. iSa), MrMiliiian inarrie<I Mary Anne, the youiijp 
jl’here ni.iy he every virtue iimler heaven, all the est dju{r!itcr of hieuten.inl-thMieral (^ickell. 

) graces of the mind, and the fullest development In the foreppuii;' lines are comprised all the 
of those tranquil an«l better (pialincaliuns of the events of the p*Mn*fiil and virtuous life of a <lis- 
heast which an*, ju triilli and iisisnii, men’s no- linytiished man, up to the period when his name 
hlestattrihules; but there must he slirand hustle, tl“‘ worhl iii his writiiijrs. In the 

1 animation and v.irietv, to enrhaiii the indifferent t'lm* preeediiiff that period, to arii\e at siieh lio- 
I reader to the tu4);;raphi('.il pajp> Why the piiiei nonrs there iiinst have iieeii asardiioiis, nay inore 
I >irtiiesjloiie.!re suinattraclive, is pi'ihaps owiM|( ardnons menf.il lahorjr, th ni he i iieonnlers wiio 
to the superior eh.irm they possess in the soei.il overnins km^plonis, oi whose .idventiires .iml 
ciiale They must l»i* experienced to he valued, li.iii-lm Mdtli e^e.ipes hy sea aiul lam! till a lolm 
and interest from immediate eniitaet and pet'O- over whieliliie le.uli'i' hend.swifh admiration and 
iial ohsiTvation, hetaimiiq* meie verhiajpMUi pa- inleiisl. Itovv lilth* does (he out* .illrart, eoin- 
per, hecause they ait* llieie seen ilive.sted of theii |*ar«(l with the otlier! \et Imvv enehainin(' and 
simple charms; lliediasti* he.nily ol their hues iisi^fnl, how mueh loader lor eontemplation 
hein|;, like tiie transitory expression oil the le.c would he .ilfordt'il to ilie win Id, wen* it ]>rarli- 
tures of the orator or the aetor, mitiaiisleiahle, »alile to reeord all th" wotkinp.s ol tin* sliuleni’s 
and only tiiily eiifpqpoj'in aeliial observation. mind, which have passed a\v.jy in secret. 'I'lie 
I'n this tranquil older of hio(;raphic.d subjects .slru{';'liii|'s after knowledge, llie satisfac tion at 
heloiqjs the memoir of the Kev. fli Mtv Ihvii r Mil.- siieeessriil projpess, the despair of coni(nerin(j a 
j MAN, a clergyman ot the idmrcli of I'.n^hiiid, and dithcnlty at one time, and the liiiiinph ovi i’ ol>- 
I’rofi'ssor ut Poetry in the Cniversity of Oxioid. stach's at another; the aspirations after distinc- 
]le w’a.s horn ill laindon, Kehruaiy lotli, lyqi ; tion, the persi'vei'ance in toil and the {jlory o( 

* and was the youngest son of Sicl’raiicis Milmaii, success. 

I a very eminent pliysieiaii, l onsidered to have 'I'he itrs-'t ;j|)pearaiice of .Mr Mdiiiaii liefore the 
been iniuh in the confideiiee of the late kiiq' and public was in the iiaj;.. 'y of « I'a/ao,» whic)i was 
.queen ol Kiq'laiul The nami* of Mr Milm.inV written helore he went into orders, and was al- 
' MMother was Hart. forwards perrormed vvilli disliojpiislied siii:cess. 

Our poet was first sent to school at Oreeiiwicli, It appeared on the scene at Driiiv-l-ane, on the 
where he had for a master tlio well-known Itr ‘»tli of 1 ‘Vhriiary, i8iH ; hut it had been previ- 
; (lharles hurtiey. From (lie liitorajpi of Dr Mur- onsly piihlished hy iU author, and had passed 
luy he was removed to Ktou In that celehraled ttiioiij'li lliree editimis. 'I’he plot ol this drama 
seminary he remained ahoiit nine years. In the is more than commonly interesliiq*, and has tlie 
li year 1810 he went to Oxford, and entered at f!iM« recoinincndalion of heiiq; simple, and coiise- 
I /en-No.se College. At this university he oh(.*iiM<‘<l (|iien(ly more noble in eharacter in proportion 
the (greatest ntinihcr of prizes that ever fell to to its siinplicily. The iinaj'cry is natural and 
the lot of one individual, (hie of the^e was tor , ihaste, the diction pure uinl ehqpnit. The po- 
Fiiglish verse, one tor l,alin verse, and a third and dry is of the hi(;iiest order, and ahounds in |>;is- 
' fourth forKiq’lish and hatiii essays, while he was sa(;es of chastened beauty and ('real felicity of 
distiii|ruished forthe first honours in the exanon- e.xpressioii. 

alions. The « Fall of Jerusalem,•* the next driimatic 

111 the year i8r», Mr Milman became a fellow work of this poet, appearetl in iKio. Perhaps 
y ot hrazen-Nosc ('.oilej^e, and in 181 - entered in- there i.s more ot n it’ire and pathos, mo.re toal- 
y to holy orders. It was in the year 1H17 that the feet the lie.trl and tt*i‘lju(;s in lliiii pnein than 111 
if vicarage of St Mary in the town of Heading was ' « Fazio,»or, rather, more that strikes the mind ot 
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MKMOIR OF THE REV. HENRY HART MILMAN. 


the reader^and producesprofouiiderimpressions. 
'l‘hc time is limited to thirty*six h^urs; and the 
subject adiuitliuQ powerful descriptions, the au¬ 
thor has not neglected to avail himself of all 
which was within his grasp, to enhance the effect 
of the performance. 'J'here is a happy substitu¬ 
tion of prophecy for the ancient goveriuiiciit of 
destiny, and ail the variou.s characters are forci¬ 
bly and nobly concrived. This poem is well 
worthy the pen ol a clergyman, gifted, as its au¬ 
thor ,undenia^lyii4, with genius and learning far 
aboye tl|e common lot of dramatic writers. 

Thifrse works may lie said to have estalilishcd 
theiy,;author’s fame upon an iinmovablc basis, 
and, with others which lie has undertaken since, 
to ha^teariied him a celebrity of no mean grade. 
Mr Aiimian as&iduousty performs the duties of a 
clergymuij,* and i.s greatly respected by all who 
know him in that character. They are things not 
a little to he envied, in journeying through 
the wild of life, the possessing that hlamelessness 



of character, and the attracting that affect; 
from our fellow-citizens which is so selduip, 
lot of celebrity. Thus is doubled the *>i 
rational enjoyraeiil. In these respects 
is to be envied, il cn\y it be lawful to iidolgc t 
wards any of our fcllow-crcatur.-and, if repo 
say true, no one more merits to enjoy the deli 
ful feeling of conscious virtue thau the author of 
u Fazio.» 

Several articles in the « Quarterly Heview,» in 
its better literary days, are attiiuuied to the pen 
of Mr Milinan ; but none of ihein arc tainted 
with the uspciity which was so long tlic besettin 
sin of that publication. Tlic Oxfbid professor of 
poetry would be as far above the meanness nf^ 
personal abuse, as his tileuts are above tlioso of 
most who laboured in tluit woik in its days of 
rabid crituasni. MrMilmaii’s articiis werejlite- 
rary, temperate, and such as might be exp^ted 
from the pen of the Christian and the poet. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The folIowin{T aUcmpt at I'ovivinf; our old national 
drama with {{roalcr Minpiicity of plot, was writtoii with 
some view to the staffe. (lirciimstanrcs and an opinion 
of considerahh; weight induci'd in<; to prefer the less pe¬ 
rilous ordeal of the press : as In tlu* one case, if its iiii'- 
rils are small or jruHierale, the quiet sleep of ol>ltvion 
will he infinitely less tp'alint; to an author's feelinijs, 
than a noisy and tumultuous execution in a public 
theatre; if, on the other hand, pnhiic opinion be in its 
favour, its suhsequeiit appearance on the stage would 
lx; at least under finoiirahle auspices. I am aware, 
that there is a prejudice at the theatre against plays 
which have first appeared in print; hut whence it ori¬ 
ginates 1 am at a loss to conceive. It being impossihh*, 
on the present scale of onr theatres, for more than .1 
certain proportion of those pn^ent to see or hear with 
siifCicient distinctness to form a judgment on a drama, 
which is independent of show and hurry; it surely 
would ho an advantigc that a previous familiarity with 
the langu.igc and inciilents should enable the audience 
to catch those lighter and fainter touches of character, 
of passion, and of poetry’, on which dramatic excellence 
£0 mainly depends. I put entirely out of the question 
those who go to a play from mere desire of novelty, 
whose opinions cither way would he of very slight 
Value. 

The Play is fniindt'd on .*1 story, which was quoted in 
the Annual Register for 1795, from the ■ Varieties of 
Literature;* hut great liberties have been taken wiili it. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAi). 


MEN. 

Duke or Flosbnce. 

r.oMSALvo, ( of Florence. 

Auaio, 1 
Giealdi Fazio. 

Rartolo. 

■Philario. 

Falsetto. 






Dandolo. 

TaxonoRE, j 0 ^,/,^ Gutm! 

AaroNio, ) 

PiSRO. 

WOMEN. 

MaHCIIRSA Al.nAHKI.LA. 
lllANI'A. 

Ol.ARA 


FAZIO. 

ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

// Roam w'jrfi fViiciWr# iriid ///qmrn.'iM 0/ AU /lyiii) 
Enter Ea/.io nnd Ri\sci 
FA/.IO. 

Why what a jiccvish envious fabulist, 

Was he, that vow’d cold wedlock’s atiuospbcrc 
Wearies the ihiii and dainty plumes of love; 

That a fond husband’s holy appetite, 

Like the gross surfeit of intemperate joy. 

Grows sickly and fastidious .it the swixrts 
Of Its own chosen tlowcrl—My own Bianca, 

With what delicious scorn we laugh away 
Such sorry satire* 

BIANCA. 

Which of thy smooth looks 
Teirheth this harmony of bland deceit? 

Oh, my own Fazio! if a serpent told me 
Tli.it it was stinglcss in a Cone like thine, 

I should believe it. Oh, thou sweetly false! 

That at cold inidniglit quitt’st my side to poic 
O’er musty tomes, dark sign’d and cliaracicr’d, 

O'er boiling skvllets, crucibles and stills, 

Drugs and elixirs. 

FAZIO. 

Ay, chide on, my love; 

The nightingale’s complaining is more sweet, 

Than half the dull unvarying birds that pipe 
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I Piirpcturil nmorotu joy.—Tell me, Bianca, 

I flow lent; m ’t since we wcddal ? ^ 

nUNCA. 

Wouldst tliou know 
Tliy rijjlii and title to ihy wearinevs?— 

Beyond two years. 

1 p\/,io. 

Days, days, Dianeu' I.ove 
llalli in Us Ciilendar no tedious tune, 

{ So )on({ us what cold lifeless souls call ycni's. 

Oil, with my books, iny s.i|;i* j»lidosoj»liy, 

I My infiiotK, and tlicir molliei, time slides on 
! S«j tiirloollily, as 'c were f.itl'n iislts'p, foi('i-iiiii|' 

' I^tilpaTon-ordaiiied moiiori. We .ii(‘ pool , 

IK(( in llie westUli of lovi', in that, Di nu.i, 

III that we are c.isicrii siiltins. I h-ive ihoiif;lit, 

, (f that niy wondrous ulcliymy should ^in 
* That precious liquor, whose iiMiisniuiiiq; d<'-\ 

Makes the black iron sDirt lorili hidii.ini i;n!d, 

I W6(a it not wise to cast it hack ai'.iiu 
I Into itff native daikiicbs^ 

I iiiam«:a. 

' Oiii ii|ioii it’ — 

I <Hi, Umvc It then*, iriy I'.i/io '— /.cave it llicie’ — 
i 1 hntc it'—'T IS my iiv.il, 'i is ihy mistress.— - 
I Ay, tins it is that makes ilicc s(i,iii|;e and restless, 

I A iiti.ini U) iliiiieoMii KianeaN arms, 

This Woudioiis si’eii I. 
j I t/io 

I Dost ihnii know, Ihanr-a, 

, (liir ueij'lihoia, old B.ii lolo 7 

hlVSCA 


() ^rs, ves— 

Thai yellow wteleh, that looks .is he weie sl.im d 
\> ilii v\.it« hiiij; Ins own jjol<|, e\»’i v one knows him, 
r.nou{;h to io.iihe him Not .i liieinl It.ilh he, 

Nor kindled iioi lamili.n , not a sl.ae, 

Not .1 lean sei\iii;; weiieli iiotliiii}' e’«T enti i d 
But his spare sell williin his j.Mloiis doois, 
kM'cpt a waiiiriiii{; lat, and that, they viv. 

WiiH raiiiine-sti'iK k, .iiid died tlieit*. — —.\Vl.il it( him 7 

vv/io. 

Vet he, Bi.iiu':i, lu* is nf nm rieli ones. 

Theie’s not .i ( 5 .illiot on ihi* se.i, hut hears 
A vi'iiliiie of B.irloh/s; not an .lere. 

Nay, not .i villa of our proudest pi iiiecs. 

But he liiitli ei.uiip'd it mill a moritfni'o; he, 
lie only stoeks our prisons with Ins debtors. 

I saw him rreeplti(> home last ni('lit; he shiulderM 
As he iiiiloekM his door, and look'd aruiiritl, 

As if he thou(;hl that every hrealh of wind 
WercM-une keen thief; and when he lock'd him in, 

I heard (he ('r.uiii|[ key turn twenty times, 

To try if all were mIi*. I look'd atpiin 

l'’rom oiir hi|;h window hy mere rhance, and saw 

Tilt* niolimi nf his seanly niopnq; lanlern, 

And, where his wmd-rciit lattice w.is ill stuffd 
With lalter’d remnants of a iiioncy>ha|[, 

Tliroii;*li eohwubx niiil thiek dust I spieil bis f.ioc, 
l.ike some dry witber<boiied anatomy, 

Tiiroii(;h a lingo,i^cst-lid. jealously and scantily 
Uplifted, peering upon roiii and jewels. 

Ingots and wedget, ninl broad Inirs of gold, 

Upon whose lustre (he wah light shone mnddily, 

As Ihougb the New World had outrun the Spaniard, 
And emptied all its mines in that coarse hovel. 


Ills ferret eyes jjloated as wanton o’er them, 

As a gross S.ilyr on a sleeping Nymph ; 

And then, as he heard something like a sound, 

He clapp'd the lid to, and blew out the lantern, 

But I, Bianca, liiirrieil to thy arms, 

And thank’d my (lod that I had braver rie' K. 

BtiMCA. 

Oh then, let lh.it hl.irk furnace burst: dash down#-- 
Those uglv and inishapen jars and vials, 

N.iy, nay, must s.ige pluhisopher, to-night, 

At least lo-nighi, be only lh\ llianea's \Sheclitnjstoh 
FV/.in [loohin/j joniUy athfr). 

Why, c ell the fhiiire of B.ii»I> was f.ilsc and sl.ind(*it 
'Vho |;ii t Jove’s liiide in lh.it ^oltipluniis /one, 
tie she could will hci we.iry loid to love, 

While mv eu'di-iiorii Bi.iiie.i he.irs hy iiitmc 
An evei'-hlooiiiiiig ca'sttis of delight' 

(HAM. V. 

So eouilly .md so f.iucifiil, my Ta/io' 

N\ lui li of oiir iliikes h.illi lent thee his i ast poesies' 
Wliv, sill'll .1 iiiiisK al .ind Icaiiied phr.ise 
(l.id sofii-ii'd (lie marehesa, Ald.ihell.i, 

Th.it high sigiioi.i, ih.it oriee p.impei’d thee 
Almost In m.idiic'is with her losy snides; 

And then my l.idy qiiceii put on her winter, 

And fio/e thee till thou weil .i very icicle, 

Mad lint the lowly and dispiscd Bi.iiiea 
shone on it with the suiiimei of hei pi(v 

FA/IO 

N.iy, taunt noi her, Bi.ine.i, t.iiiiil not hei ' 
i'hy l''.i/io loved lu-i oni-e Wlio, \vho woiihl Id.iuie 
lle.ivtus innnii, hec.iusc a ni.ini.ie li.illi adored it, 
.\iid died III ins dotage ' IVi n .i saint might we.ir 
Proud Ahlahell I's s( orii, iior look h-ss he.ivenly 
Oh, It dtiipl h.ilni upon (he wounds it gave, 

The soul was plc.iscd to In* so sweelly wrong'd, 

.\nd iiKseiy gwvv i.ipliiioiis, Ald.ilx'll.i! 

Die gr.ieioiis' the melodions' Oli, the woids 
I .lugh'd on her lips, (he motion of her siuilu-^ 
ShoweTd iH'.iiity. .is the .in-e.ncssed spi.iy 
Die dews id inormitg, .iiid herst.iti-ly s|i‘ps 
Were light .is though a winged .ingel tnxl 
Over e.iith’s floweis, and fcai’d lv> biiisli ,iway 
Their dehcalc hues, ay, e’en hei veiy robes 
\N ere .iniiii ito ami hre.ithing. .is they f> It 
The presence of her lo\elin<-ss, iprc.ul around 
Tlicir (inn and g.iu/y clouds, niinislenng freely 
oflicioiis duty on (he shiim* wherell^atprc 
Uadi lavisli’d all her skill. 

BIVNC-V. 

proud loose wanton! 

FAZIO 

She wanton!—Aldahella loose!—Then, then 
Arc (lie imre lilies black .is soot within, 

The sl.imless virgin mio'a is hot and i.ineid, 

,\nd ohasliiy-ay, it may he in heaven, 

But all heiuMth the moon is wild and hagg.ird. 

If she be spoltctl, oh, unhidiness 
ll.ith never been so delicate!'* lodged 
Since th.it bad devil w.ilk’d fair Paradisi*. 

BIVNCA. 

Already silent' Ilnlh your idol qitaffd 
' Enough of vour soft ineense? Farin' Karin! 

But (hut her gaudy I'.aik would aye disdain 
The quiet stream whereon we glide so smooth, 

I should be fearful of yc. 




FAZIO. 
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Nay, unjufll! 

gncrous Bianca! wlio foregoes, 

10 gay revel of a golden harp, 

and rich enchanting falls, 

Uis own\iuH>icstir lute's familiar pleasing! 

Bat thou, thou •<>'vui„and wanton in thy power, 

know'st canst make e’en jcvalousy look lovely, 
l^ud all thy punishment for that bad passion 
' Be this—[JTiiiejr /ler]—Good niglitl—I will but snatch a 
look 


Ilnvv the great crucible ilnih its slow work. 

And be with thee; imiess thou fanciest, sweet, 

That Ahl.ihi-ll.i lurks Iteliind the furnace, 

^Jmd then, heaven knows how long 1 may lie trnani 

I fait Runca 

^ FA^lO (»ol«$). 

)h, what a Star of the iirst iiiagnitudc 
* Were poor young I’.i/io, if Ins skill should W’ork 
The wondrous secret ^onr decp'elnsetled Kiges 
Grots- I'ley in dic.tniiiig of! Why .ill our Morence 
Would he too ii.triow for Iiih hiMiichini; gloiies; 

It would o'eric.tp the Alps, .ind .ill the iiurlh 
Troop here to see the great philosoph.-r. 
lie would be wealthy too—we.dih> iii f.nnc; 

And that '$ nioic gohlen than the richest gold 

groan without 

Holy St Francis’ wliat a gro.-in was theie' 

f^oice M'itiiout. 

Within there!—Oh' within there, iiuii;hliour'—Di'.illi, 
ilurder, and inerciltss roblierv' 

VA/io offcnithr Door 

W hat ’ Rai lolo! 


UAliloi.O. 

Thank yc, inv fi lend ’ ll.i' li.i! Ii.i' iny oltl limbs' 

I did not (Innk iheiii ball so loiigb .mil sinewy. 

St Doinmic! but then pins pnekM i lus<‘ and kci-n. 

Six of 'em, strong and sturdy, with lli<*ii d.iggci.s, 
Tickling the olil iii.in to Id loose bis iIiiimk 

FA/.IO. 

Wlio, Dcigbboiir, wlm’ 

R VHIOI.O. 

Uobbeis, black ci.ipc-facisl robbi-i'. 
Your only blood-snckeis, ibat dram \our veins, 

And yet their meagre bodies aye grow syiarci. 

They knew that 1 had irionevs from the Duke, 

But I o'cn-c.ich'd ihein, ueigliboui" not a dneat, 

Nay, not a doit, to cross thciiiselve.s v\iih.il, 

Got they from old Rariolo.-Oli, I blii.sl! 

And iny old lieait bcaLs minnles like a clock. 

A surgeon, friend! 

' RAnroLo. 

Ay, one of your kind Imichers, 
Who cut and slash your ilesh for flieii own pasiiiue, 

^ And then, God bless the inaik ! they must have money ' 
Cold, gold, or nothing! Silver is grown co.irsc, 

And rings unli.andsonicly. Have I ’scaped robbing. 

Only to give ?-Oli there! there! there ! (ioM, coM, 

Gold as December. 

FAZIO. 

Nay, then, a confeMtoi' 

DARTOLO. 

A confessor' one of vour black smnnili liilkci-s. 

That drone the name of God incctuauiiv. 

Like the drear burthen of a doleful ballad ! 


That sing to one of bounteous codicils 

To tlie I'runcisc.'ins or some bo&pitall 

Oh ! there’s a sAooting!—Oozing here'.—Ah me! 

My ducats and iny ingots scarcely cold 
From the hot Indies!—Oh! and i forgot 
To seal those jewels from the Milan Duke'. 

Oh ' misery, iiitiiery I—Just this very day. 

And that mad spendthrift Angelo hath not sign’d 
The mortgage on those meadows hy the Aino. 

Oh ! misery, misei-y!—Yet I ’soaped them hravciv, 

And brought my ducats off!- [Dies. 

FAZIO. 

Why e’en lie then*, as foul a mass of earth 
As ever loaded it. ’T wvre sin to charily 
To wring one drop of hrine upon thy corpse. 

In sooth. Death’s not nicc^stoiiiaeli’d, to he cnmim’d 
With sueli uusavouiy offal. What a god 
‘Mong men might this dead wilher’d thing have been, 
Thai now must rot liencalh the earth, as once 
lie rotted on it! Why bis we.illh liiid won 
hi belter hands .in atinosplieic around him, 

Mnsical ever with the voice of blessing. 

Nations around his tonih, like marble innnriicis, 

Vied for ilu'ir pedesi.ils.—In hcllei hands' 

Mctliinks these lingers .iic nor coanw* nor rliunsy. 
Philosophy, Phiioso)tliy! thou 'il l.iine 
.\nd loi toisc-p.accil to my fleet desires! 

I sc«‘nl .1 slioiter p.ilh to fame and iiohes. 

Tile Hesperian trees nod llieir iieli elii.sters at me, 
Tiekling my timorous and wtlbdr.iwiiig gi.isp,— 

I would, y< I dale not —lh.it's it eow.ud’s reekoniug. 
Half of the sill Ik'S in u I would.- To-moirow, 

If lli.ii II find me poor, will write mu fool, 

Auil myself be a niuek unto niysell. 

Ay, .ind ibi* body nmiderd in my house' 

Y<Hir carrion hrceils most slran{je and lo.ilhsonie iiiseels— 
Suspicion’s of the quickest .ind the keimcsl— 

So, neiglibont, by your leave, your keys' In sooth, 
'Hum badsl no despurati* lovi: for lioly eliureh, 
Long-knolled bell were no sweet music to thee. 

A ■ God be with thee* shall be all thy mass; 

Tliou never loviilst llinse flry mid droning pi Ii-sIh. 
Tlioii’lf rt)i most eool and quiet in my gaideti; 

Your g.iy .iiid gilded viiiili would be loo costly. 

\E\il with the hotly of linrtnlu 


j 11 

j A Street 

j Knici r\/.io, ti'if/i « dorf.rii. 

I I, woiU to nne like a tame Iionsehold dog, 

G.iress'd hy every baud, and fearing none, 

Now prowl e’en like a grey and treasonous wolf. 

’T IS a had din-d to rob, and 1 'll have none on 'i. 

*T is .1 bail decil to mb—and whom? the ilcad! 

Ay, of their winding-sheets and coffin naiU. 

T is hut a quit-rent for the land I sold him, 

Almost two yards to bouau him and his wot ms' 
Somewhat usiirioiiH in the main, lint that 
I Is honest thrift to your keen usurer, 
t Had he a kinsman, n.iy a friend, ’l were dcvilisli. 

Rut now whom rob I’ why the slate—In sooih 
, Marveilons little owe i this same stale, 

’ That I should he so dainty of its welfare. 

: Mellimk* our Duke hath pomp eiiongli, our Senate 
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Of curious words and fair compnclcd phrases, 

Burs! to u liquid and melodious Bow, 

Bapiiirous and ravishing; but in praise o^hee! 

But J, niy loid, that have the fluent vein, 

The rapid rush- 

PAzro. 

Fie, sir! O lie!'t U fulsome. 

Sir, there *8 a soil 6t for that rank weed flattery 
To trail its poisonous and obscene clusters: 

A poet's soul should be.ir a richer fruita(je~ 

The aconite (;rew not in Kilcn. Thou, 

That thou, with lips tipt with the lire of heaven, 

Th' cxc'ursne eye, that in its earth-wide ranjje 
Drinks in tlie (;r.inde(ir and the loveliness 
That hrejtlics alonif this hi('ii>\vroU{[lit world of man,* 
That hast within thee approhonslons stroiq; 

Of all tti.‘it*s pure and passionless and heavenly— 

Tli.tt thou, a vapid and u mawkish parasite, 

Sliouldst pipe to tliat witch Fortunes favourites! 

'T is coarse—'i is sickly—'t is as thon(fh the cap.lc 
Should spa'ad his saiUbioad win^s to (lap a duiiyhill; 
As lliouuh a pale and willieriiii' pesliluucu 
Should ride tlu* (yuldcn cliai iot of the sun; 

As one slioiihl use the lau|pi.i|ji* of the i;o(ls 
To chatter lousii and riliakl hrolhelry. 

PltlLAHIO. 

My lord, 1 (hank this; for that noble chldin{;— 

Oil, my loni, T is the curse .iiid brand of pocsv, 

That it must trim its fciicrless free plumes 
To the {jross f.incics of the hiiinoiiroouie age; 

Tliat it must stoop from its hold heights to court 
liiiptorish opinion, whose aye wavering hi'e.ilh 
Is to it as the precious air of life. 

iu a capering, rhanibering, wanton land, 

The losers song alone gains audience, 

Fine loving ditties, sweet to sickliness, 

The lnii|[uisliing ami luscious touch .ilone, 

Of ull the full harp's ccs(iisie.s, can detain 
The p.illtnl and pampered ear of Italy. 

But, my lord, we have deeper myslerics 
For the initiate-llarkl^it hursts'—it flows' 

Son;j hy IhiiLSiuo 

llicli and royal iLiIy! 

Dominion's lofty biide' 

E.irili deem'd no loss of prhh 
To be enslaveil by thee. 

Front broad Euplirates’ bank, 

^Vhcn the sun look'd iluougb the gloom, 
Thy eagle's golden plume 
Ills oiieut splendour drank; 

And wlten at eve he si‘t 

Far in the ehuiur>cf'd west. 

That bird of briiliauce yet 
Bathed in his gorgeous rest. 

Sud and smiken Italy! 

The plunderer's common piey! 

When saw the eye of day 
So very a slave as th(*e 1 
Long, long ii bloody sbige 
For petty kinglings lame, 

Their miserable game 
Of puny war (o wage. 


-- ■ - - - —■ - 

Or from the northern star 

Come haughty despots down, 1 

With iron Iiand to share I 

Thy bruised and broken crow'n. 

Fair and fervid Italy! 

Lady of each gentler art. 

Yet couldst thou lend die heart ^ 

In mild captivity. 

Warm naphacl's Virgin sprung 
To worship and to love, 

The enamour'd air above 
Rich clouds of music hung. 

Thy poets bold and free 
Did noble wrong to time. 

In their high rhymed muj<a»ty 

Ravishing tliy clime. * 

• 

Loose and hmguhl Italy! 

Where now the magic pow’r 
That in thy doleful hour 
Made a queen of lliec? 

The pencil cold and dead, 

Whose lightest touch was life, 

The old immortal strife 
Of thy high poets fled. 

From her iuglnrious uni 
Will Italy arise? 

Will golden days return 

'Neath the a/uro of her skies ' 

This is done, oh, this is done, 

When the broken land is one; 

This shall be, oh, this shall he, 

When the slavish land is free 


SCKNF II. 

The Public ofJlorenve 

F.\zio, Fw.siirTo, I).vndolo, Pjiilaiiio. 

FAr.StfTO. I 

Yondei, my lord, is the Lady Aidahclia, 

The si.ii of admir.ilioii to all Florence. 

UANnOLO. 

'1 h4*re, U'N lord, there is a fair.tlroo|uiig lohc— 

W ould ill., i were a breath ^ wind to float it! 

tjcnticmcn, hy your leave l-Would salute her . 

Ve’ll meet mu anon in liie Piazza, [fixeuiit nil but Fazio. 
Now, lofty W4uuau, we .ire oqu.il now, 

And I will fiont thee iii thy pitch of piide. 

£n(cr Aldabslla. She speak* after a salutation on | 

each side. * 

Oh, thou and I, Sii, when wc met of old, 

Were not so distmt, nor so chill. lord-— * 

I hail forgot, my lord. You dawning signiors k 

Are jealous of your stale; sou gre.il philosopher. • 

Walk not oil earth; ami we pool groveling Iieings, ' 

If wc would win your eminent icgards, i 

Bliist meet ye i* the air. Oh, it sits well 
This scorn, it looks so gm\e and reverend. 

rizio. 

Is scorn in Lady Ald.U>cl)n's creed 
So monstrous and liereiical? 




ALDABILLA. 

A(jain, 

Treason ajjain, a most irrererciit lau(jh| 
^^'iVncorousjest before so learn'd a sa(;e:- 
vut I jnaY joy in ihy good fortune, Fazio. 


FAZIO. 


I In sootli, {^ood fortune, if't is worth thy joy, 
I Tliu h' 5 u{>lity Lady Aldnhelia's joy. 

I I ALHADBLIA. 

rNay, an thou liadst not dash'd so careless off 

I My bounteous offcrini;, I had said— 


FAZIO. 


What, lady ? 


I ALDABEI.LA. 

Oh nou{d)t—mere sound—mere air—Thou 'it married, 
Fa/io: 

And is thy bride a jewel of the first water ^ 

I know thou wilt say, ay;’t is an old Utlc, 

Thy fond lip-rovul on a l.uly’s beauties : 

Metliinks f've heard tins; dt'soant upon loveliness, 

Till the full ears were drunken with sweet sounds. 
Ilut^evtT let me sec her, I’.i^io j never. 

vi/.io. 

And why not, l.idy’ She is cctpiisiti’, 
bashfully, hiiiiihly ux(|insife; yet Florence 
IM.iy hi: as pmud of her, as of the rielu*st, 

That fire her willi ihe lustre of their state. 

And why not, laily ? 


Ar.iiAiiKr.[.\. 


j Whv! f know not why— 

Oh your |>hilosophy, 't is ever cm ions; 

Poor lady iN.itiiie must tel! all, and ele.iily, 

To 1(8 iiHjnisiloiship.—We 'll not think on't* 

It fell fiom me un'w.ires, wonls >aiU st.iit forth, 
When the mind wanders,—Oh no, not because 
She's ineii-ly lovely —but wc ’ll think no more on 'I. 
Didst lie.ir the aei^ 

FAZtO. 

i.adv, wh.it act? 

AI.OiULLLA. 

The act 


Of the {'real Duke of Florenee and his Senate, 
Entitled ai'ainst tiirlle doves in poesy. 
iicnceforth that nsi'ful hiid is inlt-idiet, 

As the mild ciiibieni of triio ronstaney. 

There's a new word found;'t is pure Tuscan too : 
Fnzio 's to fill the blank up, if it chime; 

If not, Heaven hulji the rhymester. 

F,izio 

With what an airy .uid a $parklin(> (;racc 
The Inn^ua(>e ;;lanccs from her silken lips! 

Her once loved voice how exquisite it sounds, 

-£*en like a ^'cntle music hc.tid in eliildhood! 

ALDASbLLA. 

Why yes, my lord, iu these degenerate days 
Constancy is so rare a virtue, annuls 
Come down to ^aze on 'C: it makes the world proud. 
Who would be one o’ the many? Wliy, our Florence 
Will blaze with the mmirle. T is true, ’t is true. 
The odour of the rose grows faint uod sickly, 

And joys arc finest by comparison.— 

But what U that to the majestic pride 
' Of being the sole true pheenix ? 

FAZIO. 


Thou speak’st as if that smooth word constancy ■ 
Were harsh aud b«ssy sounding in thy.cars. 

AMlASZLLA. 

No, no, signior; your good eld>fanglcd virtues 
Have gloss enough hir me, had it been iny lut 
To he a iiiiscr’s treasure : if his eyes 
Ne’er open’d hut on nic, I ne’er had wept 
At such a pleasant fuiilifiil avarice. 

FA/.IO. 

Lady, there was a time when 1 did dream 
Of playing the inisi^r to another treasure. 

One not less precious than lliy stalely self. * 

A[.nABFI.I.A. 

Oil yes, my lord, oh yes ; the talc did run 
That thou and i did lovu' so ran the tale. 

Th.it lliuii and 1 should have horn wed—ilic lalu 
Ban so, iny lord.—Oli memory, memory, memory! 

It is .1 bitter pleasure, but't is pleusim:. 

F (/.!«. 

A ple.isure, lady!—why then cast niu off 

l.ike .111 ludiffeii'iu weed?—with iey scorn 

Wiiy choke the hiossoiii tlut hut woo’d lliy sunshine? 

AI.OAHEt.1.4. 

Ah, what .in i‘nsy rohe is scoi ii lo wear! 

'T IS hut lo w'liiikh: up the letcl tirow, 

To .ireh the [ili.int cyel.ish, and freczi* up 
'I he p.tssiniilcsfi and placid orh within — 

Cish’lli' oh (i.istclli' 

KA/IO. 

ho w.is he, l.idy ! 

AI.OAlil M A. 

One, my good lord, I loved most fondly, f.iially. 

FAAlO. 

Then thou didst love? loVe, .Vld.ihcll.i, iriily, 
Fervently, fondly?—Ihil wli.il’s that to me’ 

AI.OAHt'I.LA. 

Oh yi's, my hud, hi> w.is a noble geiillcman ; 

Thou know’st him hy his nth', Omde d'Otsoa , 

Aly ne.ircsi kinsman, my good uncle I, 

Knowing our passion.'ili. and Lmeifiil nature, 

To his sage counsels fcttei'il my wild will. 

Proud was he of inc, deem’d me a ill iii.ite 
For highest princes, and his honest flatteries 
So pamper'd me, the f.ital diileousness * 

So {'rew upon me—Fa/io, rfost Ihon think 
Aly colour wilhci d siin c we parted f Ole.iin 
Aline eyes .is they wen* wont'—Or doth the outside 
Still wc.ir i King smooth indiffeiencc, 

Wilde the unseen heart is ha|;g.ird w.in with woe? 

FAZIO. 

Is't possible? And didst ihnn love me, lady? 

Though It he joy vain and uiiprofitiblc 
As is the sunshine to a dc.id man’s eyes, 

Pte.isurelcss from bis impotence of pleasure; 

Tell me and truly— 

ALIl.VBiLLt.A. 

Aly grave sir confrssor. 

On with tliy hood and cowl.—So thou wuuldst hear 
Of pining days «ind discontented nights ; 

All me’s and doleful airs to my sad lute. 

Fazio, tliuy suffer most who utter least.— 

Heaven, what a babbling traitor is the tongue! 
Would not the air freeze up such sinful sound ?— 

Oh no, thou heard'st it not. Ah me! and thou, 

I know, will surfeit the coarse common car 
I W ilh tlie proud Aldabella's fall.—Betray me not, 


Gentle lady, 
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Be eliarier of lier shame (ban Aldabclla. 

[ FatiofaUs%n hit htecs to her. 
My lord! my lord! ’l i* public here—no more— 

I’m staid for at my palace by the Amo. 

Farewell, my ton!, farewell!—Betray me not:— 

But never let me see her, Fasio, never. 

FA7.io( solus.) 

Love me!—to suffcrin^» love me!—why her Jove 
Might draw a brazen statue from its pedestal, 

And make its yellow veins leap up with life. 

Fair Chastity, thou hast two juggling fiends 
Caballing for thy jewel; one ivilhiii, 

And that’s a mild and inclling devil, hove; 

Th’ Ollier without, and th it’s a fair rich gentleman, 
Ciraldi F.uio; lliey 're knit in a league. 

And thou, thou snowy and imsoeiablc viitiic, 

Maysi lose no less a votircss fiom thy nunnery 
Thun the most beautiful proud Ald-ilielln. 

Had 1 been honest, 'l were indeed to fall; 

But now't is hut a st(>p down the declivity. 

Bianca I hut Bianca!—hear me up, 

Bear mo up, in the tninimeK of thy fondness 
Bind thou iny slippery soul. Wrong thee, Bianca? 
Nay, nay, that‘s deep indtrd ; fathomless deep 
In the hhick pit of infamy and sin : 

1 am not m) weary yet of the upper air. 

Wrong thee, Bianca? No, not for the earth; 

Not fur earth's hri('litest, not for Aldahclla. 

SCKNE Ill. 

Palace of Faiio. 

Fa/.io rind Bunoa 


FA/IO. 


Dost thou love me, Bianca 


BIANCA. 

There's a ijiicstion 

For a philoRopIicr!—Why, 1 'vc answer’d it 
For two long years; and, oh, for many more, 

It will not stick upon iny lips to answer thee. 

FA/.IO. 

Tliuii'rCiii the fushion, llun. Thccoiiit, Bianca, 
The ladies of the court, find iiiu a fair genlleman; 
Ay, and a dangerous wit too, that smites Miiartiy. 

BIANCA. 

And thou believest it all I 

KAAIO. 

Why, if the gallants, 
The lordly and frank spirits of the time, 

Troop around tliue with gay rhymes on thy beauties, 
Tinkling ihcir smooth and amorous flatteries, 

Sluli thou be then a solemn infidel? 

BIANCA. 

I shall not heed them; my poor beauty nerds 
Only one ilatterer. 

FAZIO. 

Ay, blit they’ll press on thee, 
And force ihcir music into thy deaf ears. 

Think ye, ye should be coy, and calm, and cold? 

BIANCA. 

Oh, no !—1 fear tiu- a discourteous laugh 
Might be their giieidon for their lavish lying. 

FAZIO. 

But if one trip upon your lip, or wind 


Your fingers in his sportive hand, think ye 
Y'e could endure it? 

BIANCA. 

Fazio, thou wrong’s! me 
With such dishonest questionings. My lord, ^ 

There *8 such an awe in virtue, it can make 
The anger of a sleek smooth brow like mine 
Strike the hot libertine to dust before me. * 

He'd dare to dally with a fire in his hand. 

Kiss ra{'gcd briars with his unholy lips, 

Ere with his rash assault attaint my honour. 

FAZIO. 

But if ye sec me by a noble lady, 

Whispeniig as though she were my shrine, whereon 
1 lay my odorous incense, and her beauty 
Grow riper, richer at iny chwisliing praise; 

If she lean on me with a fund round arm, 

If hci eye drink tlie light from out mine eyes, 

And if her bps drop sounds for my ear only; 

Thou 'll arrii thy moody brow, look at me gravely, 
With a pale anger on thy silent cheek. 

'T is out of keeping, 't is not the court fashion— 

We must forego tins clinging and the clasping; 

Be cold, and sir.ingc, and courteous to e.ieh other; 

Ami s.iy, « How doth my lord?» • How slept my lady?»* 
As though we dwelt ut opposite ends o’ the city. 

BIANCA. 

WJi.ii haili distemper'd thee?—This is iiniiatur.il; 

Thou coulJsi not talk thus in thy stedfast senses. 

Fazio, thou host seen Aldubella!- 


FAZIO. 


Well, 


She is no basilisk— iIutc's no death in her eyes. 

BIANCV. 

Ay, Fazio, but there is; and more than dead)— 

A death beyond the giave—a du.)th of sin— 

A howling, hideous, and eternal death— 

Death the fli,>sh shrinks fiom.-No, thou must nift si'C 

her! 

Nay, I’m imperative—thou ’rt mine, and shall mu, 

FA/IO 

Shalt not!—Dost think me a ihick-blooricd slave, 

To say ■Amen ■ iiiiio thy positive slialtnot 

The hand upon .i dial, only to point 

Just as }our humorous ladysliip chusc to shine'’ 

BIANCA. 

Fazio, ilioii sctti'Hi a fever iii my brain; 

My vei y lljis hum, Fazio, at the thought: 

I had rather thou wert In iliy winding sheet 

Than that had woinun's arms, I had rather grave-worms 

Wcio on thy lips than that bad woman’s kisses. 

F\7<0. 

Howbeit, there is no blistering in their taste 
There is no suffocation in those arms. 

BIANCA. 

Take heed; we arc passionate, our milk of love 
Doth turn to wormwood, and that's hitter driokiug. 

The fondest are most frenetic . where the fire 

Burnetii intensest, there the inmate pale 

Doth dread the broad and beaconing conflagration. 

If that ye cast us to the winds, the winds 
Will give us their unruly restless nature; 

Wc whirl and whirl; and where we settle, Fazio, 

Bui he that rulcili ilic mad winds can know. 

If ye do drive Ihcloveout of my soul, 

That is its motion, being, and its life, 



FAZIO. 
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there’ll be a conflict strange and horrible, 

Amoni; all fearful and ilUvUagcd fiends, 

For the blank void; and their mad revel there 

Will make me—oh, I know not what—hate thee!-- 

• Oil, noi —I could not hate thee, Fazio: 

Xay, nay, my Fazio, ’tis not come to lliat; 

Aline arms, mine arms, shall say tlio next eshall not;* 

I 'll never startle more thy peevish cars. 

Bat I ‘11 speak to thee with my positive lips. 

[Kissing and clinging to lum. 

FAZIO. 

Oh, what a wild and wayward child am 11 — 

Like the hungry fool, tliat in his moody fit 
Dash'd from his lips his last delicious morsel. 

1 'll sec her once, Bianca, and but once; 

. 4 nd ihcn a rich and breathing tale I ’ll tell her 
or our full happiness. If she bo angel, 

‘T will be a gleam of Paradise to her. 

And she 'll smile at it one of those soft smiles, 

That makes the air seem sunny, blithe, and balmy. 

If she be devil-Nay, but that's too ugly; 

The fancy doth rebel at it, and shrink 
As from a serpent in a knot of flowers. 

Devil and Ald.iliella I—Fic!—They sound 

Like niglitingales and screech-owls heard together. 

What! must 1 still have tears to kiss away?— 

1 will return—Good night!—It is but once. 

See, thou ‘st the taste o’ my lips now at our parting; 

And when we meet again, if they be tainted, 

Tbousbalt—oh no, thou shall uot, canst not hale me. 

[F.\.ciint. 

SCENE 5 „V. 

Palace of Aldabella. 

ALnAnKLUA. 

Aly dainty bird doth hover round the lun*, 

And I must hood him with a skilful hand: 

Bich and renown'd, he must be in my train, 

Or Florence will lum rebel to my beauty. 

Enter Claba, Fazio behind. 

ALDABEtLA gOCS OH. 

oil, Clara, have yc been to the Ursitlines? 

Wliut sa^s my cousin, the kind laidy Abbess ' 

CtABA. 

She says, my lady, that to-morrow noon 
Noviciates arc admitted; but she wouders. 

My Lady Abbess wonders, and 1 too 
Wonder, my htdy, what can make ye fancy 
Those damp and diugy cloisters. Oli, my lady! 

They ’ll make ye cut off all tills fine dai k hair -j 

^Yhy, all the signiors in the court would quarrel, 

And cut each othcr'^ throats for a loose liair of it. 

ALDABELLA. 

Ah me! what heeds it where 1 linger out 

The remnant of my dark and despised life ?- 

Clara, thou weariest me. 

CLABA. 

Oh, but, my lady, 

I saw their dress: it was so coarse and hard*grain’d, 
sure *t would fret your ladyship’s soft skin 
Like thorns and brambles; and toides, the make on't !— 
A vine-dresser’s wife at market looks more dainty. 


ALD\HELLA. 

Then my tcare will not slain it. Oh, ’t is lich enough 
For lean amnuiggard sorrow. {Appearing to perceive 
Fazio, exit Claba.) Oli, my bird ! 

You 're timely come to take a long faiciAcU. 

Our convent gales arc ruile, and hlai k, and elosi', 

Our Ursulinc veils of such a jealous woof, 

There must bo piercing in those curious eyes, 

Would know if the skin beneath be swarlh or sunwy. 

FAZIO. 

A convent for flic brilliant Aldabella' 

'['he mirror of all rival lovelinesses, 

Thu harp to which all gay fliunglits hgliily dance, 
Mew’d in the drowsy silence of a cloister! 

ALOAOELIA. 

oil, what regards it, if a lilind man lie 
On a green Uwn or on a steamy moor! 

What liecds it to the dead and wither’d heart, 

Whose faculty of r.iptiire is grown sere, 
ll.ith lust distinction between foul and fair, 

Whether it house in gorgeous palaren, 

Or mid wan graves and baggaid signs of care! 

Oh, there’s a grief, so with the thre.ids of being 
llavelleti and twined, it sickens every sense 
I Then is the swinging and nionotonous Im:I 1 
Musii'al as the rich harp heard by nioonliglit; 

Then arc the limbs insensible if they rest 
On the coarse p.illcc or the pulpy down. 

FAZIO. 

Wli.it mean yc, lady?—thou bewilder’st me. 

What grief so wanton and luxurious 
Would chiise the Lady Aldabulla's bosom 
To pillow on ? 

ALDABELLA. 

^ Oh, my laid, untold love—— 

Nay, Fazio, gaze not on me s<i; my tongue 
Can sc.ircely move for flic lire within my clicHjks— 

It c>mkercfli, it consumcfli, untold love. 

But if it buret its secret prison-house, 

And venture on the bro.id and public air, 

It l(>aguefli with a busy fiend rail'd Shame; 

And they both dog tlicit game, till misery 
Fastens upon it with a viiicr’s fang, 

And rings its lieing with its vciionious coil. 

FAZlU. 

Misery and llice!—oh, ’t is ufioaluril'— 

Oh, yoke thee to th.it thing of d.l^kn«‘^s, inlseiy '— 
That Kthiop, that grim Moor!—it were to couple 
The dove and kite within one loving leash. 

It must not he; nay, ye must be divorced 

ALDABELLA. 

All no, my lord! we are too deeply pledgcil. 

Dost tliou remember our old poet's > legend 

Over Hell gates—« Uopc conics not liere?* Where liopi* 

Comes not, is hell; and what have 1 to bo|)e^ 

FAZIO. 

What hast to hope ?—Tliou ’rt strangely beautiful- 

ALDABELLA. 

Wouldst thou leave flattery thy last ravishing sound 
Upon mine cars?—'T is kind, 't is fatally kind. 

FAZIO. 

Oh, no! wc must not part, wc must not part. 

1 came to tell thee something: what, I know not. 

I only know one word that should have been; 

' nsai« 
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Ami (li<U-Oh ' if iliy skin wcreiiCJmM uitliwrinkloh, 

|( lift t)ii‘y ('liuck Siilc ftiillnw liollowness, ^ 

If (liy Wiii'tn voice spake sliriekini;, liiirsli, nnri shrill: 
Hut to lh.it brcalhint; form, those ripe round lips, 
l.iko n full parted cherry, those <Liik eyes, 

llich in such dewy lanj^uors- f ’ll not sjiy it- 

N.iy, nay, ’t is on me now !—Poison’s at work ! 

Now listen to me, lady-We must love. 

ALDADfcT.LA. 

hove!—Ay, my lord, as far as huuesty. 

rAXio. 

Honesty!—’T is a stale and niusiy plir-ase; 

Ac le.ist at court: .ind why should uc be traitoi > 

To the hiron(' tyrant Custom ’ 

ALUAnF.U.A. 

My lord l'a/.io— 

Oh, said I my lord Fazio 1 —thou ’ll betray me. 

The hridc—the wife—she that 1 mean-^ly Imd, 

1 .iin nor splenetic nor envious; 

lint ’i is A name I dan; not trust my li]KS with 

FAZIO. 

(tianc.i, uh Bianca is her name; 

The mild Bianca, the soft fonil Bi.anen. 

Oh to llial name, e'en in tlie Church of Cod, 

I plf.>d{'cd a solemn faith. 

ALD\nRLLA. 

Within that Cliurch 
Barren and soliLiry my sad narno 
Shall sound, when the pale nun profess’d doth wed 
That her eold hride('ronm Solitude : and yet— 

Her rip,ht—ere she had seen you, wc had loved 
FAZIO (frnnticly). 

Why should we d.ish the yohlet from our lips, 

Bcc.ium! ihe dre[js may have a smack of bitter? 
Wliysliuuld that p.ilu and clin('in(; cnnsei|ucnee 
Thrust itself ever 'l wixt its and our joys? 

ALOAllRLL\. 

My lord, ’t is well our convent wails are hi^h, 

And our jjates ni.issy; else ye r.i(;in(j ti(;ers 
Mli;lit rush upon us simple maids unveil'd- 

FAZIO. 

A veil! .1 veil! why Florence will he d.irk 
At noonday: or thy be.iuly will lire up. 

By the couta{;ioit of its own hri(;ht lustre, 

I he dull ile.ad flax to so intense a brilliaiii‘i;, 

'T will look like one of those rich purple clouds 
On the pavilion of the scttiiif; sun. 

ALDAIIELLA. 

My lord, I've a poor banquet hero within; 

Will’t please ye taste it? 

FAZIO. 

Ay, wine, wine! ay, wine! 

1 'llilrown thee, thou oFlieious preacher, here' {Cluifting 
his forthtail.) 

Wine, wine! [faeunt. 


ACT in. 

SCENE I. 

Palace of Fatio. 

BIANCA. 

Not all the ni({ht, not nil the lon^;, long night. 

Not come to me! not send to me! not think on me! 
Like an unrighteous and uuburied ghost. 


1 wander up and down these long arcades. 

Oh, in our old poor narrow home, if h.aply 
lie linger’d late abroad, domestic things 
Close and familiar crowded all around me, 

The ticking of the clock, the flapping molinii ^ 

Of Ihe green lattice, the grey curtains' folds, 

Thy haiiginf^s of the hed mysidf had wroughf, 

You e’en his black and ii*on crucibles, 

Were to me as my friends. But here, oh here. 

Where all is coldly, comfortlessly costly, 

All strange, all new in uncouth gorgeousness, 
bofly and long, a wider space for misery— 

E’en my own footsteps on these marble floors 
Arc iinaccnstom’d unfamiliar sounds.— 

Oh, I am here so wearily miscrahle, 

That I should welcome my apostate Fazio, 

Though he were fresh from Ald-ibclla's arms. 

Her arms!—her viper coil'- 1 had forsw'orti 

That thought; lest he should cornu, and find me mad, 
And MO go hack again, and I not know it. 

Oh that f were a child to play with toys. 

Fix my whole soul upon a cup and ball— 

Oh any pitiful poor subterfuge, 

A moment UxHstract my busy spirit 

Fiom its dark dalliance with that cursed imago! 

I have tried all: all vainly—Now, hut now 
I went lu lo my children. The first sounds 
They murmur’d in their evil-dreaming sleep 
W.is a faint inimiciy of tin* ii.ime of f.ither. 

J could not kiss them, my lips were so hut. 

The very household shaves are le.igucd against me, 

And do heset me with their wicked flouiings, 

« Comes my lord home (o-night?»—and when I s.iy, 

■ I know noi,» their coarse pily makes my heai i-stnu( s 
Throh with the agony.—(finter Fiaro )—Well, what of 
rny lord? 

Nay, tell it with thy lips, not with thy visage 
Tlioii raven, croak it out if it be evil: 

If it he good, 1 '11 fall and w'orship thee; 

'T is the office and the ministry of gods 
To spc.ik good tidings to distracted spirits. 


pisno. 


Last night my lord did feast— 


IIIANCA. 


Speak it at once— 

Where I where’—I ’ll wring it from tliy Ups.—Where 
where? 


PIBRO. 

Lady, at the Marchesa Aldahclia’s. 

BIANCA. 

Thou lic*st, false slave:’t was ,it the Ducal I’alace, 

'T was at the .irscnal with the officers, 

T VMS with the old rich senator—him—him—him— 
The man with a brief name; ’t was gaming, dicing^ 
lliotously drinking.—Oh it was not there; 

'T was any where but there—or if it was, 

Why like a sly and creeping adder sting roe 
With thy black tidings?—Nay, nay: good my friend; 
Here's money for (hose harsh intcmper.ite words.— 
But he’s not there: ’t was some one of the gallants, 
With dress and suture like my Fazio. 

Thou wert misukcu:—no, no; ’l was not Fazio. 

PIBRO. 

It grieves me much, but, lady, ’t is my fe.ir 
Tliuii ’J( find it but too true. 





FAZIO 



BI4MCA. 

Hence! hence! Avaunt, 

With thy colil courteous face! Thou seest I'm wretclicd. 
Dollr it content tJiee? Gaze—(jaze—Raze!—perchance 
Ye would behold the bare and blcedinj; heart, 

With all its throbs, its agonies.—Oil Fazio! 

Oh Fazio! is tier smile mure sweet than mine ^ 

Or her soul fonder 7 —Fazio, my lord Fazio ! 

Before the face of man mine own, mine only , 

DefoVe the fare of Heaven Bianca’s Fazio, 

Not . 41 dabella’s.—Ah, that 1 should live 
To question it!—Now, henceforth all our joys. 

Our delicate endearments, all are poison’d. 

Ayl if he speak my name with his fond voice. 

It will be with the Same tone that to her 

He murmur’d hers:—it wilt be, or’t will seem so 

If he embrace me, *t will be with those arms 

In which he folded iicr: and if he kiss me, 

lie ’ll pause, and think which of the two is sweeter 

I'lEHU. 

N.iy, gooil my lady, give not entertainment 
To such sick fancies: think on lighter matters. 

I heard strange news ahroiid : the Huke '$ in count'd, 
Dt'h.uing on Uie death of old Bartolo, 

The ijrcy Itviii usurer. He’s been long abroad, 

And died, they think. 

BIANCA. 

Well, sir, and what of ihat^ 

And liiive I not the pnvdege of sorrow, 

Willioul a menial’s staling eye upon me^ 

Wlio scut (heo thus to clurtei my fieu thoughts, 

.\iifl tell them where to shrink, and wlit'ie to |t:iiise? 
ttriicioiis slave, away!——Ha? wh.it saiiUt lliuu ’ 
Barlolo’s di'.ith! and the Duke in his conned t— 

1 'll rend liiin from licr, though she wind aioutid him, 
lake the vine round the elm. 1 ’ll pluck him oft, 
Though the life crack at parting.—Xo, no pause; 
i'oi if there is, 1 shall be lamu and timorous 
Th.il milk-faced mercy will come whimpering lo me, 
And T shall sit and meekly, miserahly 
Weep o’er my wrongs.—ll.i! ih.U her soul were ftmd 
fervent as iiime own ! I would give worlds 
To sec liei as he’s icut and rack’d fiom her. 

Oil, hut she’s cold ; she c.iniiot, will not feel. 

It is hut half revenge* her whole of .sorrow 
Will he a drop to my consummate agony.— 

Away, away: Oh had L wings to waft me > 


% 


SCENK II. 

Dnie and his CouticU 


DIIKB. 

’T is pitssing strange, a man of such lean habits. 
W’eallh flowing to him in a steady eiirrcnt, 
Winds wafting it unto him from all ijuarieis, 
Through all his seventy toilsome yeaisof Ide. 
And yet his innisiiry so spare and meagre, 
Sigiiinr Gonsalvo, were the \oicc that told us 
Less iiicd and trusty than thine own, our faith 
W'oiild be a rebel to such marvelloiiK fact 

GONSALVO. 

Well may your Highness misdoubt me, myscit 
Almost misdoubting mine own positive seusi's 
No sign was there of outward violence, 

* All ill a sLitc of orderly misery, 
i An trace of secret inioad; yet, my liege, 


The moiiniains of his wealih were puny mole-hills, 

A few stray dtfeats; piles indeed of parchments, 
Mortgages, deeds, and lawsuits he.q)cd to the roof, 
Enough to serve the armies nf all Tu!ic.my 
At least for half a century witli new drum-heads. 

AUBIO. 

Happily, my liege, he m:iy have gone aliroad, 

And borne liis riches with him. 

niiKE. 

Signior Aurio, 

That surmise flavours not of your known wisduiii. 

His argosies encumber all our ports. 

His unsold bales rot in the crowded wharfs; 

Thu interest of a hundred usuries 
Lietli iinclairn’d.—Besides, he hath not left 
Our city for these twenty years:—a flight 
So unprepared and wanton suits not well 
Your slow and heavy laden usurer. 

Enter Antonio. 

ANTONIO. 

My liege, a Indy in tlio aiitochamher 

Boosts knowledge that concerns your this day's i-oiuit il 

DUKE. 

Admit her.— {Enti'r Bianca.) — How! whal know’ll 
thou of the death 

Of old BarloloT—be he dead in sooth 7 
Or of his lichus* 

BIANCA. 

The east side of (he fountain. 

In the sill ill garden of a lowly house, 

By till* Fr.iuciscaii convent, ihe green lierhs 
(how boon and freely, the manure is rieli 
Ainunil their roots; dig ihcie*, and you ’ll he wiser 

DUKE. 

Wlio tenanted this house? 

BIANCA. 

Giraldi Fazio 

DUKE. 

What of his wealth? 

niANCA. 

There’s one in Florence knows 
Mole Hccrcts than beseems an honest in.iii. 

DUKE. 

And who is he* 

niANLA. 

(aiinidi Fii/io, 

OilNSALVU. 

My hege, I knuiv liirii ’l is the new s|iriiDg siguioi, 
This great philosopher. 1 ever doubled 
His vaunted iiiaiiiifaclory of gold. 

Work’d by some strange machinuiy. 

DUKE. 

Theoiloit:, 

.Search thou the garden that this woman spisiks of 
(Lipi.iin AuUinio, he 'l thy charge lo all.ich 
With speed (he person of this Fazio. 

BIANCA (rushinij forward to Anionio). 

You ’ll lind him iit the Marchesa Aldahella’s * 

Bring him away—no mercy—no delay— 

Nay, not an instant—not time for a kiss, 

\pai Ling kiss. {Aside.) Now have I w idow'd hei. 

As she has widow'd me! Now come what will, 
riii'ir curst entwining arms arc riven asunder. 

DUKE. 

.\ml ihou, thou peremptory suminoiier ' 

Most ihirsty after justice! spc.ik-Thy name? 
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BUNCA. 

Bianco. * 

DDRB. 

Thy estate wedded or single ? 

BtANCA. 

My lord'— 

DURB. 

Give instant answer to the court. 

BIANCA. 

Oh' wedded, but most misunibly single. 

DURR. 

Woman, thou palterest with nur di{,nity. 

Thy husband's name and quality I—Why shakest thou, 
And drawst the veil along Ihy moody brow, 

As thou loo wert a murderess?—Spc.ik, and quickly. 
BIANCA {faltering). 

Giraldi Fazio. 

DURR. 

*T is thy husband then— 

Woman, take heed, iF, petulant and rash, 

Thou woiildst abuse the righteous sword of law, 

TlKit brightest in the armoury of man, 

To .‘I peevish instrument of thy light p.Uisions, 

Or furtherance of some close and secret guilt; 

Take heed, *t is in the heaven stamp’d roll of sins, 

To hear false witnc><s>~~-Oh, but 'g.iinst thy husband, 
Thy bosom's lord, Hesh of Ihy flesh!—To set 
The bloodhounds of the law upon his track ! 

If thou speak'st true, stum justice will hut blush 
To he so cheer’d upon her guilty prey. 

If it be false, thou (pvest to flagrant siu 
A heinous immortality. This deed 
Will chronicle thee, woman, to all ages, 

In human guilt .1 portent and an era : 

’T is of those crimes, whose eminent fame Hell joys at, 
And the celestial angels, that look on it, 

Wish their keen airy vision dim and narrow. 

Enter Thsodorr. 

My liege, e’en where she said, an unstripp'd corpse 
Lay carelessly inearth’d, old weeds hung on it, 

Like those that old Bartolo wont to weurj 
And under the left rib a small stiletto, 

Busted within the pale and creeping flush. 

Enter knromo with Fazio. 


My liege, the prisoner. 


BURR. 


Thou ’rt Giraldi Fazio. 
Giraldi Fario, thou stand'st hero arraign’d, 

That, with presumption impious and accurst, 
Thou hast usurp’d Cod’s high prerogative. 

Making thy fellow mortal's life and dcdlh 
Wait on ihy moraly and diseased passions; 

That with a violent and untimely steel 

Hast set abroach the blood, that should have chh’d 

In calm and natural current; to sum all 

In one wild name—a uaino the p.tlc air freezes at, 

‘ And every check of man sinks in with horror— 
Thou nit d cold and midnight murderer. 

FAZIO. 

I My hege, I do beseech thee, argue not, 

From the thick clogging of my clammy brcuili. 
Aught but a natural aud instinctive dread 
Of such a bloody and ill-sounding title. 

My liege, I do beseech thee, whale'er a'plitu 


Hatli cast this filthy slime of slander on me, 

Set liim before me face to face ; the fire I 

Of my just anger shall burn up his heart, 

Make his lip drop, and pow'erless shuddering • ^ 

Creep o’er his noisome and corruplc*d limbs, 

Till the coarse lie choke in his wretched throat. 

DURR. 

Thou 'rt bold.—But know ye ought of old Bartolo > . 
Methinks, for innocence, thou *rt pale and iremulooi 
That name is to thee as a thunderclap; 

But thou shah have thy wish.——-Woman, stand forth: 
Nay, cast away tliy veil.——Look on her, Fazio. 

I FAZIO. 

I Bianca!-No, it is a horrid vision ! 

And, if I struggle, I shall wake, and find it 
A miscreated mockery of the brain. 

If thou ’rt a fiund, what hellish right h.i8t thou 
To shroud thy leprous and fire-seamed visiige 
In lovely lineaments, liku my Bianca’s? 

If thou 'rt indued Bianca, thou wilt wear 
A ring I gave thee at our wedding time. 

In God’s name do ( bid thee hold it up ; 

And, if thou dost, I *11 be a murderer, 

A slauglitercr of whole hecatombs of men. 

So ye will rid me of tlie hideous sight. 

DUKE. 

Giraldi Fazio, hear the court’s award : 

First, on ihy evil-gotten wealth the State 
Settctli her solemn seal of confiscation; 

And for thyself- 

^ DiANCA (ru$ktn^_^rw(zrd). 

Oh, we ’ll he {loor again! 

Oh, I forgive thee I—We '11 be poor and happy I 
So happy, the dull day shall be too short for ns. 

She loved thee, that proud wom.in, for thy riches, 

But thou canal tell why i love Fazio. 

iiUKE. 

And for thyself—'T is in ilie code of Heaven, 

Blood will iiave blood—the slayer for the slam. 

Death is thy doom—the public, daylight death. 

Tliy body do we give unto the wheel: 

Thu Lord have mercy on thy sinful soul! 

BIANCA. 

Death! — Death! — I meant not that! —— Yc mean not 
that! 

What •! this waste and idle talk of mtirthcr|? 

He slay a m.m—with lender hands like his?— 

With delicate mild soul’-Why, his own blood 

Had startled him 11 'vc siNjn him pale .ind shuddering 
At the s:id w'rithings of a trampled worm: 

I've seen him brush off with a dainty hand 
A bee that stung him. Oh, why wear ye thus 
The garb and outw'ard sanctity of law? 

What means that snow upon your reverend Inows, 

If that yc have no subtler apprehension 
Of some inherent harmony in the nature 
Of bloody criminal and bloody crime? 

’T were wise t* arraign the soft and silly lamb 
Of slaughtering his butcher* ve might moke it 
As proper a murderer os my Fazio. 

DUKE. 

I Woman, th* irrevocable breath of justice 
j Wavers not: he must die. 

! BIANCA. 

I Die! Fazio die!— 

I Ye grey and solemn murderers by charter! 


FAZIO. 


|3 


Ye ermined manslayers! when the tale is rife 
With blood and guilt, and deep and damning, Oh, 

•• ye suck it in with cold insatiate thirst: 

But to the plea of mercy ye arc stones, 

> As deaf and hollow as tlic unbowelL’d winds. 

% Oh, ye smooth Christians in your tones and looks, 

But in your hearts ns sarage as the tawny 
An<^misbe1icving African! ye profane, 

Who^y, « God bless him! G(^ deliver him!* 

While ye arc beckoning for tlie bloody axe, 

To smite the unoffending head!—his head!— 

My Fazio’s head!—the head this bosom cherish’d 
With its first virgin fondness. 

DUKB. 

Fazio, hear. 

To-morrow’s morning sun shall dawn upon thee: 

Blit when he setteth in his western couch, 

He finds thy place in this world void and vacant. 

BIANCA. 

To-morrow morning!—Not to-morrow morning! 

The damning devils give a forced faint pause, 

If the bad soul but feebly catch at heaven. 

Blit ye, but ye, unshriven, unreconciled, 

With all its ponderous mass of sins, hurl down 
The bare and shivering spirit.—Oh, not to-morrow! 

DUKE. 

Woman, thou dost outstep all modesty: 

But for strong circumstance, that leagues with thee, 

We should contemn iliee for a wild mad woman, 
Baving her wayward and unsettled fancies. 

BIANCA. 

Mud! mad!—ay, that it is!—ay, tliat it is! 

Is't to be mad to speak, to move, to gaze, 

But not know hnvr, or wliy, or whenee, or where? 

To see that there are faces all around me, 

Floating within a dim discolour’d haze. 

Yet have distinction, vision, hut for one? 

To speak with rapid and continuous flow, 

Yet know not howtheuntliought words start from me'’'— 
Oh, I am mad, wildly, intensely mad. 

’T was hilt last night the moon was at the full; 

And yc, and ye, the sovereign and the sage, 

’file wisdom and the reverence of all Florence, 

K'un from a maniac’s dim disjointed tale, 

Do calmly judge away the innocent life, 

The holy human life, the life God gave him. 

DUKE. 

Giraldi Fazio, hast thou aught to plead 
Against the law, that with imperious hand 
Grasps at tliy forfeit life? 

FAZIO. 

My liege, this soul 
' Itcbels not, nay, repines not at thy sentence; 

Yet, oh! by all on earth, by all Iiereafler, 

All that hath cognizance o’er unseen deeds, 

Blood is a colour stranger to these hands. 

But there arc crimes within me, deep and black, 

That with their clamorous and tumultuous voices 
Shout at me, « Thou shouldst die, thy sins are deadly :■ 
Nor dare my oppressed heart return, • 'T is false.* 

BIANCA. 

[ But I, I say, 't is false; he is not guilty; 

Not guilty unto death: I say he is not. 

God gave ye hearing, but ye will not hear; 

God gave ye feeling, but ye will not feel; 

‘ God gave ye judgment, but yc falsely judge. 


DUES. 

Captain Antoni^, guard thy prisoner. 

If it be true, blood is not on thy soul, 

Yet thou object’st not to the charge of robbery? 

[Fnxio boivi. 

Thou dost not. Robbery, by the laws of Flureuco, 

Is sternly coded as a deadly crime: 

Therefore, 1 say again, Giraldi Fazio, 

The Lord have mercy on thy sinful soul! 

[TheyfoUow tiie Duke. 
BIANCA (zeizin^ and detaining AuRio). 

My lord! my lord! we have two babes at home— 

They cannot speak yet; but, your name, my lord, 

And they shall lisp it, ere they lisp mine own— 

Ere that poor culprit's yonder, their own father's. 
Befriend us, oh, befriend us! ’T is a title 
Heaven joys at, and the hard and savage earth 
Doth break its sullen nature to delight in— 

The destitute's sole friend——And thou pass too! 

Why, what a conimoii liar was thy face, 

That said the milk of mercy flow’d within thee!- 

Ye ’re all alike.—Off! off!—Ye ’re all alike, 

[Exeunt alt but Fazio, the O^cer, and Bianca. 
BIANCA (creeping to Fazio). 

Thou wilt not spurn me, wilt not trample on me, 

Wilt let me touch tlice—I, w'hosc lips have slain thee? 
Oh, look noton me thus with that fond look— 

I’ampcr me not, for long and living grief 
To piey upon—Oh, curse me, Fazio— 

Kill me with cursing * 1 am thin and feeble— 

A word will crush me—any thing but kindness. 

FAZIO. 

Mine own Bianca! I shall neiNl too much mercy 
Or ere to-morrow, to be merciless. 

It was nut well, Blanca, in my guilt 
To cut me off—thus early—thus unripe: 

It will be bitter, when the nxo fulls on me, 

To think whose voice did summon it to its office.— 

No more—no more of that: wc .ill must die. 

Bianca, thou wilt love me when I'm dead: 

1 wrong'd thee, but thou 'It love me when 1 'm dead. 

BIANCA. 

^Yhat, kiss me, kiss me, Fazio!—'t is too much: 

And these warm lips must be cold clay to-morrow. 

ANTONIO. 

Signior, we must part hence. 

BIANCA. 

What! tear me from him, 
When he has but a few short hours to give me 1 
Rob me of them!—He hath Iain delicately: 

Thou wilt not envy me the wretched office 
Of strewing the last pillow he shall lie on— 

Thou wilt not—nay, there's moisture in thine eye— 
Tlioii wilt not. 

ANTONIO. 

Lady, far as is the warrant 
Of my stem orders— 

BIANCA. 

Excellent youth! Heaven thank thee! 
There's not another heart like thine in Florence. 

Wc shall not part, we shall not part, iny Fazio! 

Oh, never, never, never—till to-morrow. 

FAZIO (as he leads her out). 

It was not with this cold and shaking hand 
[ led thee virgin to the bridal altar. 


L- 
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ACT IV. 

SCENIC 1. 

A Prison. 

Faxio and Bianca. 

PAZIO. 

Let *8 talk of joy, Uianca : we 'll decewc 

Tills present .intl tins fiitun*, whose grim fac'cs 

Stare at ns with such deep und hideous idaokness. 

Wc 'll fly to the past. Dost thou rememlter, love, 

Thosi' gentle moonlights, when my fond guitar 
Wax regular, as convent vesper hymn, 

Beneath thy lattice, sometimes the light dawn 
Came stealing on our voiceless intercourse. 

Soft in its grey and filmy atmosphere? 

UIANCA. 

Oh yes, oh yes!—There ’ll be a dawn to-morrotw 
Will bic.d upon us.«~TheD, oh then- 

FAZIO. 

Oh, think not on’i!— 

And thou rememher’st too that he.uitivius evening 
the Arno; how we sail'd along, 

And l.ii(gh’d to sec the st.itely lowers of Floretu’c 
Waver .iiid dance in tlie blue dcpih beneath us 
Mow carelessly l!>y uiiretiring h.md 
Ahandon’d its soft whiteness to my pressure? 

BIANCA. 

Oh yes!- To-morrow evening, if thou close 

Thy clasping hand, mine will not meet it then— 

Thou 'It only grasp the chill and senseless earth. 

FAZIO. 

Thou busy, sad remcinhrancer of evil!- 

Mow ox piisllcly happy have we two 
Sale in the dusky and discolour’d light, 

Th.it flicker'd through our shaking lattice bars' 

Our children .a our firi, or on our laps, 

W’arm in tlicir breathing sliinihers, or at ])lay 
W'ith rosy laughter on theit checks'—Oh God '— 
ni.inc.i, such » flash of thought crost o'er me, 

I (Lire not speak it. 

IIIVNCA. 

t^uick, my Fa/io! 

Quick, let me hav't!— to-morrow thou 'It uot speak it. 

FAZIO. 

Oh, what a life must theirs he, those poor iunueenls! 
When they have grown up to a sense of sorrow— 

Oh, what a fount will tliiiy he for rude misery! 

Hniiest men’s boys and girls, whene’er they mingle, 
Will Kpuin them with the black and liranded title, 

■ The iimi'dcrer’s children.* Infainv will ]>in 
That pestilent label on tiudr hacks; the pLaguu spot 
Will liloat and blister on them till their death-beds; 
And if they beg—for beggars they must lie— 

They ’ll drive them From fheir duors with cruel jeers 

Upon iny riches, villunously style them 

wTlie children of Lord Fazio, the philusnplier.n 

BIANCA. 

To-morrow will the cry begin, fo-morrow.- 

It must not be, and 1 sit idle here. 

Fazio, there must bo in this wide, wide cUy 
Piercing .and penetrating oa'cs For truth, 

Souls not ton proud, loo cold, loo stern for mercy. 

I ’ll hunt them out, and sweat them to our service. 

I ’ll raise up something—Oh, I know not what— 

Shalt boldly startle the rank air of Florence 


With procliimation of thy innocence. 

1 ’ll raise the dead! I ’ll conjure up the ghost 
Of tliut old rotten thing, Rartolo; make it ^, p 

Cry out i* the market place, ■ Thou didst not slay him* 
Farewell, farewell! If in the walls of Florence • . 

Be any thing like hope or comfort, Fazio, # 

1 ’ll clasp it with such strong and stedfast arms, 

I ’ll drag it to thy dungeon, and make laugh 
This silence with strange uncouth sounds of joy. 


SCENE II. 

A Street. 

Falsbtto, Dandolo, Philabio 
F.V l.SfcTTO. 

Good Signior Dandolo, here's a prodigal waste ' 

Of my fair speeches to the sngc philosopher. 

1 counted on at least a two months' diet. 

Resides stray boons of horses, rings, and jewels 

dandolo. 

Oh my Falsetto, a coat of my fashion : 

Come to tin* wheel!—it w rings my very heart, p 

To fancy how the seams will crack, or haply k 

The hangman will he seen in’t'—That 1 should hv(> I 
To be purveyor of the modes to a hangman' I 

fitter Rianga. 

niANCA. 

They pass mo by on the orher side uf the street; 

They spurn me from their doors; they load the .iii 
With ciirMJs that are flung on me. the Palace, 

Thu Ducal P.ilace, ih.it should aye ho open 
To voice of the distress'd, ns is God’s heaven. 

Is ring’d around with grim und armed s.ivages, | 

That with their angry wc.tpons smite me back, , 

Ah though 1 cainc with lire in my hand, to burn j 

Thu royal walls * the children in the stn^ets 
RriMk off their noisy games to hoot at me; 

And the dogs from the porclics howl me on. 

But here's a succour. —( To PaUetto.) Oh, goo I sir, tliy 
fiiend, 

The niiin thou feasledst with but yt^sterday, ! 

lie to whose motion thou wast a true shadow, I 

Whose hand rain'd gifts upon thee—he I mean, | 

I'azio, the boiiutcoiis, free, and hher.il Fa/io— { 

Me 'h wronr'^ully accused, wrongfully doom’d 1 

1 Hwear to the(* ’t is wrongfully.—Oh, sir, ; 

All eloquent honey-dropping tongue like thine, j 

Mow would It garnish up his iimuccnce, [ 

Till Justice would grow amorous, and embrace it! 

FALSBTl'o. 

Sweet l.idy, thou o’civalucst my poor powers :— 

Any thing in reason to win so much loveliness 
'lo smile on me—Rut this were wild and futile 

HUNCA. 

In reason ?— ’T is to save a human life— 

Is not that in the $pacinii.<; realm of reason 7— 

Kind sir, there’s not > prayer will mount ]ier<'aflei I 
Heavenward from us or our poor children’s lips, 

Rut in it thy dear name will rite einhalm d ; 

And pr.iyeis luve power to called in.'iny .i sin, I 

That dogs and flaws our coarse and corrupt n.ituiv. ' 

KVLSElTO. j 

MiUhiiiks, good Dandolo, 't is the hour we owe I 

Attendance at the Lady Portia’s luiletti'.— i 

Any commission in our way, fair lady 7 | 



FAZIO. 
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DANDOLO. 

Oh yvs \ I ever iuJiKpeusablu tlicr« 

Aft i« her InokiDg (;la88.— 

' BIANCA. 

Riotous madness' 

To waste a'‘Rrcath. ( Detaining them) upon such thin- 
blown hiibblcft! 

Why, thou didst cling to him but yesterday, 

As*4wcre a danger of thy life to part from him , 
Didsmwear it was a sin in Providence 
Ho was not born a prince. (To Dandolo.) And thou, 
sir, thou— 

Chuiiift, ftir, in May—it is a heavy wear; 

Hard and unseemly, a rude weight of iron.— 

Faugh! cast ye off this shape and skin of men ; 

Ye slain it, ye pollute it: be the reptiles 
Ye arc. ( To Philario.) And thou, sir—I know in wliose 
porch 

He hired thee to troll out thy fulsome ditties : 

I know whoso dainty ears were last night banqueted 
With tlic false harlotry of thy rich airs. 

rniLABio, 

I do hcftoech thee, lady, judge me not 
So harshly. In the state, IJeaveii knows, 1 ’in powerless. 
I could remove yon palace walls, as soon 
As alter Ins sad doom. Rut if to visit him, 

To tend him with a soft officious zeal, 

W.ift the mild magic of mine art around him, 

Making the chill and la^y dungeon air 
Moiesiiioolh, more gentle (olhctrammeird breathmg:— 
All that I o.tii 1 will, to make ids misery 
Slide from him light and airily. 

BIANCA. 

Wilt tliouT 

Why then there's hope the Devil hath not all Florence. 
Go—go!—I cannot point thee out the way: 

Mine eyes are cloudy; it is the first rain 

Hath dewed them, since—since when 1 cannot tell tlice — 

Go—go!— {Exit.) —One effort more, and if 1 fail— 

But hy the inbred and instinctive tenderness 
That iiiing]e.H with the life of womanhood, 

1 cannot fail: and then, thou grim to-morrow, 

1 ’ll lucet thee with a bold and unblcnch’d front. 


.. 

roat— ‘ »“• 


SCENE III. 

Palace of Jldabella. 

ALDABELLA. 

Fazio in prison! Fazio doom’d to die!— 

I was loo hasty; should have fled, and bashfully 
Reckon’d him after; lured him, not seized on him 
Pioud Aldahclla a poor roblicr's paramour! 
r Oh it sounds dismal 1 Florence must not hear it.— 

And sooth his time is brief to descant on it.— 

(TVi Dianca, who enters.) 

And who art thou tlius usherless and unbidden 
Scarcst my privacy? 

BIANCA {aside). 

1 must not speak yet; 

For if 1 do, a curse will clog my utterance. 

ALDABELLA. 

Nay, stand not with tby pale lips quivering nothings— 
Speak out, and freely. 

BIANCA. 

Lady, there is one— 


Fic, fie upon this choking in my throat 
One thou didsplove, (riraldi Fa/io 
One who loved thee, Girahlt Fazio— 

He’s doom’d to die, to die to-morrow moining' 

And lo't is eve already!— 

ALOAIIELLA. 

He is doom'd 

Why then the man must die.— 

BIANCA. 

Nay, gentle lady, 

Thou'rt high-born, rich, and beautiful: the princes, 

The prime of Florence wait upon tliy smiles. 

Like sunflowers on the golden light they love. 

Thy lips have such sweet melody, 't Is hung upon 
Till silence is an agony. Did it plead 
For one condemn’d, hut oh most innocent, 

’T would he a music th’ air would fall in love with. 

And never let it die, till it had won 
Its honest purpose. 

ALIIABELLA. 

What a wanton waste 
Of idle jiraise is here! 

BIANCA. 

Nay think, oli think, 

Wlijt't IS to give again a forfeit life: 

Ay, such a life as Fazio’s'—Frown not on me: 

Thou tliink'st that he’s a murderer—'t is nil false, 

A trick of Fortune, fancifully cruel, 

To cheat the world of such a life as Fazio’s. 

ALOAnPLLA. 

Frivolous and weak: I could not if I would. 

niANCA. 

Nay, but 1 'll lure llicc with so rich a boon— 

Hear,—heiir, and thou art won. If thou dost save him. 
It is but just ho should be saved for thee. 

I give him thee—Bianca—1 his wife:— 

I pardon all that has been, all that may be— 

Oh 1 will be thy handmaid; ho so patient— 

(^ilmly, contentedly, and siully patient— 

And if ye see a pale or euvioas motion 

(}pon my cheek, a quivering on my lips, 

lake 10 complaint—then strike him dead before me 

Thou slialt enjoy all—all that 1 enjoy'd : 

His love, his life, his sense, his soul be lliinc; 

And 1 will bless thee, in my misery bless (hcc 

ALDABELLA. 

What mist is on thy wild and wandering eyes’ 

Know’s! thou to whom and where thou fday’sl thernver? 
I, Aldabella, whom the amorous homage 
Of rival lords and princes stirs no more. 

Than the liglit passing of the common air— 

1, Aldabella, when my voice might make 
Tlirnnos render up their stateliest to my service— 

Stoop to the sordid sweepings of a prison ? 

I— 

BIANCA. 

Proud-lipp’d woman, earth's most gorgeous sovereigns 
Were worthless of my Fazio! Foolish woman, 

Thou cast'st a jewel off! The proudest lord 
That ever revell’d in thy unchaste arms, 

Was a swarth galley-slave to Fazio. 

.\h me! me 1 me! e’en 1 his lawful wife 
Know't not more truly, certainly than thou.— 

Iladst thou loved him, 1 had pardon'd, pitied ihec. 

Wc two hod palely sad; 

Droppidgi Ifitc naim^ on a fountain si^,^ 
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A pure, a sitenl, and eternal dew. 

Iladst thou outwept me, 1 had loved thc^for't— 

And that were easy, for I 'm stony here. {Putting iter 
hand to her eyes.) 

ALDA BELLA. 

Ilo there! to t)i' hospiul for the lunatics 
Fetch succour for this poor dMtrest*^ 

BIANCA. 

What said II 

Oh pardon me, I came not to upbraid thee.— 

Think, think—111 whisper it, 111 nut b(.‘iray thee; 

Tlic air’s a tcU>tale, and the walls are listcnm*— 
Think what a c4ian);e! Last ni{{ht within thy chamber; 
(111 not say in thy arms; for tliat displeases thee. 

And sickens inr to utter,) and to-ni^lit 
Upon a prison pallet, straw, hard straw; 

For eastern perfumes, the rank noisome air; 

For gentle harpings, shrilly clanking chains;— 

Nay, turn not off: the wortt is yet to come. 

To-morrow at his waking, for thy face 
Languidly, lovingly down drooping o’er him. 

The scarr’d and haggard executioner. 

ALOABSLLA (turning away). 

There is a dizsy trembling in mine eye; 

But I must diy the foolish dew for shame. 

Well, what Is it to me? I slew him not; 

Nay, nor denounced him to the judgment scat. 

1 but debase myself to lend free hearing 
To such ronrse fancies.—I must hence: to-night 
I feast the lords of Florence. [rail. 

BIANCA. 

They ’re all lies: 

Things done within some far and distint planet. 

Or offscum of some dreamy poet's hrain, 

All tales of human gooilness. Or they 're legends 
Left us of some good old forgotten time, 

Ere harlotry became a queenly sin, 

And housed in palaces. Oh. earth's so crowded 
With Vice, tliat if strange Virtue stray abroad, 

Tliey hoot it from them like .a thing accurst. 

Fazio, my Fazio!->hut we '11 laugh at them: 

We will not stay upon their wicked soil, 

E'en though they sue us not to die and leave them. 

SCENE IV. 

Fasio’s House. 

BIANCA. 

All, what a fierce and frantic coil is here, 
because Uie sun nuut shine on one man less! 

I'm sick and weary—my feet drag along. 

Why must I trail, like a scotch'd scipont, hither? 

Here, to this house, where all things breathe of Fazio? 
The air tastes of him—the walls whisper of him.— 

Oh, 1 'll to Im.hI! to bed!—What find 1 there? 

Fazio, my fond, my gentle, fervent Fazio?— 

No!—Gold stones are bis couch, harsh iron bars 
Curtain iiis slumbers.—Oh, no, no—1 have it— 

He is in Aldabella's arms.——Out on *t! 

Fie, fie!—that’s rank, that’s noisome!—I remember— 
Our children—ay, my children—Fazio’s children. 

’T was my thoughts* burthen as 1 came along, 

Were it not wise to bear them off with us 

Away from this cold world ?—Why should w*e breed up 

More sinners for the Devil to prey upon? 

There 't oob a boy—some strumpet will enlace him, 


« 

And make him wear her loathsome livery. 

The other a girl: if slie lie ill, she ’ll sink 
Spotted lo death—she ’ll be an Aldabclla: 

If she be chaste, she 11 be a wretch like me, 

A jealous wretch, a frantic guilty wretch.—-y 
No, no; they must not live, they must nftl live I 

{Exit into a chamlfcr. 
After a pause siie returns. 

It will not he, it will not be—they woke 
As though e’en in their sleep they felt my prescnc/; 

And then they smiled upon me fondly, playfully, 

And stretch'd llicir rosy fingers to sport with me; 

The boy did arch his eyebrows so like Fazio, 

Though my soul wish’d that God would take them to liim, 
Th.it they were ’scaped this miserable world, 

1 could but kiss them; and, when 1 liud kiss’d them, 

I could as soon have leap'd up to tlie moon 
As speck’d or soil’d their alabaster skins.—— 

Wild that I am!—Take them t* another world!- 

As though, 1,! my husband’s murderess. 

In the dread separation of the dead, 

Should meet again those spotless innocents'— — 

Oh, linppy they!—they will but know to-morrow 
By the renewal of the soft warm daylight. [Exit. 


ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

A Street-^Morning J’u>i7i^/i£ 

BIANCA. 

Where have I been’—I Iiave not been at rest— 

There’s yet the stir of motion in my limbs. 

Oh, 1 remember—’t was a hideous strife 
Within my brain : 1 felt that all was hopeless, 

Yet would not credit it; and 1 set forth 
To tell my Fazio so, and dared not front liim 
With such cold comfort. Then a mist came o’er me, 
And something drove me on, and on, and on, 

Street after street, each blacker tlian<the other, 

And a blue axe did shimmer through the gloom— 

Its fiery edge diil waver to and fro— 

And them were infants’ voices, faint and failing, 

That panted after me. 1 knew 1 lied them; 

Yet could not chuse but fly. And then, oh then, 

I gazed and gazed upon tlic starless darkness, 

And blest it in my swiil, for it w<is deeply 
And beautifully black—no speck of light; 

And I had feverish and fantastic hopes, 

, That it would last for ever, nor give place 

To th’ horrible to-morrow.-Ha, ’t is there!— 

’T is the grey morning light a'.hes in mine eyes— 

It is that morrow!-Ho! —Look out, look out! 

With what a hateful and unwonted swiftness 

It scares my comfortable darkness from me!- 

Fool that I am 1—1 ’ve lost the few brief houi-s 
Yet left me of my Fazio 1—Oh, away, 

Away to him!—away! [Exit. 

SCENE 11. 

The Prison^totalty darkf except a lamp. 

Fazio and Pbilario. 
mio. 

1 thank thee:’t was a melancholy hymn, 

But soft and soothing as the gale of eve, 
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FAZIO. 

The tfaln, whose flower-sweet breath no more sliall pass | fazio. 


o’er me. 

^Oli, wh.it a Identic ministrant is music 
To piety—(o mild, to pciiUent pietyi 
Oh, it (ji\g|i plumaj^c to the tardy prayer, 
kTliat lin^fers ill our Jazy cstrrhly air, 

’And melts with it to licaven——To die, 't is die.uy : 
To die a villain’s death, that’s yet a puug. 
itut l^iust down : I have so steep’d my soul 
Ill llu'Vittcr ashes of true penitinirc, 

Tiial they have put on a delicious savour, 

And all is halcyon quiet, all within. 

llianca!—Where is she?—why comes she not’ - 

Yeti do almost wish her not to conic, 
liCst she a^ain enamour me of life. 

PHILARIO. 

Hast tlioii no charge to hci', no fond hcqin si'— 

It shall lose little by my hearing it. 

FAZIO. 

Oh yes, oh yes !—I have her picture here 
That I had seen it in one hour of my life, 

In Aldabella’s arms had it look'd on rue, 
f should h.'ive had one sm less to i-epent of. 


j p it is my lo\e, 

I My wife, my children’s mother'—Paidon me, 

j hianea; but thy children-1 ’ll not u'k ihont. 

For on the wax of a soft infant's meiuorY 
Thin(;s horrible sink deep and sternly settle, 

I would not have them, in their after-days, 

Cherish the im.i^e of their wrctche<l father 
In the cold darkness of a prison«liouse. 

Oh, if they ask thee of their father, tell them 
That he is dead, but say not how. 

OiAMCA. 

No, no— 

Not tel) them, that their mother murder'd him 

FAZIO. 

Dutare they well, my luve^ 

RIANCA. 

What, had I freed them 
From this drear villains' earth, sent them hefoie us, 
laist wo should miss them in another worhl, 

And so be fcitcr’il liy a cold n’tjict 
Of tliis sad sunshine? 

FA/,10. 

I Oh, ihnii hast not been 
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1 'm loth the coaist' and viil(>ar executioner 
Should handle It with his foul ('ripe or pass 
liis ribald ji'sis upon it.— Give it her. 

I fVith tfie picture he draws out some fjoUt, on whu /> 
he looks with grant apparent melancholy, 
PHILARIO. 

itnd this too, sir ? 

FAZIO. 

Oh, touch it not, Pliilario' 

Oh, touch it not*—’t is venomous, 'f is vipoioiis! 

If there* he bntlondess se.i, iinf.ilhnm'd pit 

In earth's black womb—oh, pliin{'e it, plun(;c it (h*c|i. 

Deep, dark \ or if a devil he ahmad, 

('live it to tiiiii, to hear it whence it came. 

To its own native Hell.—Oh no, no, no!— 
lie must not liave it. for with it he ’ll betray 
More men, more noble spirits than Lucifer 
Drew down from heaven. This yellow peMllenee 
Laid waste my Kdcti; lUiide a {^uidy binl of me. 

For soft TempLition’s silken nets to snare. 

It crept in to us—Sin came with it—Misery 
Do{{(j’d its foul footstefis—cver>deiq«‘ni!i(f Sin, 

And cvur-durkci]in(' Misery.-Philano, 

Away with it! — away!— {Jakes the picture.) Ilereb 
fairer (’aziiit'. 

Thou wouldst not think these smooth and smilin(; lips 
Could speak away a life—a husband’s life. 

Yet ah ' I led the way to sin—I wrony’d her: 

Yet, Heaven be witness, thou(;h I wroD(j’d her, loved her, 
E'en in my heart of heart. 

fitter Bianca. 

Who’s that,Bianca, 

That’s loved so deeply?-Fazio, Fazio, Fazio,— 

It is that morrow!- 

FAZIO. 

Nay, look chccringly?* 

It may be God doth punish in this world 
To spare hereafter. 

BIANCA. 

Fazio, set me loose !— 

Thou clasp’st thy murderess. 


.So will! a rebel to the will of Cod ' 

If that thou hast, ’( will make my p<i.ssinnatc .inns, 
Tliat rin([ ihee round so fondly, diop off from ihei*, 
Like sere and wither’d ivy; make my f.ircwcll 
Spoken in such suffocate and distem()er'd tone, 

*T will sound more like- 

niAacA. 

They live' thank God, ihcj live' 
I sliould not rack time with such f.tiitasu's: 

But there linve been such hideous things .irnund me. 
Some whisperiiq' me, some dra{;{;m(; me; 1 've felt 
Not lialf a moment’s imIiu since last we parted, 

So exquisite, so tj;enile, .is this now*— 
t could sleep on thy hosoin, Fazio. 

filter Antonio. 


Thine hour is come. 


.INTONIO. 


BIANCA. 


Pi isoncr, 


It is not morninp, yet— 
Where is the twilight that should usher it? 

Where is the sun, (hat should come golden on ' 
Ill-favoiir’d liar, to come pr.itc of moniing, 

With torchlight in thy hand to scare the darkness. 

ANTO.VIO. 

Thou dost forget, day's light ne’er piercctli here 
The sun hath kiiidlcil up the open air. 

BIANCA. 

1 s.'iy't is blit an hour since it was evening, 

A dreary, measureless, and mournful hour, 

Yet but an hour. 

FAZIO. 

1 will obey thee, officer! 

Yet but a word—Bianca, 't is a strange one— 
Ganst thou endure it, dearest!—Aldabella- 


Curse her ! 


BIANCA. 


FAZIO. 


Peace, peace J—’t ifrdangcrous: sinner’s curs.'. 
Pluck them down tenfold from the angry heavens 
Upon the curser's head—ncseoch thee, peace'— 

Forgive her—for thy Fazio’s sake, forgive her. 
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I HtANCA. 

j Aliy t)im(' nnt to tliink on bf>r-— 

Tiiey hiiall not kill thee—by rny faitli they shall nut' 

I 'll cUuip mine arms so closely round thy neck, 

That ilio red axe sluU hew them off, ere shred 
A hair of thee: 1 will so min(jle with thee, 

That they shull strike at random, and perchance 
Set me free first—•— 

[7'/ic bell sounds, herijraift reluxes, uutl she 
stands torpid. 

FAZIO (kisnng her, which she does not seeiu to he 
1 conscious of). 

f Parewell, farewell, farewell!— 

1 She does not f(*el, she does not feel ’—Thank heaven, 

{ She does not feel her h'azio's last, last kiss’— 

; One other!—Cold as stone—sweet, sw«'ct .is rovs. 
i [ Exit 

BIANCA (slowly recovering). 

I Cone, (;one!—he is not air yet, nut thin spirit'— 

J lie should not {jlidc away—he is not (piilty- 

I Ye murder and not execute—Not {piilty. 

I [Exit,Allowed by Ehi/urio 


I SCKNK III 

I d Mugn/ficent dpnrtment in the Palaccof \LOkntt.hK-~ 
Every appearance of a ball prolonged till morning 
, —Durr, Lurds, Falsktto, Dandolo, and Aluarella. 


! Ihit ycslornii'ht, T is cold and colourless. 

' The hrcatli, that stirr’d ainon(; thy jetty locks, 

! Tliat w.is such incense to lliec—it is lied : 

I The voice, that call'd thee llien, ln$ soul of soul — 

I 1 krn.w It—'i was his favourite phrase of lovi;^ 

\ 1 ‘ve he.ird it many a time mystdf—*1 wartapturoiis 
1 hat mild, lli.it iiiusieal voice is dumb and frozen : 
The neck whereon limit arms did haii{' so tenderly, 
Tlicic's blood upon il, blood—1 tell thee, hlood.^ 
Dost ihoii hear that i is thy brain lire to hear it? 

; Mine is, mine is, mine is. 

I DURE. 

} 'T 18 Fazio's wife. 

; BIANCl. 

! It 18 not Fazio's wife.—Have the <lcad wives' 

I Ay, ay, my liege, and 1 know thee, and wi-Il— 

, Thnii art the ricli>robed minister of the laws 
; Fine iaw's! rare laws! most er|uilablc laws! 

Who rolls Ills iieighhuur of his yellow dust, 

Or his bright sp.irkling stones, ot such gay ii.isli — 
Oh, he must die, die for the piihlic good. 

Vnd if one steal a husband from his wife, 

Do dive into her heart for its lie&t treasure, 

Do rend asunder whom Heaven link'd in one— 

Oh, th<>y are mis'k, and merciful, and milky— 

'T is a Irirk of human frailty-Oh, fine laws' 

Rare laws! most equitahle laws ' 
j DURE. 


DUKE- 

T is late, 't is late; the yellow morning liglil 
Streams in upon our sick and waning lamps. 

Il was a jocund night: hut good my friends, 

The Him reproves our lingering revelry ; 

And, angry at oiir scorning of his state, 

Will shine the slumber from our heavy eyes. 

UONSALVO. 

There's one, iny liege, will sleep more calm ih.ut we 
Rut HOW 1 lieard the hell with iron luiigiie 
Speak out unto the slill and solemn an 
The dcath-sti'okc of the miirderer Fazio. 

nuXR. 

So, ia<ly, fare thc'e well our gi'iitlest thanks 
For ihy fair entertaining.—11a ! what's here ' 

Enter Bianca, followed by Phiuirio 


HIANCA. 

Ha ! ye 'vc I>een d.inciiig, dancing—so have ], 

Rut mine was heavy music, slow and solemu— 

A hell, a hell: my thick blood roll'd to it, 

My heart swung to .and fro, a dull deep motion. 

(.Seeing Ai.iubelda.) 

'T is thou, 't IS thou !—I came to loll thee something 
ALDAiiGLLA (alarmed and shrieking). 

All racI ah me! 

BIANCA. 

Nay, shrink not—I ’ll not kill thee 
For if I do, I know, in the other woild, 

Thou 'It shoot between me and my richest joys.— 

Thou shall stay here—I '11 have him there—all—all oF 
him. 


DURE. 

What means the wild>h.ur'd maniac? 

BtAMCi (moving him ast'ife.) 

By and hy- 

To Aldadfula. 

/ 

Ittll thee, tliitt waioi clieek thy lips did stray on 


Pool wietch. 

Who IS it thus halli wrong’d thee? 

BIANCA (toZlteDuKE). 

Come thou here. 

The others crowd around her — she says to Falspi ro, 
Cet hack, get hack ; the god that thou adoredsl, 

Thy god is dead, thou pitiful idolater. 

To Dandolo (t/iowini/ her Dress). 

I know they 're coarse and tatter’d—Get thee hack 

7*0 the Diikf. 

1 tell dice, lliat rich woman—she-My liege, 

1 '11 speak anon—iny lips do cling together— 

There's dust aliovil my tongue—I cannot move ii. 

DUKE. 

Ho, tliere!—some wine! 

BIANCA. 

Thank thee, 'l is moist—I thunk thee 
(ds sheraisesthe goblet taher lips, she sees Aldabella 
iiud dashes it away.) 

Her lips have heon uputi it—I '11 have none on't. 

ALDABEI.LA. 

My lic.ge, thou wilt not hearken to the Uilc 
Of .1 mad woman, venting her sick ^ncics 
Upon a lady of my state ami honour! 

DUKE. 

Lady, there is one slate alone, that holds 
Above the range of plumed and restless Justice 
Her throned majesty—the state of Virtue.— 

Poor sad distraught, speak on. 

BIANCA. 

1 am not mad, 

Thou smootli-lipp'd slanderer '—I have been lu.id. 

And then my words came vague, aud loose, and hiokeii, 
But now, there's mode and measure in my spucoli. 

I '11 hold my brain, and then 1 'll tell my tale 
Simply and clearly.——Fazio, my poor Fazio— 
lie murder’d not—he found Barloio dc.ad. 

The wealth did shine in his eyes, and he was dazzled. 
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And when that he was gaUy gilded up, 

She, she, I say (nay, keep away from her, 

For she hath witchcraft all around her), she 

llnM>Iake him to her chamber-Fie, my liege! 

What my husband in her chamber?—Then, 

IkAy then, 1 ihaUdeu’iil.-Hark! liark! hark!—the bell, 

l^rhe bell that 1 set knotting—hark !—Here, here, 

Massy and cold it strikes—llero, here. (Clasping her 
\ forehead.) 

GOMSALVO. 

Snd woman 1 

Tear not so piteously thy disorder'd hair! 

BIANCA. 

I do not tear my hair: tliere should he pain 
If that I did, hut all my pain's within (uu't/i her hand 
to her &05oni). 

It will not break, it will not break—'t is iron. 

DUKB. 

if this be true—— 

PHILARIO. 

My liege, it is liie tale 
That Fdzio told me ere he died. 

BIANCA, 

Ay, sir. 

The dying lie not—he, a dying man, 
hied not—and I, a dying woman, lie not. 

For 1 shall die, spite of this iron here. 

nuKK (to Aldabli.i.a). 

There is confession in thy guilty cheeks. 

Thou high-born hasenus-s! beautiful defonnily' 


Dishonour’d lionoiir!—How hast ihuu disomlifed 
All th.it doth fc^er adiniratiiin’s eye, 

And made us out of love with lo>cliiie?.».' 

1 do. condemn thee, woman, by the w.irr.iuf 
OF this my ducal diadem, to put on tlu-e 
Tlic rigid convent vows: there blearh anew 
Thy sullied breast; there temper thy r.ink blood, 

I^ay ashes to thy soul; swathe thy hot skin 
In sackcloth; and God give thee length of days, 

1 " .atone, by this world's misery, this woi Id’s sin. 

[£\lt Al.hABfcLI.V. 

BIANCA 

niess thee, Heaven bless thee 1—Yet it must not hr 
My Fasio said we must forgive her—Fazio 
Said so; and all lie said is host .md wisest 

DUKE. 

She shall have her desert, aught more to .isk of us' 

niANCA. 

My children—llioa 'It protect them-Oti, my liegr, 

Make them not rich let them he pour and Iioiiehi. 

DUKE. 

1 will, I will. 

lilANCV. 

Why then't is time, 't is time. 

And thou heliuvest he is no niiiidrrei? {Duke houn 
assent.) 

Thou 'It lay me ne.ii him, and kt'ep her away from us 
It hie.iks, It hre.iks, it linvaks—it is not iron 


^amov, noth of tho istight 
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( . PREFACE. 

\ 

The Historians' of the Empire,near the period of lime 
, at which this Poem commences, make mention of .i 
> CunstJDtitie, who assumed the purple of the western 
empire, gained possession of Gaul and Spam, hut was 
ilefealed and slain at the battle of Arles. He h,ad a son 
!, named Constans, who became a monk, and was put to 
death at Vienne. 

About the same time a Constantine appears in the 
rclaiiuns of tlic old British Chronicles and Romanres. 
He was brother of the king of Armorica, and berame 
himself King, or rather an elected sovereign of the petty 
Kings of Briuin,’ who continued their succession under 
tlie Roman dominion. He was called Vendigard^ and 
Warediir, the Defender and Deliverer. He had three 

i 'Cilibnn, (!hap. 3f. 

I sW'liiinkcr, lliat, of Muchotter. 


•.Otis, Consums, who hee.imc a liurmii, and w.is iimi- 
ilicred, eillu’r (for the iradiuoiis v.iry) by iIm> I'iels, In 
Vortigern, or hy the Saxons; Emrys, t.ill«l by tin- 
Latin writers Aurelius Amhrosius; and IJllier Pen- 
dragoii, ilir father of Arthur. Those two CousiJiitiiii‘s 
.ire here idoiitilied, and Vortigein hupposetl to h.ivr 
been ii.iined King of Gritain, as the person of gic.i(o.s( 
.'iiilliorily and conduct in the wterk of the Gnlisli 
army, dofc.itei! at Arles. Many, however, of lire chiefs 
m the Island advancing the hon'ditary right, before 
formally settled on the sons of Constantine, Vortn'cni, 
mistrusting the Giitoiis, .iiid piest hy invasions of the 
Ctiledunians, introduced tlic Saxons to check Uie b.ir- 
biirians .nid strengthen his own sovereignty. 

The Hero of the Poem is an liistorical e.baraelcr, as 
fiir .IS such legends can be eallc*d History. He appears 
in most of the Chronicles, as Kdol, or Eldol, but the 
fullest account of )iis exploits is in Dtigdalc’s Uaron.igo 
iiiuler his title of Earl of Gloucester. Willi.im (Lu- 
Tison, how'evci, in the Description of Rriliitfi prelixeil to 
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Iliilinslied, calls him Kldiilph de Samor. Bnt all con¬ 
cur in ji>cnbiii(' to him the acu whir)^m.ikc the oliiof 
suhjeci of Ihi! fifth aud List UooRj, of this Poem. 

Most of our prc.sf;nt names of pl.ircs hcnnj purely 
S.ixoti, and the old liritish having little of h.irmony or 
association to recommend them, I have frcqiicnll), on 
tlwf authority of Camden ainl others, translated llieiii. 
Ihns the Saxon (iloiieestei, calhsl by the llritoiib C.icr 
(•blew, is the Bn('ht City. The Uobuni, the inhabitants 
of the Vales, are called by that name. Some few 
sanctioned by old iisa('es of Poetry and Htuiiaiiee 1 re¬ 
tain, as Kent, Thanct, (Cornwall. London is Tioynovaiil, 
as the (aly of the Triiiohanres. 

Some p.ibs.i(;cs in tlie Poem will be easily traced to 
tliidr ai-knowledf^ed sourc*cs, tlie Poett. of Greece and 
Itdy; one however, in tlie thin! hook, rel.iliiij* to the 
Noitiiern mythology, has been ie:n.uk.dtly aiiti(‘i|Mtcd 
ill 11 modern Poem. The honounihle Author may he 
asittiied that the coincidence is uniuteniinuaf, as that 
jsiri of tliis poem was the i^irhest written, and previous 
In the appearance of his imuiuclion. 


SAMOR. 


HOOK I. 

Land of my birth, O Hritain ! and my love; 

Whose air 1 hre.itlie, wIiom* e.iiih I tre.id, whose tOM{;uc 
.My song would speak, its strong and solemn tones 
Most proud, if 1 .ibase not. Beauteous Isle, 

And plentenusl what though in iliy atmosphere 
l'lo.it nor the t.iintless Inxiny of light, 

The da/!/li(i|: a/uru of tlie Southein skies, 

Aruiiiul ihec the rich orb of thy renown 
Sipreads sLiinless and unsullied hy .i oIoikI. 

Though thy hills blush not with the purple vine, 

Ami softer climes excel thee in the hue 

And fragr.iiiei! of thy simmu'r fruits and llowci-s, 

Noi How thy r.vcrsovi ‘1 golden bed.s; 

Thou ill the soul of man, thy heller wealth, 

An ricbest. n.it(iic’.s noblest produce thou, 

Tlic iinmoiLil Mmd in peifcct lieighi and strength, 
Ihstt’sl with a ptudig.il npnleiicc; this ihy right, 

Tli\ privilege of rlim.tte and of soil, 

Would I assert, nor, sivo tJiy fame, invoke, 

Or Nymph, or .Muse, that oft't was dream'd of ohl 
By falls of w.ilers under haunted shades, 

Her ecstacy of inspiration pourd 
O cr Po«;t s s\*nl, and flooded all his powers 
With liquiil glory: so may thy renown 
Burn in my he.irt, and give to thought and word 
The aspiring and the r.idiant hue of fire. 

Forth from the gates of Troynovatii hath past 
King Vorligcrii; the Princes of the Isle 
Around him , on the walls, for then (tlmiigh now 
Seoul bounds her mighty wilderness of streets, 

And in raagniflceiicc of multitude 
Spread, and illimitable grandeur), walls 
till jealous circuit and embattled range 
Girt Briuuis narrow (lipital; where swarm'd 
Eager her wondering citizens to see 
The Monarch, Him the Saxon llengist met. 

And Horsa, with their bands in triumph led, 

As from a rocent victory; their blue eyes 


Sparkled, and proud they shook their saffron hair; 
And in the bicker of their spe.'ii’s, the toss 
Of ponderous mallets, the quick flash of swords, 

Th' emblazon'd Wldte Horse on their banners w^'^, 
W'as triumph. Thus King Voriigern begaj^^^^ 

• Welcome, Delivm'rs! of our kingdoms fo<», 
Welcome, lhrici*-honour’d (.'on({ucrors! never more 
Shall p.iiiiied Caledonian o'ci our realm 
The chariots of his ripinc wlicel, so full 
The desolation, havoc so complete 
li.ith smote and bl.isted in P.ite licngist's path. 

The mouldei ing ruins of oiir Koiriaii wall, 

Leagued with the terror of the Saxon name, 

Shall he defence more iitighly, than wheu soar'd 

Its hatllemeiiis unlirokcn, and above 

The iinpiTial Pagle shook its wings of gold. 

Oh, toil’d with victory, bnithen'd with renown, 

For yc our baths flout cool aud clear, our air 
Is redolent with garland wreathes, aud rich 
Within our roy.il citadel is clown'd 
For yc the banquet; welcome onec .again, 

Mighty to save, and potent In defend I> 

A faint acclaim, .i feeble sulleu din 
Ensued, with less of gladness than fierce giief, 

And wrath ill stifled. Seeming all unmoved, 

Plate the Monarch onward led the way; 

Slow follow’d Saxon llcngi'it’s martial train. 

Clashing their .irniour loud, as they would daunt 
All Britain w'ith the clamour, march'd behind 
The island Nobles, save some restless hands 
Were l)usy with their sheathed swords, they moved 
Silent, and cold, and gloomy, as a range 
Of moiiutam ])ine.s, when cloudy lowers the storm. 

Upon the azure bosom of the Thames 
Beclmnig, with its ponderous mass of shade, 

Arose the royal (atadi‘1, the work 
Of the gieat C.rsiir. Danger he and dicad 
Of Home and Poiripey; yet ’gainst savage foi'S 
V.iiilage of liciich and lower anti iii.issy wall 
Scorn'd not, so swift, so perilous, so fierci* 

Cassivcian his painted rli.uioti eis 
Whiil'd to ihe frantic onset, si.iiidtng forth 
Portent of freedom ’mid a world enslaved 

They pass'd the porl.il arcli; the sumptuous hall 
Flung back its gates; around the banquet hoard 
Ranged Piince and Chieftain, wliere luxiirioiis art 
Shower’d pn-ligal her dainties, poisons sweet. 

And h.dcful splendour. Fierce the Saxon gazed 
On goblet, and huge charger carved with gold, 
Contemptuous wonder. But the Monarch’s brow 
’(fiin lighten, ii» with greedy joy he quaffd 
Oblivious bliss; thus ever guilty soul 
Woos frenzy, and, voluptuous from despair. 

Forgets itself to pleasure. High aloof. 

Each in his azure robe, the band of Bards 
Mingled the wanton luxuries of sound ; 

Gentle melodious languor, melting fall, 

With faint effeminate flattery the soul 
Guiling of manhood. Silent veil’d his harp 
While-iiair’d Aneurin, and indignant tears 
Stood in the old man’s eye, for wrathful shame 
To hear his godlike and hcaveu-breatliing art 
Pampering loose revels with officious chime. 

Then rose the glorious madness; forth he sprung 
ith one rude stroke along the clasliiug cliords 
Won silence deep as of a summer eve 
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After a noontide Htorm; his silver locks 
Waved proud, the kindling; frenzy of his eye 
Flash'd triumph, as the son{; of Chariots rose. 

sonij that o'er the van of battle shower’d 
Pale Ifc«{;j}r, when tliat scourged Iccnian Queen 
Through the l^uaru legions drove her car; wore heard 
Her hrazen wheels to madden, tliu keim scythes 
Gride through their iron harvest; then rush’d route, 
WaiVl havoc ; seem’d tlnnduca fiercer urged 
The trampling steeds; behind her sileucc sank 
Along the dreary patli of lier revenge. 

(leased tlie bold strain, then deep the Saxon drain’d 
Tlie ruddy cup, and sav.ige joy uncouth 
Lit his blue gleaming eyes: nor s.ilc unmoved 
The Briton Chiefs; fierce thoughts began to rise 
Of ancient wars, and high ancestral fame. 

Sudden came floating through the hull an air 
So strangely sweet, the o’erwrought sense scarce felt 
Its rich excess of pleasure; softer sounds 
Melt never on the enchanted inidiiight cool, 

By huuntctl spring, where elfin <lancers trace 
Green circlets on the moonlight dews; nor lull 
Becalmed iiiariucr fiom rocks, wliei'e basks 
' At summer noou the Sca-niaid , lie his oar 
Breathless suspends, and motiouU'Ss his hark 
Sleeps on the slcepitig waters, ^ow the notes 
So gently died away, the silence seem’d 
Melodious; merry now and light and hlilhu 
’I'liey danced on uir : auoii came tiipping forlli 
111 fiolic grace a inaidcii troop, their Jocks 
Flower-wreath'd, their snowy robes from claS]>cd /one 
Fell caicless droopinif, r|{iic-k ihcir glitleimg Icel 
Glanced o’er the pavement. Then the pomp ol sauinl 
Swcll’d up, and mounted, as the stately swau, 

Ifer iinlk-wliite neck <‘iiihuwcr'd m urehiiig spray, 
Queens it along the waters, entered in 
The lofty hall a shape so f.iir, it lull’d 
Tile music into silence, yet itself 
I'our’d out, piolonging tlie soft ucstacy, 

The liemblitig and tlie touching of sweet sound. 

Her grace of motion and of look, the smooth 
And swimming iii.tjesty of step and tread, 

The symmetry of fuiiii and fcaiutc, set 
The soul afloat, even like delicious airs 
Of flute or harp . as though she trod from earth. 

Anti louiid her wore an emanating cloud 
Of liarmouy, the laidy moved. Too proud 
For less than absolute command, loo soft 
For aught but gentle amorous thouglit: her hair 
fJiiSter’d, ns fnnn an orb of gold cast out 
A dazzling and o'erpowering ratliance, save 
Here and there on her snowy neck niposed 
III a soothed brilliance some thin wandering tress. 

The azure flashing of licr cyc was fringed 
With virgin meekness, and her tread, that seem'd 
Earth to tUsdain, as softly ftdl on it 
As the light-dew-shower on a tuft of flowers. 

The soul within seem'd feasting on high thoughts, 
Th.it to the outward form and feature gave 
A loveliness of scorn, scorn that to feci 
Was bliss, was sweet indulgence. Fast sank hack 
Those her fair harbingers, their modest eyes. 
Downcast, and drooping low their slender necks 
In graceful reverence; she, by wond’ring gaze 
Unmoved, and stifled murmurs pf applau'c. 

Nor yet unconscious, slowly w’oa her way 


To where the King, amid the fiaial pomp, 

Siile loftiest; a^hc raised a fair-chas«Hl cup, 

Something of sweet confusion oxcispread 
Her fcatuics, something tremulous broke iii 
On her half-failing accents as she said, 

• lle.ilth to the King'n—the spaikling wine laugh'd up, 1 
As eager't were to touch so fair a hp. | 

A moment, anti the upparitiou bright 
Had parted; as before the .sound of harps 
Was wantoning about the festive hall. • 

As one just w'nking from a blissful dn'am I 

Nor mov(>s, nor brcithcs, lest breath or iiiolion break 
The beauteous tissue of line form woven o’er 

I 

His fancy, sate King Vortlgern. « Whence came, ' 

And whither went slio ? of w'li.il race and stem i 

Sprang tills briglit wonder of our earth, that leaves I 
Thu rapture of her jiresencc in our Iiail, i 

Though parted thence too swiftly?"—« King (replied | 
Erie licngisi)—in our ancient Saxon f.iitli, 

III bodes the joyless feast, where niiiiden’s lips 
Pledge not the wassail goblet."—« By my soul,« 

Cried Vortigern, ■ a gallant faith! and I ! 

Oincu so sweet discredit not; the hc.iltli I 

Those smooth lips wish'd me, well tliose lips migirt give, ■ 
A fiugiaiiee and a sparkling li.ixe they left | 

l'!vcn oil the wine they touch'd." lie s.iid, and prest j 
The goblet to his own. • A father’s ear. 

King Voiligern, must Inv<> the flattering tongue 
Th.il descants lavisli on hi.s daiiglilcr’.s piMiso." 

« Thy daughter? Saxon!"—- Mine, thoiigli vaunt not 1 ; 
Her iuMiity, many a German File and King 
Math low’d at Ins life’s peiil to proclaim 
Her fai-siirpiissing coriM'lincss."--None lieanl 
The scciet coiivcise Ih.it i-nsiicd. bo, rose 
King Voiligeni, and from his brow IransferiM i 

A coioncl of radiant Fnislcrn gems I 

To the white hair of Ileiigist, and drank off | 

A hrimming cup, and cried, w To Kent’s high King, ' 
A he.iltii, a iie.iltli to Voiligern’s fair bride, ] 

The goUlcn-hair'd Uowena.*—Seized at once j 

Eacli Saxon (he exulting str.iin, and struck ! 

The winc-draiii'd goblet ilown, « Health, King of Kent!" 

As'mid the f.ililed fahyan hrid.il stood 
Perseus, in stern Iraiujinllity of wrath, 

Half stood, half lloaleiJ on bis ancle plumes 
Out-swelling, while the hilght lace on his shield 
Look’d into stone the laging fray, so rose, 

But with no magic aims, wearing alone 
Tli’ appalling and control of his firm look. 

The solemn hulignatioii of his brow, 

The Biitoii Samnr; at his risinf', awe 
Went ahrond, and the riotous h.ill was mute; 

But like nnriiffled summer waters flow'd 

His speech, and courtly reverence smoothed its tone. 

« Sovereign of Britain's Sovereigns! of our crowns 
The highest! in our realm of many thrones 
Enthroned the loftiest! rniglity as thou art, 

Thou dost outstep thy aiiiplitiidu of sway; 

Thine is our isle to govern not to give; 

A free and sacred pro|)crty hast thou 
In our allegiance ; for a iiniHter's right 
Over our lives, oiir princedoms, and our souls, 

King Vortigern, as well mayst thou presume 

To a dominion o’er our winds, to set 

Thy stamp and impress on our light from lie.ivcii. 

This Britain cannot rest beneath the shade 
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Of Sfixon empire, thin our Clirwlian snW 
Tliu harvest of ohctlicncc will not b»»ar. 

To Heathen sway; and hear me, Vorlijjeni, 

The uoltlen imape that thou sellesi up. 

Like the pride-drunken Babylonian kinj», 

Thoiiph dulcimer and psaltery soothe us down 
To the soft humour of submission Lime, 

We will not wurslu]>,n—I'rein the liall ho p.tst, 

Thus snyinp. I(tm the Island’s brave and proud 
Follow’d, the biph and fatne-enarnour’d souls, 

Never to Britain wanting, tlionpli in hours 
Loosest of revels soft, and wanton eas<*. 

But Vortipern, more larpciy poiiritip iii 
The vine's delicious poison, sate, and cried, 

■ Whom the flax hinds not, must the iron yyve, 

Whom sceptres daunt not, must the sword coaliul.n 

Kveninp fell pentie, and the hrilhant sun 
Was point; down into the wavelcss Thames, 

As hearinp lipht and warmth to her cold Nymphs 
Within their Cl ysud clianihers, when the Kiiij; 

Loft the hall of banquet. Lofty and alone, 

Kven as the Pillar prcal Alcides set, 

The limit of the world and Jiis renown, 

On Oilpe, round whose shaft the d.iyllpht wroifhed 
Its last cmpiirpliiip, on the harilcments 
Stood Samor in the amotliysliiie lif'lit, 

And H Ho 10 darkness,(lioti majestic orb' 

To-morrow shall the nations liask npain 
In thy full plory."—Thus lie s,tid, and tuin’il 
To where the Kinp went rapid past.—u And ilioii, 

T!'«iu to tliy bc'ttinp liastest, never more 
Thou thy bci ;liU*d splendour to renew , 

Late at thy noon of priilc, now sunk, dechncil 
For « cr from thy fair m«;ridLiii (p>, 

Into thy cloudy rest!»—The solemn tone 
Of his diiq) voice sciml on the Kinp, as fiosis 
Arrest the rapid llowinp stream.—« What meins 
The Sovereipii of the Vales, even in my lialls. 

And on my castle hattieinuiits, to cast 

Bold scorn on Britain’s Kinp^ fnpratc and lilind, 

When 1 the valiant Saxon have broupht in 
To check the Caledonian, llirouph your isle 
Alarchinp hy wild lipht of yoni hnrninp towns , 

Yc, wedded to your sorrow and yum shame, 

Mock at the safety niy free love provides.* 

* Ah, provident! ah, sape! uli, pencrous Kmp I 
That sets the emaciate wolf to dop the flock; 

The hawk to piiard the dovecote.*—>«< Wisc-li|)p'd chief, 
1 thank thee for lliy phrase : doves arc yc, dovt-s 
That fly wilh piteous and most delicate speed 
Before the Scottish kites, that swoop your nests 
And llesh their preedy talons in your younp.*—• 

■ Monarch I the caplet, were it smoothly luii'st 
In the dove's downy nest, at its first fliphl 

WoiiM shrink down dazzled from the inmniiip sun; 

Rut wilh stronp plumes refresh'd, anon ’l would claim 
Its old aspiriiip birthriglit, and iinhlcnch'd 
Bathe in the liickcrinp of the noontide car. 

Oh, wo have slumber’d on soft luxury's lap 
To her loose talirct; hut, misjudpiiip Kinp ! 

Britain is like her soil; aliovo the tiirf 
Lies velvet smooth, hard non lurks hene ith. 

I know the northern Fapans waste our hind, 

And the tamo mission to the Houian scni 
I know: ' The fierce Barbarian to the sea 
Drives us, the sea to the Biirharian ba'-k 


I Men ilchs ' so ran tlic pUinlive lepend. True ! 

Rnt soldiers would it cast us back ; despair 
Math its own valour; war makes warriors. Kinp I 
Calamities arc on us, evil days 
(for our isle darken, hut the noble wear 
Disaster, as an AnpcI we.in* Ids winps 
To elevate and plorify. Nor us 
Shroudeth alone the envelopiup gloom, the frame 
' And fabric of our w'orld is breakinp up. 

Rome's dome of empire, that o’ervaiiUed earth 
With its capacious shadow, rent and split, 

Disorders the smooth course of human thinps, 

Leaving confusion lord of this wijJc ball, 

While to and fro the Nations’ sway perplex’d, 

Like a Icmpesluniis sea. Oli, mid such wreck, 

Oiir Britain in lone vifety to uphold, 

On every side ’painst patlierinp foes present 
A raijipire of hard steel, or firmer far, 

The hiilwark of a haiiphty spirit pour’d 

From the tlmmed Sovereipn tliroiipli her sons, wcie piidu, 

Were lionnur, niipht arrest Heaven’s plumed hosts, 

And in their sphert'-horn music win renown. 

So He whose sceptre glitters in thy grasp, 

He the Deliverer, the Defender named, 

So Constantine had done, had tlie high Soul’s ham*, 
Aiiihilion, never maddened him to wear 
The purple, madly worn, yet nobly lost 
On llic sail plain hy Arles.*—«1 knew, 1 knew 
’T would conic to this, that Cnnstaritinc would end 
Tlic liiph-wroupht mrat’ry. This too I know. 

And this I tell thee, Samor! nor yet add 
Rehel! ihy secret commerce with his sons, 

To undermine my stilely throne; the right, 

Sohahhic yc in your licentioiiH phrase, 

Confetr'd by our assembled British Kings 
On Constantine for ever and his heirs.*— 

K Alas! how better wcic it to know noiighr, 

Than, like kings, darkly. Consianlinc’s brave sons 
And Samor oft have met, liave met to wail 
The hazard of their native land, to swear 
I Before the altar of the eternal fjod. 

Never, amid these rude and perilous times. 

To blow the trump of civil stiife, to prop 
Willi their allcpiance Rilluin’s throne, though fill'd 
By one they dei*m usurping. Vorlipern I 
1 am upon tf'>' string that jars tliy soul. 

And it must vibrate to its hiphest pitch. 

Oh what a royal madness, that might build 
Upon the strong rock of a people’s love, 

Yet chusetli the lou«c quicksand of distrust, 

Ami overlays the palace of his pride 

With a rude Saxon buttress, whose stem weight 

Must crush it. Thou dost fear thy subjects aim’d, 

' Fear, lest the old valiance in llicir liearts inure, 

.\nd theieforc fight’s! their wars with forcipn steel, 

And is this he, the ntdde and the wis<*, 

The Vorlipern, that Britain on the plain 
Of Arles, that fatal plain, hail’d Captsiin, King ^ 

; Arise, be King, bo Capuin, he thyself I 
I And we will stand around thy throne, and mock 
The ruinous fashion of the times.*—«»Away’ 

My royal word is to the Saxon given.» 

: ■ (), Vorlipern! this knee hath never bow'd, 

Save to the Kinp of kings, thus low on earth 
I sue thee, cast the Saxon uff.»—At once 
Tlio swift contagious grandeur set on fin: 
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Ttie Monarcli—• I aui thine, am BriUiin’s all 
Now hy my throne, iIum, thus I have not felt, 

Sinn; first this (*ircUn^; gold cat in my hrow, 

M ^uc, so upright, and so kingly, ch.iins 
Fall tio'^^jne, mists arc curling off my soiil.a 
V hike two hold vt’Dinrers, silently they stand, 
Punching amid the siiii-light their rich bark 
O'er glassy waters to the summer airs: 

Their tSlemn pondering hath the lofty look 
Of vaunting, over each high brow Haines out 
A noble rivtilry of hope and pride. 

The vound of wheels, lo, sliding came and sniuolli 
' A car, wherein, like some fair iilol led 
Through (he mute tumult of adoring streets, 
Bright-hair’d Rowena pass'd the |>ortnl arch. 

Have ye a sense, yo gales, a conscious joy 
111 beauty, that with such an artful touch 
And light ye float about her garment folds, 
l>isplayin(' what is exquisite display'd, 

And thinly scattering the light veil where'er 
Its shadowing may enhance the grace, and swell 
With sweet officiousness the clustering hair 
Where fairest tufts its ricliiieHS, and let fall 
Wliere drooping must becomes; that thus ye love 
To lose yourselves about her, and expire 
Upon her shape, or snow-white robes ^ Slio stood, 
Her ivui'y arm in a soft curve stretch'd out, 

As only in the obedience of her steeds 
llcjoiciiig; they their necks uioli’d proud and liigli, 
And by licr delicate and Hower-soft hands 
Sway'd, as enamour’d of her mastery moved, 
Lovingly on their briglit-charcd hits reposed, 

Or in gay sport upon each other fawn'd. 

Hut as the Monarch she beheld, slip caught 
The slack rein up, and with unconscious cheek 
Delay'd the wilting coursi'rs, and her head. 

Upon lier snowy shnnldcr half declineil 
III languor of enjoyment, rising wore 
Rosy confusion, and disorder fair 
Ti'aiisicnlly on her pride of motion bioke. 

Or chance, or mctining wander'd to his face 
Her eye, with half command, entreating half; 
llaiigiity to all the worhl, hut mild to him, 

Th’ all admired admiring, and tli’ all awing awed— 
She look'd on him, and trembled as she look'd. 

Alone she came, alone slu; went not on. 


BOOK II. 

Noon is ablarc in Heaven, but gloom, the gluorn 
Of the brown forest’s massy vault of shade, 

Is o’er the Kings of Britain; the broad oaks, 

As in protection of that conclave proud, 

Like some old temple's dome, with mingling shade 
Meet overhead, around their rugged trunks 
Shew like fantastic pillars closely set 
By Druids in mysterious circle, wont 
Here, when the earth abroad was bright and clear 
With moonshine, to install their midnight rites 
By blue nor earthly kindled fires, while Bards 
Pout’d more than music from their charmed harps. 
Fach on his mossy seat, in arms that cast 
I A glimmer which is hardly light, they sit 
I Colossal, stern, and still; on every brow 


IndigiiaiU soirow and sad vengc.'ince lowers. 

Them had the Pagiii peasant deem’d his g<>ds, 

III cloudy wrath down stooping from ihe heavens 
To blast tlie mighty of mankind, .ind wreak 
On sonic ohi ciufiire ruin and revenge. 

And IJist majestica), yet mild, arose 
A lofty shape, nor less lli.in monarch seem’d, 

Whusi- royal look from souls hold, brave, and fre.-, 
Not stooping slavery claim'd, but upright awe 
And noble homage; yet uncrown'd he wore 
Dominion, him with stately reverence heard 
That armed Senate. » Prine(% of the land, 

Luids of the old hereditary thrones 
Of Britain, we, (he .sons of Constantine, 

F.rnrys and Uthcr, come not here to charge 
]neonst.int counsel on yonr wisdom, nought 
Arraigning, that the sceptre to our line 
Solemnly given, in those disastrous days, 

When for the Kmpire of the Occident, 

For (iaul o'er-niaster'd, and submitted Sp.'iin, 

W.irr’d (^niihtantine, and warring nobly fell, 

Ye placed in elder hand, onr right foregone 
For the more precious public weal; oh, ('liiefs, 

'T was well and wisely done ; a stripling’s arm 
.May rear the kingly standard in its pomp 
To play with Zephyrs under cloudless skies, 

But when the rude storm shakes its pondoruiis folds 
T wiTC h.ird for less than the eonsiimniale man 
Aloft to hear it, yet iinstoopmg. Well 
Sti'inin’d your new standard-hearer Vortigern 
The o'ersluulowing ti'itipest, nor .ibascd his front 
Your Clown's old glories, till, alas! ihre clU^ige' 

Dread fall 1 the sceptre that yc fondly hoped 
Woidd blossom, like the Iluhrew llienirch’h'rod, 

With the almond hloom of mercy and of love, 

Liker the Egyptian m.igle-workur’s wand 
Beeunic a serpent, withering all yonr |)caee 
With its infection ; then yonr virtues wrought 
Your sorrows, from your \alonr grew your sh.inie. 
Your borders were o’erluap’d, your towns on fire, 

And the land groan’d beneath fieree Rapine’s wheels. 
Ye cried unto your King for .inns, he sage 
In cold and jealous wisdom fear’d to arm, 

Wliose arms might brave himself, and cast contiol 
On the fierce wanderings of his royal will. 

Saxons must fight our wars, our hard-wrung gold 
Buy ns ignoble s.ifcty, till the slaves 
Swcll’d into Lords, and realms must pamper 
Our hirelings into Princes : Kent, fair Kent, 

The frontlet of our isle, where yet are seen 
The graves great (.xsar peopled with his dead, 

Wlieii on Ills rear the Briton conqueror hung, 

Where first the banner of the Cross was waved 
Sinks to a Heathen province. Warriors! Kings' 

This must not be among baptized men, 

This cannot be 'rnong Britons. Therefore liere, 

Here in your presence dare we cull again, 

Your throne our throne, and challenge in your love 
A Sovereign’s title : by our youth we fell 
From that great height, but Vorligerii hath fall’ll 
By his own guilt; we therefore rise again 
In majesty renew’d; he falls, no more 
To soar into the sacred royal seat.> 

Thereat with concord loud, and stem acclaim, 

Gave answer that proud Senate, and denounced 
Judgment irrevocable. But with mien 
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Somowhiit appjilt'il, ns one in debate, 

And solutitn rouncil iuia8S.iy’d, arose ^ 

Prinec L'llier : ere he spake his elnnp'ini; ninit 
Sriiole with fierce stroke, us aiidient'e to cneliaiti, 
llimsuir the battle sound enkindlinf;, hi^h | 

Iii> hiiiip.htY brow and crested helm upfiun;', I 

Tims rude his fiery eloquence pourM foilh. 

« Warriors of Britain I me nor pomp of woids 
Huseeins, nor strife of smooth and liquid phiase, 

In the dehale of swords, the fray of steals 
No comhalaiil unsktIlM. I will not hoast 
That 1 have hrooK'd wtth Enirys’ patient pride* 

A sceptre's loss ' a hoy, 1 wept to hear 
My father's erowii was on a straiq'er's brow. 

Blit when niy arm ’t].m {;rasp .1 sword, thosi; tears, 

1 'iiose soft unseemly waters, turn'd lo hues 

Of burtiiiq; indij'natiou ; every crown 

Shnw’d, evciy kin^^ly title to my car 

8 oundi*d a scorn and shame. Even at his height 

And pleinliidu of power I yeained to rise 

Aijainstth’ enthioned I'surjier—now, OKin|;[s! 

Thus charter'd, thus eonunission’d, thus iirray’d, 

With what a iiohiu fren/y will we iusli, 

Trampliiqf the wreck of S.ixou <1101 of Kiii^; 

Our palii sliall be as rapid and as ]iri(>ht 
As summer mel(.‘Oi', iiiore pernicious, that 
Waiiini; into (he dull iinkindlint; air, 

We Immiiii;, desolatin{< as we pass. 

On, Britons, on! a tyrant lills your throne, 

Nor titter tiionumcnl may tyrant find 

Than las throne's ruins; let the flat earth close 

O’er both at once; the stranf;ur S.ixon lords 

Within our isle, the seas that here him heie 

In his stonn-hravini' navy, hu.ir him hack 

Weltering and lossirq^ in their drownuq; surgc.» ! 

Low'i'iiq' he stood, still in fierce act of spc'ccli. 

Yet specehU's.s. Sudden, th«-ii, in drc.ul uproar 
Bose shout of war, with thuiicleriin» clash of arms 
Mini>led, then huiryiiqj spears and noddIn{; helms 
With cliltcriiq; tniniih in the pale {'loom ilasit’d , 

War, war each voice, each stiickon shield denouiired. 

Amid the multitudinous din .ir<^ 

Solemnly ilie Bri^jlil (City's laird , down sunk 
Instant all tumult, broke abruptly off 
Fierce voice and clash of arms: so mute and deep 
Settled the silence, the low .sound was IumiiI 
Of distant waterfall; (he acorn drop 
From (lie (>reeu arch above. Still aud abasli'd 
Sale (he fierce conclave, while w'illi mild reproof 
Wiimiiq; all hearts, the {'raeious ChiefLiln spake. 

• Brave st(>ht for earth, and heaven I it doth nut fail. 
A nation’s cry for fteedom and for faidi, 

Nor faint, nor deaden in the mist and {'loom 
Of (his low earth, it lakes the inornin{''.s wings, 

Passelh the crystal skies, and heats heaven’s gate; 

There glidctli through the gladdening .Aiq'ul choirs. 

That fan it onward witli Llieir favouiiiq; plumes, 

To the eternal sapphire throne, and liim 
That sits thereon, Ineffable. 0 Kings 
Our council thus appealing may not wear 
Seeming of earthly passion, lust of sway. 

Or frenetic vengeance: wo must rise in wrath, 

But wear it as u mourner's robe of grief, 

Mot as a garb of joy: must boldly strike, 

But like the Roman, with revetted face, 
la aorrow to he so enforced. Brave Chiefs, 


It would miasrem a son of this proud isle, * 

To trample on the fallen, though a King ; 

Ft would missccin a Christian to rejoieo 

Wliei’o virtue hath play’d false, and fame's purc.Hgl^k^ 

tiaih sieken’d to dishonourable gloom. 

Vortlgern is our foe, no more our King. ^ r 

Yet king be bath been, king he liad been still. 

Had never his liigh Vdu]lin{' pride disrlain'd 
The smooth dominion of old use, nor striven ^ 

To fix on oiir imp.ilienl necks the yoke 
Of foreign usurpation ; onr free land 
Will not onduic the heathen Saxon’s rule, 

Nor him that rules by lieatbcn Saxon power. 

So march we fordi in th' armour of our right. 

From onr once King not filling off in hale 
Or fickleness, hut by severe constraint 
Of duty to ourselves and lo our God. 

So march we forth, and in such state mav ni.ike 
Onr riiothci land to vaunt of 11 $ : raise up, 

Side by side, tiu* fair aiis to captivate 
To an approval of our upright deed, 

Onr royal banner and the Crrss of Christ; 

And move within their ein|ne of spleridnnr, e.itm, 

And yet resi.stless as the hright>mane«I steeils 
That hear tlio Morn to discMitlirone old Ni{',ht 
■> And now our kiiqjly scejitrn, forced aside. 

By stress .'tnd pressure of disorder'd liint.'s. 

Devious into an alien hand, reverts 
To the old line; tin; heir of Constantine, 

Cunsiaiis, the elder than this noble pair, 

Stands foremost on sitccessinii’s {'oldcii roll. 

Nor know not I his ('cnllc soul more apt, 

To listen the soft fluwm{' vesper hymn, 

Th.in ijan|;(‘rs spiri(>slirring hump, yet deem, 

Thus once forewarn'd't is dangerous to divert 
The stream of luyal blood, tliat broken, pours 
Waters of hitt(‘niess and civil strife 
O'er th' liir.iss'd l.iml, and therefore tliiishad I 
Constaris the King of Britain. Speak I nghtt 
1 pause, and wail, O Chiefs \ your liigli award.* 

He re.ised. nor lime for voice or swift acel.iim. 
Scowling .1 sullen laiq'h of scorn, leap'd forth 
Tiic moiiiuain King, the Sovcreig.ii of (he lakes 
Aud dales (his sule the Catedoni.iii bound; 

FFe only, when the Kin('s ssitc .'iwe-gtruck, stooil 
Elate with mo' l<in{' pity in his frown; 

A mi{;li(y savaj,.*, he of God and man 

Alike contempiiious. nought of Christian lore 

Fvnew he, yet scoff'd unknown, 't was {leaceful, meek, 

Tbcnee w'orthlcss knowledge. Him delighted more 

llelvellyii's eloud-wrapt brow to clinib, and share 

The ea{'le’s stormy solitude; 'mid wreck 

Of whiilwind.s and dire li{'litiimgs liiige he stood. 

Where his own Gods he deem’d on volleying clouds 
Abroad were riding and bbiek hurricane. 

Them in their misty pride assail’d he oft 

With impious threat, and laugh'd when th* cchoingglens 

His wild defiance east unanswered back. 

Now with curl'd lip of scorn, and braw uplift, 

Lordly command, not counsel fierce he spake. 

— ■< Shame, coward shame las though tlicfowlsof heaven. 
When in dusk majesty and pride of wing 
Sails forth the monarch ei^lc, down should stoop 
In homage lo the daw. O craven souls! 

When Snowdon or high Skiddaw's brow is )iare, 

To plant the stately standard of revolt 


SAMOA. 


Upon a molehill. Constaus! that to him 
Caswallon should Low down ; aloft our crown 
Upon the piddy banner staff, that rocks 
b^Troynuvant's tall citadel, uphang, 

And wt.' the dizzy glory will rend down, 

Or CoDsUms oVCaswallon ? The bright throne 
Knviron with grim ranks of steel-girt men: 

Ilu^c Saxons black with grisly scars of war, 

Who first will hew to that triumphal scat 
llis ruinous path! Hear, sceptred Britons, hear, 

A counsel worthy tlie deep thoughts of kings; 

Of valorous achievement and bold deeds 
Be guerdon to the mightiest of our Ule, 

The Sov’reignty of Britain; spurn my voice. 

And I rcr^ncc your counsels, cast you off, 

And whif^my hardy vassals of the north 
I join the Saxon.s—Then fierce sounds again 
Broke out, w:in flames of brandish'd armour flash'd. 

In rude disorder and infuriate haste 
Sprang every warrior from his scat, as clouds 
Airiid the sultry heaven, thunderous and vast, 

Gather their blackening disarray to burst 
m some moiinUiti turret, so llie Gliicfs 
Banded their licrce confusion to rush on, 

And whelm in his insulting pride the foe. 

He stood as one in joy, and lower'd a smile. 

With wolfskin robe flung back, broad shield oiit- 
slrctcU’d, 

And hattlc axe uplift: vaunting and huge 
As fahled giant on embattled Heaven, 

Glaring not less than utter overthrow, 

And total wreck. Forthwith a youth rush'd out, 

His moony buckler high upheld to bai 

The onset, and with voice, which youthful awe 

Teinpc'''il to tone less resolute, address'd 

The haugluy Ghieflain. u Father, deem not thou, 

Malwyn confc'der.'ite in thy lawless thoiiglit; 

Aline is a Briton’s soul, a Briton's sword, 

But mortal man that seeks thy life, must pass 

• O'er Malwyn's corpse.^ Back Chief and King recoil'd, 
jn breathless admiration. Nobler pride, 

And human joy almost to softness sinootheil 
Ciswallon’s rugged brow. • Well hast ihou said. 

Son of Caswallon, worthy of thy sire \ 

On thine own track mount thou to fame, nor swerve 
For man, or more than man.»*^Awhile the Kings 
Brief parley held, then sutely and severe 
Hose Kmrys, and pronounced their stern arrest. 

« Caswallon of the Mountains, long our isle 
I Hath mark’d thy wavering mood, now friend now foe; 

, ivow in the Ciledotiian inroad prompt 
To bear thy share in rapine, foremost now 
In our high councils. This we furtlier say, 

We scorn thy war, Caswallon, hate Ihy peace, 

And deem it of our mercy that, unscathcrl, 

Wc ban tlice from our presence.* Nor reply 
Caswallon deign'd; calm strode he as in scorn 

* ()f wrath 'gainst foes so lowly. Far was heard 
' His tread along the rocky path, the crasli 

Of branches rent by his unstooping helm. 

They in blank wonder sate, nor wholly quell'd 
Wrath and insulted majesty, with look 
I As he were still in presence fix'd, and stern, 
t • Then spake Prince Emrys, • Not of trivial toil 
To shape the rude trunk of our enterprise 
To smooth perfection ; deeply must we found, 


And strongly build the fabric of our hopes, 

And each mus#luild his charge. Be, Samor, thine 
To-boar our brother Consiniis Britain’s crown, 

III name of oiir assembled Kings. Bo mine 
From the Arinoric sliore, King liners realm, 

( Our father’s brother, ILk'I) to cmhaik 
The succours of his high^famed Chivalry. 

Thou, Uiher, to the West; each other King 
Unto his own, at signal of revolt 
To lead his armed Vassalage abroad.* 

So saying, each departed; fell again 
The ancient silence on the solemn place. 

Together from the forest pass'd the friends, 

Samor and Klidurc; below llieir way 

Went wandering on tliroiigli flowery mends, or s.iiik 

Beneath green arches dim of bccchen shade. 

Around the golden hills in summer wealth 
Bask’d ill the sunshine; on a river bank 
I.ung gleaming down its woiHlIand course, n‘]>oKcd 
Many a while hamlet: even fierce shrines of war 
Wore aspect mild of peace ; towers dark of yon* 

And rugged in the iloman war array, 

With waijlou ivy and grey moss o'ergrown. 

Their green crowns melted in the azure heavens 
■ Oil grief! o’er yon fair meads and smiling lawns 
Musi steeds of carnage bath'll, men of blood 
Their fell inagniflcciiee of murlheroiis poriip 
Pavilion in yon placid groves of peace. 

The lilood-thirst savages of wood and »ir. 

In meet abodes wilderness and woe. 

Shroud their abhorred revels; the gaunt wolf 
Prowls gloomy o'er the wintry hl.isted heath , 

Brood desolate on some hare mountain peak 
Baven and screaming vulture. Man, fell man, 
Knvious of bliss he sconis, 'rnid haunts of peace, 
Spots fair and hlissfiil, the rare stars of earth, 

Plays ever his foul game of spoil and death, 

Biuhlcss, then vaunts himself Ocation's pride, 
Supreme o'er all alone in deeds of blood.»> 

Thus Elidiire; him Samor, from deep trance 
Wakening, nddrest: ■ Soft iman of peace, iiiy prayer 
Would ask of heaven no theatre of strife 
Save yon fair plain : there forth the weak would M.'iri 
In the tumultuous v.iloiir of despair, 

The timorous proudly lower in scorn of death * 
There, wlicte each tree, each dell, each grassy knrdl, 
Lovely from memory of some past delight, 

Is kindred to Uic soul; his house of prayer, 

The altar of his bridal vow, the font 
Gf his sweet infant’s baptism, kindred all, 

Holiest and last, liis fathcre’ peaceful graves: 

Oh, were all Britain, like yon beauteous plain, 

Blissful and free, that angels there might walk 
Forgetful of their heavenly Lowers of light, 

Friend of iny boyhood, these all-conquering foes, 
Who fetter the free winds, and ride the sea 
KingUke, their menacing prows would turn aloof, 
And bitterly, in baffled lust of prey, 

Curse the proud happiness that mock'd their miglu.* 
Lo, here he paus^, gay files of dazzling light ^ 
Slow o'er the plain advancing, indistinct 
From their full brightness; gradual the long blaze 
Broke into form, and lance and bow and helm, 
Standard and streamer, chariot and fair steed, 

Start from the mingled splendour. On their height 
Unseen, the Chieftains watch’d the winding pomp. 
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Anil all 1)cfore the azurc*vested Burda 
From glanring instmmenu shook hrid:il%k'c. 

Then rnmc the {;or(;couii rharioU, rou{;h wiih jjolil. 

And steeds their proud heads noddin(' with rieli weii'lil 
OF frontlet wreiilhcd with llnwci'snnd shadowy iilinnes; 
Therein siitc ladies rolled in costly state, 

Karh like a Oncen ; the noble charioteers, 

Ih'ilon in garb, with purple mantle louse. 

O'er fclecl, in network bright, or scale o’er scale, 
('■lilCerint', and aventayle harr'd close and firm, 

As yet the {laiidv traitors shamed to nie(*t 
The cold keen Ql.iiice of countryman betray'd. 

Dark in their iron arms, some wildly I'irt 
\Viili Caledonian spoils, their yellow hair 
Down from the casque in broad luxuriant How 
Spreading, and lofty haniiur wide displ.iy d, 

Whereon •) luilk'-whitc courser reualess shone. 

Paced forth the Siixon warriors. Ilq;li o’er alt. 
Tempestuous llors. 1 , chafini; his hot steed, 

And lleni;ist with his wreath of umlxT beads,* 

Ills liOiiry streii(rth, in spite of a|'c oi toil, 

A tower of mi^jlit; witii that tall ^povc of spears, 
Circled, and rampiru close of serried shields, 

The hriile^'rooin Alon.irch rode, his bright attire 
Peaceful, as liltini; nuptial pomp, his rolie 
Hicli-lloalin{| strew'd the eartli with purple shade, 

And on his lofty brow a re(>j| crown, 
ltri(*ht 'IS a wrcatli of sunbeams; liidh his arm 
The ivory sceptre bore of kindly sway: 

Yet who his mien and bearing* watch'd had seen 
Dim {I* -.im of jealous steel, or lurkinf; mail 
Hencath those |ilortous tnippm{pt, for his fpue. 

Now jocund, cliaiqied anon to wandering stare, 

Fearful and wild, as the still air were rife 
With vengeful javelins showering death; his pace 
llunied, yet tardy, as of one who rides 
(for land still tottering with an earthquake shock. 

And him hcsiilc, on snowy palfrey, deck’ll 
With silver hells its pendant m.inc profuse. 

Of silver and of stainless crmclin 
The hrii'ht caparisons, and all her robes 
While us of woven lily cups, the Bride 
Majestic rode us on a waving throne. 

Her sunbright hair she waved, and binileil around. 

As though, of less than kingly Paramour 
Seoriiful, she s.iid, Lo, Britain, through your land 
1 lead the cnthrallerl sovereign of your isle. 

Yet so surpassing fair, brief instant wish’d 
Those wrathful Briton Chicb> their leafy screen 
A thin transparent I'loiid: of his high charge 
Brief while foi^elful,Sainor stood entranced, 

Fearing her form should fleet too swift away. 

Came it from earth or air, yon savage shape, 

His garh, if garb it be, of shaggy hair 
Close folding o’er his dusky limbs, his locks 
And waving matted beard like cypress boughs 
On bleak heatli swaying to llic midnight storm / 

Game he from yon deep wood J On the light spray 
No leaf is stirring. On the winged winds 
Rodc-hj! No breeze awakes the noontide air. 

Mid ihM arm'd throng, dismaying, undisniay'd, 

With a strange eye dilated, as unused 
To common sights of earth, and voice that seem'd 
Rarely to hold discourse with human ears, 

* He it tadecoraiod by ibe W'vbh l*ocu. See Trnntl. of ih ; Bri:i 
of Ty/iili», by l*wep Hobertt. 


. Joy,» and again, and thrice he uttered * Joy.* 

Cower’d llors .1 on liis palsiwl steed , a^’liast, 

As toiling to ili'spise the thinghe feard, 

S.iie llengist. » Joy to Bridegroom and to Bride| 
W hy hhoidd not man rejoice, and earth I 

Beyond tlie sphcie of man, the rouniVof TOrth, b 

There’s loud rejoicing;’t is not in the heavens! 1 

And many minisirant Angels shake their wings ^ 

In gladness, wings that arc not plumed with light. 

The dead-arc jocund, not the dead in bliss. 

Your coucii is blest—by all whose blessings blast, 

All things unlovely gralulatc your love. 

1 v.'e the nuptial pomp, the nuptial song 
1 hear, and full the pomp, for Hate, and Fear, 

And excellent Dishonour, and bright Shame, 

And rasc'cheek’d Grief, and jovial Discoutcut, 

And that majestic herald, Infamy, 

Anil that high noble, Servitude, are there, I 

A blithesome troop, a gay and festive crew. I 

And tlie Land’s curses are the bridal hymn, j 

Sweetly and shrilly doth lli' accordant Isle I 

Imprecate the glad |[ymcoe.an song. j 

.So joy again, 1 say, to Britain’s King, j 

That Ltketh to bis bosom Britain’s fate, j 

Her biMuliful destruction to his bed. I 

And joy to Britain’s Queen, who bears her fa'iti ' 

bright a dowry and profuse, long years 
Of war and havoc, and fair stre.niis of blood. 

And plenteous ruin, loss of crown and fame, i 

And full perdition of the immortal soul; | 

So thrice ag.iin I utter ‘joy,’ ‘ joy,’ ‘ joy!’■ I 

Then upsprung spcai to strike, and bicker'd bow 
r.re spear could strike, or shaft could fly, the path 
Was bare and vacant; shape nor sound remain'd; 

Only the voice of Vortigern moan'd out, 

« Merlin,a^and on the long procession past. 

Down in a quiet dale, where hecclien groves 
With inlerehiinging gold and glossy (freen 
O’erinantled the smooth slopes, that fell around ; 

Like a fair amphitheatre, l>ene.ith 
A brook went wand’ring through fresh meadow hanks. 
With a cool summer dasliing, here the Chiebi 
'I'be royal Hermit met, his gentle brow 
Smooth ds a slumbering Angel's plumes (effaced 
Alt traces of this rude and wearing earth, 

All brands of flery passions, wild desires) 

Wore tli.i( calm holiness the siiinted dead 
Smile on the visions of their loved on earth 
His life was like a sleep, with heavenly sighte, 

And liarmonies, as of angelic sounds 

Visiteil ever, nor his barren heart 

Touch'd not the light affections, trembled not 

His spirit with love's fervent swell, hut all 

Most wont lo bear man’s soul to earth, round him 

As (he thill morning clouds around the lark, 

Gather’d, to float him upward to the heavens. 

They at his feet down laid the kingly crown, 

FiilfiU’d their lofty mission. He, the while, I 

W'ith that mild sadness he had watch’d the leaves 
Drip from the sere autumnal bough, survey'd 
Its stalely glittering. • Man of eartli, why mock, 

With gaudy pageantry, and titled pomp, 

The frail nud transient pilgrims of this world. 

The fading flag^flowcr on yon streamlet brink, 

Were garland mecter for oiir mortal brows 

Th.in yon rirb hla/c of gems.* • l*rlncc,» S.imor sp.ikc, 
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' Swuut ib it down the silent Viile ot life 
! To glide away, of all but Heaven forgot, 
j forgetting .ill but Heaven. Of king-born men, 
nf mankind, high deli^ales of lle.-tven, 
bofhe'-the doom, their rare prerogative 
. The luxury o^onferring blibS. Ob, Prince' 

I .Vot by the stream to slumber, not to wsisle 
Idly in joyous dreams the drowsy hours, 
ll.irh Heaven thy kingly hcrit.'ige ordain’d j 
Set badge of Kmpiry on thy brow ; of god 
*rho noblest service is to serve mankind, 

To save a nation all a mortal's power, 

To imitate the Saviour of the world.* 

C;dm answer’d Constans: ■ Earth's exalted fame, 
Orandeurs and glories gleam upon my soul 
hike winiery sun-light on a plain of snow. 

With prayers, a Hermit's arms, I aid your cause— 
Farewell. Why pause ye, as lo question more 
file wisdom of niy choice—lo, you fair orb; 

Mow spotless the fine azure where he holds 
His secret palace, knows not his pure light 
\ stain of dimness, till tli' abode of men 
Pours o’er it its iiifeclious mists.* • Oh, Piinci*! 
r is not the glory of that p<*erlcs8 liglil, 

The barren glitteriog, the unfruitful waste 
or splendour on the still inanimate skies; 
li is the life, the motion, and the joy 
It breathes along this world of man, the I)ro.td 
Munificence of blessing tbai aw.ikes, 

And in its rapturous gratitude springs up. 

To glorify its bounteous source of pridc.» 

«<] sec tliy brow at thine own words on fire; 

Mine, Samor, yet is calm and cold.» ■ Dost thou, 

Constans, all title, claim, and right I'cnounce 
To Britain's throne?* ■ Even free as 1 renounce 
The cverhisting enemy of man.* 

• Will thy voice mingle with the general cry, 

‘ hong live King Emrys?'*—» Long may Kmrys live, 
Kvm the eternal life beyond tlie grave.* 

■ Yet one word mure; *t is perilous in the storm 
For the tall pine, nor less, in evil days, 

For the highdioni and exalted of the state. 

The Saxon hlood'hlounds are abroad for prey, 

S.'uk thou some quiet solitude remote, 

Beyond their prowling rangc.x—Mis arm to Heaven 
Slowly uplifted, » Will they reach me thcrc?» 

Spake the meek Hermit, u there is rest secure.* 

They parted; gentle Elidure aloue, 
lingering with somewhat of an envious gaze, 

View’d llie deep quiet of that placid doll. 

That night were seen along the dusky wood, 

Of more than human stature moving forms, 

P.ile faces circled with black iron helms, 

.\ol of the Briton shape their garb or arms; 

Stealthy their pace and slow; the peasants thought 
Demons of evil that sad night had power, 

And pray’d Heaven’s grace to guard the saintly man. 

At morn roved forth the peasant, down the dale 
Mis dog went bounding to the Hermit’s cell, 

I'or all mute creatures loved the man of God. 

A quick and desolate moaning nearer call’d 
The peasant; in officious grief the dog 
Stood licking tlic cold hand that drooping hung 
Lifeless; the mild composure of his brow 
< )ii the cross rested; praying he had died, 

, And his cold features yet were smiling prayer. 
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• I 

DiiiKwr the bright-hair'd Charioicci of heaven 
Pour’d daylight fioiii liis opal wIicoIk, and Mnick 
Fiom the blue pavement of the sky « lcar llakcb • 

Of a/urc light upon the Easictii mm. 

Aud as the grey mists slowly curl'd away, 

Bose the white cliffs of Kent, like palace fan, 

Or fane of snowy marble, to enshrine 
Blue Amphiiritc, or the Sea-Gods old 
or Pag.m mariner. Bode tall below 
The Saxon navy, ns from midnight sleep 
Wakening; the grey sails in the breeze of nioiii 
'Gan tn'mble, gleaming oars flash in the spray 
The Sca-Kin(;s on the beach in parley stern 
Were mot, nor less than nation’s doom and Lite 
Of kingdoms in their voice. Lo, in the midst 
Siootl huge Cnswalioii; word of mild salniu 
Deign’d not, hut thus addrest the Ocean Lord. 

w Saxon! that o’er this fair and princely ish* 

Thou wouldst win empire by the swoni of war, 

I m.)rvel not, arraign not—’t is a dicain, ' 

A'ohle .IS o’er the heavens to walk abroad, 

(Companion of you bright niajeslic sun. 

.Now, hy my glory, Siixon, 1 nort. 1 l pi.'cr 
.Never Ciswalloii brook’d, save thee alone, 

Tlicc, rival in liis race of pride and power. 

Aim'd with myself and all th' emh.iUted North, 

Not Boni.in Britons, sons of sires who dash’d 
Till* purple Conquerors' haughty wall to earth, 

Aud trampled their strewn ramparts; who ne’er deigii'tl 
n.irtcr for gaudy robe and marble pde, 

Fierce naked freedom, and wild mniiiit.iin rave, 

Will 1, and thou with Saxon spears begirt, ) 

Bow tliis fair Britain to our lordly sway. ' 

Then will we two, from pale perplexed earlli 
Si‘en, like twin meteors battling in high hiMven, 

On some lone eminence w.ige glorious strife, 1 

Sole empire meed of conquest, of defeat 
irticT annihilation, dark and full, 

Solace and lofty comfort.» Bold he paused, | 

Nor Hengist with pale sign of awe or dread i 

Shamed the proud peerage, but with hardy speech I 

Guileful, won faith hy scorning scorn of guile. I 

u Briton, to dare high dec<ls, and to disown, | 

Argues a wavering valour; the firm soul 1 

Vaunts n'sniutc its lofty dangerous scope. j 

To us our Gods o'er ocean and its shores 
Kingly dominion and wide sway have given; 

Were insult to our might and base reproach, I 

The freedom of one soa-t;irl isle, to thee i 

Honouring, not fearing, ’mid our prime wc grant 
Tninsccndant state, and eminence of power. 

Now speed we of th’ immortal Powers iu Heaven, j 

t)iir higli omniscient Fatlicrs, to demand i 

If on the eternal shield of fate be graven 
Buin or Conquest, ere to bold emprise j 

We gird our brazen arms.*—« Of mighty men j 

The gods arc mighty, whom the Saxon fears, 

Tlie paramount of men, ’t were rash to scorn, 

No calm and sunshine deities of peace.*— , 

So spake Caswallun, the mild faith of Christ 
Scoffing with covert mockery; thus th’ All Wiw 
The imaginations of the proud on earth 
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Silent endures, till some brief point of time 
C^rumbles the hi^h-built insolence of yesrs. 

■ Will lltou behold our gods?* fierce Aorsii cried. 

M Then mount the bark, abroad her winijs are spread, 
And fleet along the oltcdieot deep she speeds, 
tear not, proud Briton.»—• Fear!» Caswullon cried; 
All iron as he stood, o’er surf, surge, wave 
fie bounded, hollow rang bis heavy arms, 

The bark her tall side to the troubled waves 
Stoop’d groaning; nor delay’d the Orean King. 

« Brother, farewell! not singly the bold wolf 
Scallcrs the mountain herd; in grim repose 
lie rests expectant of his kindred troop, 

Numhcrless from their shaggy dens they sweep, 

And xpacioun o’er the antlvr’d monarch’s realm 
Spreads the wide ravage of their muster’d might.* 
Stern Ilorsa bow’d assent, yet p.iasi>d to watch 
Tlie proud bark tilting o’er the azure plain. 

Stiitcly she rode her path of light, her sails 
In d.tllianre with the courteous winds: bold Man ' 
Well may thy full heart hound: in earth and air 
The thunder-maned steed, tlie eagle throned 
111 the pavilion of his plumes, stand forth 
(Ircalioii's glories; hut the noblest shape 
'I'hat walks thr> deep thy woikiiiansliip sublime 
Ownetli, and sbirts from thee to life. Vaunt thou, 

Vet Jiumhly vaunt, all greatness is from God. 

Wliat dolphin glancing in liis silver sport, 

More graceful with transliircnt pinion parts 
The liquid azure? vvli.it fjcviathan, 

Huge heaving on the thick Norwegian foam, 

More lordly than (he wlute-wiug’d bark, that wafts 
The So.i King o’er his empire^ the fair waves 
Uisc in their gamesome turhnlcnre, and pay 
Wild homage to that royal Mariner. 

The motion and the murmur of the deep, 

The rushing of the silent, solemn sky, 

Kach ill its deep abyss and )mrc expanse, 

Seeming its secret mysteries of might, 

1(8 ruling soul of everlasting change. 

To veil from irortil knowledge, ever pour, 

O’er s.ivngc ev’n and rude, tumiilluoua awe, 

And exultation of a pleasing dread, 

I'rom dizzy notions of infinity, 

Vague sense of cver-during sights and sounds, 

Inactive though the body, the free spirit, 

Vagrant along the illiiiiibihlc void, 

Perils uncouth and rich uncertainties 
Uanges in restless round, plucks treasures rare, 

That gem the caverns of the hoitry deep. 

Or bathes with sea-maids in tlicir crystal bowers, 

Or with gay creatures and fantastical 
Peoples some dreamy land ; such joys of old 
Imrcd the fierce Saxon from liis darksome woods. 

To launch along the vast and barren sea. 

Such juys through this long voyage, wean’d brief while 
From thoughts of war and war-won empira wide, 
Haughty Caswallon, or from him assumed 
Fierce aspect, and a battailous character. 

'Twas midnight, but a rich unnatural dawn 
Sheets the fired Arctic heaven; forth springs an arch, 
O'erspaoning with a crystal pathway pure 
The starry sky, as though for Gods to march, 

With ^low of heavenly warfare daunting earth, 

To (hat wild revel of the northern clouds. 

That now with broad and baniiery light distinct, 


Stream in their restless wavings to and fro, * 

While the sea billows gleam them mellower hack; 

Anon like slender lances bright upstart. 

And clash and cross with hurtle and with flash, 

Tilting their airy tournament.—« Brave signs,* ^ 

Cried IJengist; «lo, our Gods their sland^^s rear, 

And with glad omen of immortal strife 

Salute our higli-wing’d purpose.*—■ Yea (return'd 

<«i8w.iiIon] from mine own ndvcllyn’s brow, 

Never a hrigluer conflict in the skies 
Taught me tliat war was dear in Heaven: dream ye 
Of tamer faith in gentle Southern skies 
Your smooth and basking deities; our North 
Wooes not with tender hues and sunny smiles 
Soft worship, but emblazons all tlie air 
With semblance of celestial strife, unveils 
To us of their empyreal liails the pomp, 

The secret majesty of godlike war.* 

Oh Lord of Lords! incessant thus assail'd 
That pag.in with his frantic railings Thee, 

Tir Ineffable, yet worshipp’d of thy power 
A faint and pale effect, reflection dim 
From thy suul-hlinding glories. On they sail’d, 

Till o’er (he dark deep now the wintry w'inds 
Swept on tlieif murky pinions, huge and high 
The liquid li^'ions of the main arose; 

Like snow upon the sable pines, the foam 
^ lliing hoary on (heir lower'd fronts; htit slow, 

! Like a triumphant warrior, their hold hark 
Wore onwanl, now upon the loftiest height 
Shaking its streamers’ gay defiance, now 
With brave devotion to tlie prone abyss 
Down rushing. Rut the sternest Saxon cheek 
Fut not to shame that dauntless Landsman; he 
In the strong passion of a new delight 
On the fierce tumult feasts, and almost grieves, 

When now beneath the haven rocks embay’d, 
j The angry waves seem wearying to repose, 

And the slack sails slow droop their flagging folds. 

Their port was southward of tliat Strait, where bursts 
The Baltic, with her massy waves of ice 
Encumbering far and wide the Northern main. 

South, North, and East, the rapid heralds speed. 
Summoning from fen or forest, moor or wild, 

Britain? on thee to banquet, all who bathe 
In Weser, Elbe, or I’.hinc, their saffron locks, 

IJerlog anti Erie ami King; the huntsman hold 
Of hear, or bison, o’er the quaking moss. 

Or grim Vikingcr, who but sues his Gods< 

For tempests, so upon some wealthy coast 
Bursts unforeseen bis midnight frigate fierce. 

And freights its greedy hold with amplest spoil. 

And now have Hengist and Caswallon climb’d 
The chariot of the Oracle; no wheels 
Bear that strange car; like wind along the sea, 

It glides along the rapid rein-deer’s track. 

Beauteous those gentle rein-deer arch’d their necks, 

' And cast (heir palmy antlers back, and spread 
Their broad Fed nostrils to the wind : (hey hear 
Old Hengist's voice, like arrows down (lie gale. 

Like shot-stars through the welkin start they forth. 

The car slides light, the deer bound fleet: they pass 
Dark leagues of pine and fir, the filmy light, 

Shivering with every motion of (lie wind 
On their brown path lies tremulous, o’er them sails, 
Heard through the dismal foliage hissing dirill. 
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And hoarser uroaning of the swaying houghs, 

The funeral descant of the ominous birds. 

Around them the prophetic milk-white steeds,* 

Tlil‘> necks yet virgin of the taming curb, 

With all their loose long glories, arch, and pass 

In solemn siler/hg, and regardless paw 

Xhe iincchoiiig earth. But that old German, set 

Inflexible with bolder hand to draw 

Tliu yeil of dusk futurity, disdains 

These lamer omens. Still the car slides light, 

The deer bound fleet, they pause not, save to quaff 
The narrow cruise, to share their scanty store. 

Like swallows o'er the glassy rivers smooth, 

O'er the pellucid lake, with glittering breast 
Yet wrinkled with its rippling waves, they skinii 
The dead unstirring ocean bears them on ; 

Amid the immortal icc-liills wind tliey now. 

In restless change, God's softer summer works 
Glitter and fade, are bom and die; but these, 
Endiadc-m'd by undissolving snows. 

High Potentates of winter's drear domain, 

Arciimulate their everlasting bulk. 

Eternal and imperishable, stand 
Amid Creation’s swift inconstant round, 

In majesty of silence undisiurb'd, 

Save when from their loug menacing brows they shake 
The ruining Avalanche; unvisited 
By motion, hut of sailing clouds, when sleets 
From their iinwasting granary barb their darts, 

And the grim North-wind loads his rimy wings. 

Nor trace of man, save many a fathom deep, 

Haply dark signs of some tall people strange. 

That walk’d tlie infant earth, may shroud profound 

Their legends inaccessible. They soar 

In headlong precipice, nr pyramid 

Linking the earth and heaven, to which the piles 

Where those Egyptian despots rot sublime. 

Or even that frantic Babylonian tower, 

Were frivolous domes for laughter and for scorn, 

* Nor wants soft interchange of vale, where smiles 
While mimicry of foliage and thin flower. 

Feathery and fanlike spreads the leafy ice, 

With dropping cup, and roving tendril loose, 

As though the glassy dews o'er flower and herb 
Their silken moisture had congeal'd, and yet 
Within that slender veil their knots profuse 
Blossom'd and blusli'd with tender life, the couch 
Less various where the fabled 7.cphyr fans 
Witli his mild wings his Flora's bloomy locks; 

But colourless and cold, these flowering vales 
Seem meetcr for decrepit Winter's head 
To lie in numb repose. The car slides light, 

The deer bound fleet, the long grey wilderness 
Hath something of a roseate glimmering dim. 

And widens still its pale expanse: when lo, 

A light of azure, wavering to display 
No sights, no shapes of darkness and of fear. 
Tremblingly flash'd the inconstant meteor light, 
Showing thin forms, like virgins of this earth, 

Save that all signs of human joy or grief, 

The flush of passion, smile or tear had seem’d 

* ProprIaBs emtU, eqnoniia qaaqna pmscia ae Booltaa eiperiri: 
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tali opera roniarti, qooi prOMOi lacro carru tacerdoa ac r«i wl 
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On the fix’d brightness of each dauling check. 

Strange and unfatural: statues not unlike 
By nature, in fantastic mood congeal'd 
From purest snow, the fair of c:ir(h to shame, 
Surpassing beauteous: breath of mortal life 
Heaved not their bosoms, and no rosy blood 
Tinged their full veins; yet moved they, and thrir steps 
Were harmony. But three of that bright troop, 

The loveliest and the wildest, stood aloof, 

Knmpt by wliat in human form were like 
Impulse divine, of their fine nature seem'd 
The cteriinl instmet. Them no less survey'd 
Caswallon with the knitted brow of scorn : 

Bitter he spake—• No marvel Saxon souls 
Bevel in war’s delights, so stern, so fierce 
Their deities.* Severe witli wrath supprest, 

As one ill-brooking that irreverent mirth 

Scoff’d the feign’d lore, himself ne’er dared to dotiht, 

Answer’d the son of Woden. • These, proud Chid, 

So snowy, soft, and airy, gentle, these 
Arc ministers of destiny aud death. 

The viewless Hitlers of the battle field: 

When sounds the riisliiiig of their s<ihlc steeds, 

Down sink the summon'd mighty, and expand 
Valhalla's cloudy portals; to their thrones 
They lln* triumphant strangers lead, and pour 
Lavish the eternal beverage of the Gods. 

Mark thou yon bright-huir'd three’ and would thy soul 
Grasp the famed deeds of ancient time, or know 
The master spirits of our present world. 

Lo Giidiir, she whose deep myst<‘rinus soul 
Treasurelli the past, and Bosta, who beholds 
All acts and agents of this living c.irlh ; 

She too is there before whose spacious siglit 
Tlic years that have not been start up and live, 

Who reads within the soul of man unhurn 
The iitiimugined purpose, of the sage 
SkuUla the sagest. Ask and thou shall know.* 

—« I am not King of Britain, have not been; 

Hateful the present and the past, my soul 
Tliirsteth for what shall hc.»—Then llengist spake 
In tone of mix'd authority and prayer, 

• Queen of the Future, Valkyr, hear and sptxik, 

Speak to the Son of Woden.*—All the troop 
Instant the thin bright air absorb'd alone, 

Storxl Skulda with licr white hair waving wide, 

As trembling on the verge of palpable being, 

Beady to languish too in light away. 

■ O'er Britain’s isle doth Woden to his sons 
<;ivc cmpircln She, but in no human tone, 

E'er from the soul’s emotion harsh or soft, 

One glittering rich unvarying lone replied, 

u To thine, but not to thee?*—And, u I am thine,* 
Ciswallon shouted loud, and sternly shook 
Ills visionary si’cptre. *' Whence tlie foe 
Fatal to llengist, and to llcngist's sway?* 

■ Not from the mountain, Saxon, from the Vale.* 
Heard, heeded not the Mountain Chief that strain 
Dire and ill-boding, or if heard, disdain’d 
Adverse what prosperous seem'd a voice from Heaven. 

■ By what rich rite,* he cried, • may Briton Chief 
Win favour from high Woden!*—v Not the blood 
Of steed or stag; a flower of earth must fade. 

Blest o’er all virgins of the earth, the chaste. 

The beautiful, by Heaven ordain’d to lead 
The souls of valiant men to the pale hall 
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Of ihc Immortal; air her paili, and Heaven 
IJer dwollin(;» wilh the fair and brave rieardi 
Her sole communion’*— aAv my future throne, 

Proud office for the daughter of a King! 

A royal damsel, mine own blond, ulinll join 
Your cloudy myateries,*—A hue like joy 
Overspread all her face and form, while slow 
Into i!»c air the brighten’d indistinct 
Kven now, and now invisible. Sad seem’d 
In gloomy converse with his own dark mind 
OhI llengist, nor despair'd that bold of soul, 

111 pride of human wisdom to revoke 
The irrevocable, wliat himself deem’d fate 
lly force or fraud to master or elude. 

O glorious eminence of virtuous fame, 

CloriOMs from peril! Warrior of the V.d(>s, 
>'nt(.‘-.signiil’d Ssimor, vaunt not thou the love 
OF a Itlind people, or weak prince: tby lioast 
Thu sworn unerring Ii.itc of llritain’s foe. 

So pass’d they forth, one in wild joy elate, 

Aln'ady in Ins high disdainful thought 
Wicliiiiig Kiiprcmacy; each of fix'd f.ite 
Nought Itecding, hut what fe<l his fierce desires. 

The car slidi's light, the d(>er bound Meet, nor sun 
Nor star in all the liary heavens. Snow, snow, i 

Above, arotiml, heiieatk. (Inblindod yet, | 

Drive nii the kingly charioteers, and shake i 

The showery plum.ige from tlicir locks; fast fades 
The long pale plain, the giant icc>hi)ls sink. 

Likes, rivers, seas are patient of their s])ecd, 

Huge, dim, and dusk tlie forest pines rush hack, 

Now* pant the brown deer by that ocean hay. 

How desolate are now thy unplough'd waves, 

Dark Baltic! wandering Elbe, thy icy breast 
How silent of thy hunters. Sleep thou calm 
Amid thy wanton vineyards, Gaul! no more 
Thu hhie-cyed Phindercis, bridging thy broad Rhine, 
Waste thy inebriate harvests’ clustering pride. 

Sin|; songs of joy, soft Italy! o’er thoo 

Rut Alaric aiul Aiiila drive on 

Their chariot wheels of conquest, this their peer 

In majesty of havoc, in renown 

Of devastation, this, the fiercer third 

OF liiiiiinn Furies, scapest thoii: therefore sing. 

Soft Italy; for 1o, at llengist’s call. 

Vast Germany dispeoples her wiilc realm, 

Deserts to silence and the heasts of game 
Her long and soundless forests. Seems the North 
The forge of Nations, in one fleet t’ exhaust 
Her iron wealth of warriors; helmed high 
The Suevian wilh his ' towery knotted locks, 

Frisian and Scandinavian, Ciinbrian rich 
In ancient vaiintage of his sires, who clomb 
The Alpine suows, and shook free Rome with dread. 

And other nameless, numberless, swiHip forth 
Their hands; but three almost in nations came: 

The Jute, the Anglian, and the Ssixon, each 
loiaving earth bare for many a lonesome league, 

His wives, his children, and his Gods embarks, 

On the fierce qncst of peril and of power. 

Then forth arose caeh Chieftain to salute 
The pole-star of their baleful galaxy. 

Prime Architect of ruin: him who sway’d 
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Their lint marauding, desultory strife 

To cool anil steady warfare, of their limbs 

The domineering soul. As each past on 

Shook up the Scald his Jiarsli-slrung shell, and ca>*^ 

The war tones of each nation to the winds; 

.\nrl llcngist wilh imperious llatlery«rq^ , 

Each tali and titled Leader; • Art thou here, ' 

Bold Frisian Hermingard! a broader isle 
And f.iircr than thy azure Rhine laves round, 

Spreads for thee her green valleys. How hrook’sl thou, 
Strong Scandinavian loidhrug, thou the Chief 
Of the renown’d Vikinger, while the waves 
So nobly riot with the wintry storms, 

The tame and steadfast land? Now freely leap, 

Arngrim, along tliy Suevian forests brown 

The bear and foam-tusk'd wild bo.ir ; let them leap, 

A braver game is up on Britain’s shore. 

0 Cerdic, grey in glory, young in power. 

The Drave ran purple with thy boyish deeds, 

A darker, redder dye, o’er silver Thames 
' SI..ill spread before thy ancient battle .ixe. 

Ho, Off.i, the rich-flowing mead hath worn 
Your Jutland cups, beneath the British helms 
Capacious goblets smooth and Fair await 
Off.i’s caroiisiils. Heir of Cimbric fame, ‘ 

Frnihn, how these, of late the Roman’s slaves. 

Will the rare daunt, who set our Thor afrout 
The Roman’s Capilolian Jove. And thou, 

My gold-hair’d brother, are the British maids, 

Or British warriors, Abisa, the first 

III the fierce yearnings of thy boyish soul? 

.\i]d In the mighty Anglian ; oh, unfold 

Ocean more wide, more wealthy realms, too brief, 

Too narrow for Ar|;antyr’s fame, the round 
Of this the clioicc, the Sovereign of thine isles.* 

Thereat a sound of clattering shields arose, 

As all the rocks around with one harsh rift 
U.ul rent asunder: • Fair must be the land, 

And brave the conquest, plenteous the renown. 

Whore llcngist leads strong Woden’s sceptred sons !* * 

But inly laugli’d Gaswalinn, as he long’d 
With each or all to match his Briton strength; 

On the proplietic Valkyr thought, and glanced 
Proud pity on the legends of their praise. 

Adv.'inccd Arg.mtyr, his hold grasp apart. 

As pcei his peer, led Hengist. uThou and 1, 

S.ixon, must have our compact; dark I know 
Thy paths of strife, while my frank valour loves 
The broad bright sunshine; thou by sleight and art 
Miiiest thy slow conquest; I wilh naked sword 
Affixint my peril, till its menacing height 
Bow to the dust before me; for bold war, 

For noonday battling, tender I mine arm. 

But no allegiance own to subtle craft; 

To peace Argantyr doth revolt when thou 
Arriiy’st stern war in the smooth garb of guile.* 
uTlie weak, Aqpintyr, and the friendless, need 
Such politic skill; I take thee at ihy word. 

Who skulks a fox when he dare prowl a wolf f 
Power charters force; where strong Argantyr stands 
Is power.—And now aboard, brave Chiefe, aboard, 

Or the soft spring o'ertakes our tardy keels, 

And with her slothful breezes smooths the skics.s 
Wonderous that ocean armament; in shoals 
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Rklu lioat and bark, innumcrous as the wavee 
That show wtiitu slender streaks of foam between 
Their tawny sides, save here and there towers up 
St/mu statelier admiral in lordly height 
O’er tlie frail comm’nulty, wliosc limber ribs 
Are the light wt^jt^, cas^ with sturdy hides 
JVheir level bottoms smooth. ^ Oh, that frail Ulan, 

« ^Itoose-wovcn frame of dissoluble stuff, 

Uncharter'd from the boisterous license rude 
Of pitiless winds and fierce unfetter’d waves, 

To that unshackled libertine, wild Chance, 

Amenable, unguaranteed from burst 
' And Inroad of invading surge, that he, 

Willi such thin barrier between life and death. 
Should sit and skim along the ocean waste, 

Ciirelcss as rouiden in a flowery field ; 

Valour or frenzy is it? They their toil 
IMy nimbly, and with gallant oar chastise 
Tlie insurgent billows, tlieir despotic sails 
l.ords o’er the wild democracy of air. 

Less vast, and manu'd with tamer, feebler spiriis, 

In later days, against our Virgin Queen, 

The Spaniard's mad Armada; but the flag 
’ Of llowanl, and the Almighty’s stormy hand, 
lleliod their bragganl baptism, so they won 
Brave conquest 1 graves in ocean's barren caves, 

Or on the whirlpool^irdcd Orcades. 

But onward rides that Pagan licet: young Spring 
llatli scarcely tipt the leafless woods with green ; 
Tyne's jetty tide is blanch’d with German oars. 

Now whither with that dark-brow’d priest set forth 
Old lleiigisl and the Briton Mountain Lord? 

Is It, fell licngist, that Cuswallon’s name 
Paragon thine in Britisli hate, close link'd 
By fellowship in nameless rites accurst. 

Be hence more deeply, execrably thine? 

Or, from weak credence in such impious Gods, 

Urgest thou that full sacrifice? Oh, where 
The spotless Virgin doom'd (so wild the creed) 

^hc Valkyr’s aii-y troop to join, and glide 
Immortal through Valhalla’s cloudy halls? 
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Sunk was the sun, and up the eastern heaven, 

Like maiden on a lonely pilgrimage, 

Moved the meek Star of Kve; the wandering air 
Breathed odours; wood, and wavelcss lake, like man, 
Slept, weary of the garish Imbbling day. 

Dove of the wilderness, thy snowy wing 
In slumber droops not; Lilian, thou alone, 

’Mid the deep quiet, wakest. Dost thou rove, 
Idolatrous of yon majestic moon, 

That like a crysuUthroned queen in Heaven, 

Scums with her present deity to hush 
To beauteous adoration all the earth ? 
fffght seem the solemn silent mountain tops 
Stand lip and worship, the translucent streams 
Down the hill sides glittering cherish the pure light 
Beneath the shadowy foliage o’er them flung 

' PriinniD COBS Mlit, nsriefseto Tlislse pstrSBi 
Tesitiir in pappln, onoquo ioJuls juvoBco, 

V<>clorio poiieot tumidum lupor croicat aaoem , 

Si4' VooeluR KiscnODlo fuKSine Brilapim* 

* .^nrigal ocesno. Lvca'i. 


At intervals; tlie lake, so silver white, 

Glistens, all indi|tinct the snowy sw.ins 
Bask in the radiance cool: doth lalian muse 
To that apparent Queen her vesper hymn? 

Nursling of solitude, her infant couch 
Never did mother watch, within the grave 
She slept unwnking ; scornful turn’d aloof 
(aiswallon, of Uiose pure instinctive joys 
By fathers felt, when playful infant grace, 

Touch’d with a feminine softncM, round the heart 
>Vinds its light maze of undefined delight, 
Contemptuous; he with haughty joy beheld 
Ills hoy, fair Malwyu, him in bossy shield 
Hock’d proudly, him upbore to mountain steep, 
Fierce and iiudaunted, for their dangerous nest 
To liattic with the eagle's clamorous brood. 

But she the while from human tenderness 
I-Atrangcd, and gentler feelings that light tip 
The cheek of youth with rosy joyous smile, 

Like a forgotten lute, play’d on alone 
By rli.anRe-c.iressing airs, amid the wild 
Be.iutoously pale, and sadly playful grew, 

A lonely rliild, hy not one hunniu heart 
Ih'loved, and loving none; nor strange, if learnt 
Her native fund affections to einlir.ice 
Things senbcless and inanimate, she loveil 
All flow’iets that with neli cmbroidei'y fair 
Kiiainel the green earth, the odorous thyme, 

Wild rose, and roving eglantine, nor spared 
To mourn their fading forms with eUildish tears. 

Grey birch and aspen light she loved, that droop 
Flinging the crystal stream ; the sportive hna'ze 
That w.inloii’d with her brown and glossy lueks, 

The siinheam eliequering the fresh hank. Ere dawn 
Wandering, and wandering still at dewy eve, 

By Glenderamakiu’s flower-empurpled marge, 
Derwent’s blue lake, or Greta’s wilderiiig glen. 

Bare sound to her was human voire, scarce heard, 
S.IVC of lior aged nurse, or shepherd maid 
Soothing the child with simple tale or song, 
lienee, all she knew of earthly hopes and fears. 

Life's sins and sorrows; better known the voice 
Ih'Iovcd of lark from misty morning cloud 
Blithe carolling, and wild melodious notes 
Mc.ml mingling in the summer wood, or plainl. 

By moonlight, of the lone night-w.irhhng bird. 

Nor they of love unconscious, all around 
Fearless, familiar they their descants sweet 
Tuned emulous, iier knew all living shapes 
That tenant wood or rock, dun roe or deer. 

Sunning liis ilappled side at noontide crouch’d, 
Goiirtiiig her fond caress, nor flo<l her gnze 
The brooding dove, but murmur'd sounds of joy. 

One summer noon, the silvery birchen shade 
Pendant above from dripping crag her brow 
Veil'd from the fiery sunbeam, gems of spray 
Gleam'd cool around with watery rainhow-liglit, 
From a pure streamlet down its rocky bed 
Dashing sweet music; slie on mossy couch 
Sate listening the blithe thrush, whose airy notes 
In amorous contention Echo caught 
Bexponsivc. Sudden droop'd its flagging wing 
The timorous bird of song, and fluttering sought 
Soft refuge in the maiden's snowy breast. 

She o’er the nestling prisoner folding light 
Her careless vest, stood gazing, where, awhile 


MIIiMAN’S POETICAL WORKS, 


Dark in the sun-cIoud*s while, came fiercely down 
A fiwoopin^ falcon: at her sight it check'd; 

Its keen eye bright with joy, th* admiring bird 
Fearfully beauteous floated in the air, 

Its silver wings, and glossy plumage grey, 

Glanced in the sun-light. Up the maiden gazed, 
Smiling a pale and terrified delight. 

And seem’d for that loved warbler in her hn*asc 
Beseeching merry. *Mid the green-wood Siink 
Tir obedient bird; she, joyous at his flight. 

Her bosom half reveal'd, with gentle hand 
Caressing smoothed her captive’s ruffled plumes. 

Anon around a frighted th.inkful look 
Glancing, wh.it seem’d a human shape she saw, 

Or more than human; stately on his arm 
The falcon sate, and proudly flapp’d his wings. 

She turn’d to fly, yet fled not, turn’d to gaze, 

Yet dared not raise her downcast eye; she felt 

Her warm cheek, why she knc'w not, blush, her hand 

Unconscious closer drew her bosom's fold. 

With accent mild the Stranger brief delay 
Entreated ; she, albeit Jiis gentle words 
Kell indistinct on her alarm'd ear, 
liislening delay’d, and still at fall of eve 
Delay’<1, e'en then witli dim reverted eye. 

Slow lingering on her winding homeward path. 

No more in pomp of war, or vaulting steed, 

Joyeth the Son of Vorligcrn, nor feast 

Willi jocund harpings, and rich-jcweli'd dames, 

Outshining in their pride the starry heavens. 

As r.iir the spring-flower’s bloom, os graceful droops 
The wild ash spray, as sweet the mountain bee 
Murmurs, melodious breathes the twilight grove, 
Unheard of her, unheeded, who crewhile 
Visited, constant as thq morning dew, 

Those playmates and sweet sisters of her soul. 

In one sole image sees the enamour’d maid 
Concentrated all qualities of love, 

All beauty, grace, and majesty. The step 
Of tall stag prancing stately down the glen, 

The keen bright fierceness of the eagle’s glance, 

And airy gentleness of timorous roe, 

And, more than all, a voice more soothing soft 
'fhan wild-bird’s carol, or the murmuring brook. 

With eloquence endued and melting words 
So wondrous; though unhe.ird since eve, the sounds 
Come mingling with her midnight sleep, and make 
The damask of her sluoiberiug cheek grow warm. 

And she is now beneath the moonlight rock, 

Chiding the rippling waters that efface 
That image on its azure breast distinct, 

Garb, forui, and feature, Vortimer; though mute, 

As prodigal of fondness, his bright face 
Looks up to her with glance of tenderer love, 

Than wild-dove to its mate at earliest spring. 

Oft hath that moonlight wax’d and waned, since last 
He parted, all of him that could depart; 

Save that no distance could remove the words. 

The look, the touch, that lives within her still, 

The promise of return sworn on her lips. 

And hark it comes, his steed along the glen; 

She o'er the lucid mirror stooping, braids 
Hasty her dark-brown tresses, bashful smiles 
Of vic^ vanity flit o’er her cheek, 

Tin^Aks settled paleness. Now't is near, 

Datima' djd Vortimer with iron hoof 


• 

Braise the green flowery sward that Lilian loves. 

! A gentle frown of winning fond reproach 
Arch'd her dark eyelash, as her head she turn d, 

Ah! not on Vortimer. Her father stood 
B.ifore her, stern and dark, his trembling child 
; Cheer’d nor fond word, nor greetin|vyrt hfe arm 
Clasp’d round her, on his steed again he sprung. 

And on through moon-light and through sliadc he 
spurr’d. 

Gleam’d like a meteor’s track his flinty road, 

Like some rude hunter with a snow-white fawn, 
llis midnight prey. Anon, the mountain path 
'Gan upward wind, the fiery courser paused 
Breathless, and faintly raising her thin form; 

« Oh, wliithcr bear yc me?* with panting voice. 
Murmur’d. Caswallon spake unmoved, « to death.* 

• Death, father, death is comfortless and cold! 

Aye me ! when maiden dies, the smiling mom, 

The wild birds singing on the twinkling spray, 

^'akc her no more; the summer wind breathes soft. 
Waving the fresh grass o'er her narrow bed. 

Gladdening to all but licr. Senseless and cold 
She lies; wliilc all she loved, unlieard, imseeu. 

Mourn round her.* Tliere broke off her faiiltering 
voice. 

Dimly, with farewell glanrc, she roved around, 

Never before so lieauliful the lake, 

Like a new sky, distinct with stars, the groves, 

Green banks and shadowy dells, her haunts of bliss. 
Smiled, ne’er before so lovely, their last smile; 

The fountains seem’d to wail, the twilight mists. 

On the wet leaves were weeping all for lier. 

Had not her own tears blinded her, there too 
She surely had beheld a youthful form, 

Wandering the solitary glen. Bui loud 
The courser neigh’d, down bursting, wood and rock 
Fly backward, the wide plain its weary length 
Vainly outspreads; and now't is midnight doe]i. 

Ends at a narrow glen their fleet career. 

That narrow glen was paled with mde black rocks, • 
Th(n*e slowly roll'd a brook its glassy depth; 

Now in the moon-beams wliite, now dark in gloom. 

She lived, she breathed, she felt to her denied 
That sole sad happiness (he wretched know, 

Ev’n from execs', of feeling, not to feel. 

Behold her gentle, delicate, and frail. 

Where all around, through rifted rock and wood, 

Grim features glare, huge helmed forms obscure 
People the living gloom, with dreary light 
Glimmering, as of the moon from iron arms 
Coldly reflected, lovely stands she there, 

Like a blest Angel ’mid th' accurst of Hell. 

A voice is heard.—■ Lo, mighty Monarch, here 
The stream of sacrifice; to man alone 
Fils the proud privilege of bloody death 
By sh.ift or mortal steel; to Hula's realm, 

Unblooded, woundlcss, must tlie maid descend; 

So ill the bright Valhalla shall she crown 
Fur Woden and his Peers the cup of bliss." 

Her white arms round her father’s rugged neck 
Winding with desperate fondness, site 'gan pour, 

As to some dear, familiar, long-loved heart, 

Most eloquent her inarticulate prayers. 

Is the dew gleaming on his cheek? or weeps 
The savage and tlie stern, yet still her sire ? 

But some rude arm of one, whose dreadful f.tcc 
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' Shu dared not gn/u on, soi/cd her. Gloomy stood, 
Foldin^r his wolf>skiji xnaotlu to conueai 
The ghiidduriD({ of his hu{;u and mailed form, 
Oiswallon. Tlicn again Uiu voice came forth, 

• Fast w.intis the night, the Gods brook no delay, 
Monarch of Ur^aiu, speed.» He, at that name 

^baking all huir^ from his soul, flung back 

^The foldings of his robe, and stood elate, 

As haughty of some glorious doi'd, nor knew 
narbariaii blind as ])rniid, who fi'cls no more 
The mercies and afrections of his kind, 

(^asts off the image of God, a man of ill, 

With all his nature’s earth, without its hciiven. 

A sound is in the silent night abroad, 

A sound of broken waters, rings of light 

Flout o’er the dark stream, widening to the shoie ' 

And lo, her re-appearing form, oa soft 
As fountain Nymph by W'eary hmiU'r seen, 

In the tone twilight glcii; the inooiiliglit gleam 
Falls tenderly on her hesccehing face, 
lake the halo of expitiiig S.iint, sIk* seems 
lang(‘ring lo lie upon the water lop, 

As to enjoy once more th.it light beloved, 

.\nd treimiloiisly moved tier suiiiidless lips 
As syll.tliUug the n.ime of Voilmiei; 

Then deep she sank, and quiet the cold stieani, 
riieonscious of its gudt, went urldying on, 

And look’d up loM'ly to the g.i/iiq; moon. 

^^'hal deepest ihunghls, young Voi'liiiier, liave place 
Within thy secret breast? thou slowly lidcst 
l»y F.imoiit’s alder biink, thy silver aims 
Through the brown eopsi‘witli mooiisliineghlteringdim 
Is't that Lite fight by 1 li.inet, wh(>u the fire 
From ilime and lloiau’s steel, frequent and led, 
burnt the p.ile sea-spray / or thy stately eb.irgc, 

With show of Biilisii war, to cuib and check 
The threatening Caledonian ** or what bathes 
Yoiitli’s ebeek in bitterest .uid most g.ill-like tears, 

Tliy f.ither’s slianii', the curse that, uiireJeem'd 
Jiy lliy young valuiii, bis once kingly ii.ime 
brands with the deep-seard cliaracters of bate 

Or is’t th.it gentle Maid hy Derwent lake, 
tier flower-wreallied tresses and her pale sweet smile ' 
liow pleasant, after w'ai and juunicying fleet 
To brilain’s Northern rc.ilm, fioiri Kent’s while cliffs. 
Once inoie to see her ciuly gliding foot 
Skimiiiing the morning dews, to hear her voiee, 

As aitlc'ss, as inelodiniis, melt on .lir, 

Among the wood-birds matins to surprise 
Thine own dear name upon her bashful lips! 

What floalcth down the stream a deep dead white 
Amid the glittering moonshine, wheic the stream 
Uuns black bencatli the thicket hou(;hs, still white, 
bull slowly tlriliiiig, like a dying swan, 

I n snowy beauty, on its watery bier ! 

Oil, were but Lilian here! perchance its neck 

P^^Jbiiuo ouiem quern Rom immolAiKlnm obiulprui. in fontem qiii nil 
locum tncriBciorum Rtuluriubai Yiiu» icDmsr(;i*lmliir . qui •> tunift 
wnturi-t nuimnin, fnuaUini rimundiiliant kiU'crilotes >ntuiu uiosquo 
tmle vrciitum in vioniiin iiemuH, qund vocrum lU'cdebonl, 
dtiuu*. inior Deo* iraniilninni aftirmabAnt. Quo fnctumciai, ui 
licDluui *0 (redcrel. qui vo iminulatiouo o vifi* exixslerel. Aci'idit 
iHinnuiiquniii rct,»,c* i)i«o« •imili lorlu delocto* viviiuidri. Quod quin 
lau<ai<KiiDtiin ri-({no libatiieu o‘«tiniubAiiir, lotiu* {Hi)>uli iiiiiititudo 
film ■mtnnt.i (on»rAlulutbmo tam iniif'iio* yiciioiA* proioquolianiiir. 
Kniiuvoio Hic duhiDUo* nun oronino mnri, »ud lam illoi qoum *0 
tli|Oi> iniuiorlalf* cw, Olai » Maoavr. Hook cHp. (>. 


May .Struggle up, lo the still waves to chnmit 
Ite own soft reqijlem, the most gentle hi'eath. 

Must fjincifully, delicately sweet, 

That ever soothes the miduight’s dewy calm. 

Near, and more iieiir, it takes a huinan shape 
Some luckless maiden ; haply her loved youth 
Awaits her at the well-known place, upbraids 
Tier broken faitli, as fond as Vortimer, 

As full of love. ’T is closer now, he leaps 
From his high steed, he draws it to the shore 
Scarce time fur fancy or for fear, the moon 
(^tiieiich’d her hro.id light lichiiid a rushing cloud, 
v^d utter darkness settled round, lie s.ile 
in solitude, with that cold lifeless thing; 

He d.ired not leave it, for a hideous thuuglit 
W.is in his brain.—« Why is it like to ihw, 

My Lilian ’ he it any one but thou— 

Hopelessly cold, li'i*cvoc.ibly cold . 

It cMiinoi 1)0, and yet’t w.ts like: Iiei heiglil, 

Her slender waist like l.ihan's, and her hair 
As dainty soft, nml trick’d with (loweis,’t is she, 
And ] will kiss her, pardon if I eir. 

If stranger lips round, smooth like thine; but oh' 

So coldly p.uisive! when we p.iiled, thine 
Thwaited me with a slniggliiig bashfuliK'SS, 

And, won at length, with meek surrender swell'll. 
Wild and delirious fancy! many a maid 
ll.ilh {nil loiiiid bps, to Irii'k the li.ur with llow’cis 
’T IS comiiioii vainly. If dead, even deail, 

So chilly senseless Ldi.iu could not he 
'I'o VoiHuiit’s cmhtace. Oh, but for ll|;lil, 

Thoiigli dim and scanty as a glow-worm’s (ire, 

To make me smely, hopelessly undone! 

Alight but tins raeking ignoiaiice. D.iwii forth, 
Thou tortoise-footed sluggard. Morn' one beam. 
Thou pitiless cold .Moon !■—Morn dawn’d not yet, 
Anri p.ile and thick reiisaiii’d the moonless sky. 
D.iikiicss aiound, the dead within his ai'irts, 

He Sate, even like a poison'd iiiaii, (hat waits, 

Yet haunted liy a miserable hope, 

The p.ilpiibh: eohl siekiu.^ in Ins veins. 

And yearns to live or die, scarce cares he which. 

So one weie ceilahi. but when slow the dawn 
(’nveird its filmy light, he tuin’d away 
1-rom lliat wliieli iiiight lie Lilian’s f.iee, and pray’d 
Kven foi the hateful, dun, iineertaiii gloom, 

As now by habit the slow-creeping grief, 

, Winding like ivy round and round his hc.irl. 

Were r.iptiire, and not h(;htly lo be lost. 

It seem’d iiiicoiihcioiisly his liaml held up, 
(Jucoiiscionsly rleclined his heavy eye. 

When* slowly brighten’d on that lifeless facr* 

'llie intrusive beauty; one tress lay across, 
0 ’erspre<iding yet ■( thin .ilid shadowy doubt, 

.Move It he dare not, but the ofliciouH wind 
At length dispersed it. Ah the thought, ibc feat 
Were m'w, were sudden, like the lightning fl.'tsh 
'Fhat sfidPt the infant in its mother’s ainiH, 

Smote on him (he dire certainty. He clasp’d 
Hit damp dead chock to his.—■ Thus, meet we thus, 
Lilian, my Lilian, silent, strange, and cold * 

1 do not hid tlicc fondly gaze, nor ask 
Long garrulous welcoming,—but speak, but move' 
Lilian , ne’er iboughl I, I sbonld live to loathe 
Thy gentle presence.—Most iiiigraicfiil giil. 

And I for thee forsook my wairior tiiist, 
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Was truant to my countiya cauAe for thee. 

By the (jreon Tecs my murmuring camp, upbraids 
My soft unwarlike ul>8cnce—aye, upbraid! 

Henceforth finds Fortune no ndicre in this soul 
To fasten misery on; I lau(*h at Fate, 

For 1 am past its wavcriiii; malirc now. 

Thinks she with hollow (piuds of fame, and clan(; 

Of cymbal praise, to lure me forth, a bland 
And courteous pnrasitu in her fond train ? 

No ; liang ihou there, my liclin, my hroad-barFd shield 
Bust on yon bank; my sword, one duty m<*r<', 

To shape the smooth turf for my I.ilinn’s grave; 

Thy bridal bed, sweet Maid, it should have been. 

Where thou and Vortiniur hud met. Thy grave 
Shall he my field of feme, rny wreath of piide 
The flowers the courteous spring shall lavisli there ; 
And I ’ll have glory in my depth of woe— 

A wild and strange delight in my despair: 

Not yet, the cold earth must not pait us yet, 

One glimmer more from thine eye’s dark-fringed Iduc, 
One throb, one tremor, though it he the hist 
In thy soft limbs—dead, sightless, icy dead !■— 

O’er liis lost Love, thus that sad Prince, undream’d 
The hell-horn secret of her fate, arraign’d 
Diind Chiince for keen-eyed Man’s earth-sullying sins. 

But southward far the savage fleet bore on. 

On I'lnmborough-head the morning sun look’d dusk 
Through thcirdimsails; whore Scarborough’s naked foot 
Spurns back, and saith, « no furtlicr,* to the waves, 
From cleft and cave the sullen sea-birds sprang, 
Wheeling in air with dury flight, and shriek’d 
Their dreary fears abroad. The Shepherd, wont 
O’er level Lindesay view the watery plain. 

Blue trembling to the soft horizon's line, 

Sees, like a Italeful portent from the heavens. 

That sable train of gloom warp slowly past. 

Th' Icenian coast (that sceptcred woman’s realm, 
hondiira, who from her fair body sl.ikcd 
The stain of Roman lust in Roman blood,) 

Looks haggard, with distracted faces wan, 
l]o<>r age, fair youth, the woman and the child. 

From 1>ooch or steep cliff, gazing now to Heaven, 

Now on that ocean army’s watery march. 

Oil Nelson! if the unborn soul distinct 
Amid the loose infinity of space, 

Be visited by apparitions dim 

Of this eartli’s fleeting Present, and inhale 

Faint foretaste of its mortal piissions, thou, 

When, with usiiiping prow, that foreign fleet 
1).iiinled thy Britain, thou didst surely yearn 
To unnrdain'r] iiiiiturity to force 
Thy unripe being, to fureseizc from Fate 
Thy slow existence. Oh, the days must dawn, 

When Suson and when Briton, melted off 
All feud, all hate, all discord, of their strength 
And valour blent th' abstract and essence rich. 

One sword, one name, one glory, and one God, 

From their bright armoury of Captains, thee 
Their chosen thunderbolt ^all usher forth, 

From the leagued Nations’ frantic grasp to wrest 
Britain’s allotted sceptre of the sea. 

A brighter AOd more British battlement. 

Than tender ferllM of women, the pale dread 
Of infanta and decrepit eld, from Thames 
To Thanet crown the pale-browed eliffs of Kent. 

As when from AnJU that immortal fleet 


Swept the iF^can, all the hollow licach, 

Ami every Phrygian promontoi^ glow’d 
With brazen battle, here the Morning's Son, 

Swarth ftlemnon, here the inviilncrahlc strength * 

Of Cycnus, here the be.irdlcss Troilus, 

Uuwounded by soft Creshcidc’s arrowij^es; 

Here Hector, seeking through the watery route 
The tall Thess.ilian prow, with fatal thirst 
Furious even then, the Mlver-fonted Queen 
To orpli.m of her hcavcn-soul'd boy. So broad, 

So hr.ive in splendour tower’d the rampart bold 
Of British Warriors oii that pallid shore. 

On Thanet arc the Sea King Brethren*mct. 

Their greeting in that fiercely sportive strain 
That, elevate with imminent success, 

Scoffs at past ill.—« On Thanei’s mar{;e well met, 

Krie Horsa; now meseums our spacious realm 
Is somewhat waste and shrunken, since we last 
View’ll its fair confines; for such noble guests 
And numerous as attend our royal march, 

Our kingdom’s harbours sliow too close, our land 
Narrow and hiief for such free spirits’ range. 

Ill liiishandry I our fertile province wide 
To barter for this spare and meagre isle. 
llori>a, for anchorage and breathing space 
Our weary mariners roust e'en go sue 
Their gentle Briton neighbours; haply they, 

Knowing our native courtesy, may cede 

From their abundance some fair lungiics of earth.» 

■ Ingrate and blind (cried llorsa), they forswear 
Our mild dominion; to their King’s behest 
llebellious, they proclaim the Briush earth 
The undivided, indivisible right 
Of their old British Sires, nor may’t descend 
Sever'd and uiutilatc to their British sons. 

They shook not off the Roman’s gentle sway, 

To slave it to Barbarians. Specious terms, 

And with such cogent arguments enforced, 

Wc were fain shroud us in this narrow isle 
From such liot disputants; a desperate spirit 
Was that old Ga*sjr, who fii-st planted here 
The tree of conquest."—■ Holds the King his faith 
" Oh, thy fair daughter hath a soft-link’d chain 
For the old royj) Lion ; he obeys. 

Like a slim greyhound in a silken leash, 

Her eye-won empire. But there walks abroad 
A youngling of tlie brood; no blood but mine 
Might flesh the ravine of his dainty jaws. 

This Vortimer, this bright-eyed, beardless boy. 

Aye, from to front I met him, but (heir hands 
Rent us asunder, and my crcst-lopp’d helm, 

My scatter’d blood, pass’d unavenged. Now earth 
Swallow me iu my wrath, heaven’s bolt sear up 
My constant heart, if 1 forget ihcc, Boy, 

Nor shear the gay sprouts of thy budding fame!* 

" A child their mightiest!*—* Scornful llcngist, no; 

A manlier spirit ridetli the fierce storm, 

One in whom bravery and counsel vie 
For excellence: wild battle wears the shape 
His will ordains; and if the rebel swerve. 

He forceth it with his strong sword t' obey 
His high behest, and take tlie fate he gives.» 

M Ills name—his name!*—■ The Chieftain of the Vales, 
So sounds his title.*—Then a bitter groan, 

T were hard to tell from what bad passion, hate 
Or dread, or hideous hope, from llengist's breast 
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Burst forth; with his maird hand he clasp'd his head, 
As though to mould the discord of bis thoughts 
To one strong mass: then, as the birth were ripe, 

A light and laughing carelessness relax'd 
Tliose knitted furrows, seem’d his eager soul 
Chu>p*d the dinj^^ure with a wanton joy. 

} But on tile mainland, in S!id council, meet 
The Baronage of Britain, timorous hearts 
In hollow unsiiUtintial valour trick'd, 

V\ hile those who dare show fear, fear undisguised. 
Their first fierce rush of courage pass'd, like llame 
The mountain ]ic.tth devouring, with fleet blase, 

But transitory; they of generous thoughts. 

Of appetites whose sole rich diaught is fame, 

Wanting the steadfast fuel, the strong wind 
Wanting of love devotional, heart-deep 
To their own native land, that passion proud 
That is all passions, that hath linjaih to fan 
To a broad light beyond tlie noon-day Sun 
The wailing cmlicrs of faint zeal; they hence 
I owerfiil, hut now with gallant charge to sweep 
From Kents fair Valleys llorsa’s Saxon train. 

Downcast in mi«*n and mind, with prospect sad 
Now count that cnunlless navy's galliering sails. 

Not now the rapture and the restlessness, 

The riding and the racing, hurst and shock. 

And sudden triumph, or as sudden death; 

Now long, long wasting of the limlis and life. 

The circumspect cold strife, drear march, damp watch, 
Forepining day, and vigilant sleepless night, 

Fternal and interminable war, 

Before them spreads its comfoilless wide tract. 

(lone all soft joys, all courtly luxuries gone. 

The languor of the hath, the liarp, the song 
By twilight in the lady's sleepless porch, 

1 he loitering in the sunny colonnade, 

The cirrus, and the tlicati'e, the feast 
Usurping the mild midnight's solemn hours; 

From holier hearts, the chapel and the jirayer, 
rfj he matins, and melodious vesper hymn, 

The bridal with its gay and jocund rout, 

The baptism with its revel, gone-^all gone. 

The burial on cold battle field, unhymn'd, 
llnmourn'd, untomb'd; nor taper, tear, nor rite: 

Centle commercing between Cod and man 
Broke off, save hasty pmyer ere battle morn, 

Cold orison upon the midnight watch. 

Sole pillar of ihc quaking temple, firm, 
liillexihle, on the foundation deep 
Of his broad spirit, Samor bears the weight 
Of imminent danger, and his magic voice 
With shame, with praise, with soothing, and with scorn, 
Scatters the languid mist, that wreathes their souls. 

And from their blanch'd cheeks drives tlie whitedismay. 

What ho! a trumpet from the Thanet shore, 

Truce for the Saxon’s embassage; his hand 
Oiiiholding the white wand of peace, comes on 
'IM^Cerdic, and before the assemblage proud 
Speaks frank and bold that gray Plenlpotent. 

» Britons, moststrange'twill sound, while our vast fleet 
Affronts your pale clif^ with fierce sIk>w of war. 

Yet would wc peace with Britain. Deem not this, 

In the blown arrogance of brief success, 

The hard-wrung cowrering of faint fear; look round 
Your own brief camp, then gaze abroad, our sails 
OAtniimbcr your thin helms ‘tnd that pale fear 


Is not fiimiliar with our German souls. 

This know ye father, what wc Saxons dare. 

That dare we nobly, openly. Far south 
A rich and wanton land its champaign green 
Spreads to the sun, there all the basking lulls 
Glow with the red wine, there liie fresh air floats 
So fragrant, that't is pleasure hut to breathe, 

Aye oue blue summer in the cloudless skies; 

And our old Banls have legends, how of yore 
From that soft land bright eagles, flcdgal with gold, 
Danulie nr Rhine o’erflew, their Osars fired 
Our holy groves with insolent flames, and girt 
Our fierce free foresters with slavish chains, 

That scarce bold Herman rent their massive links. 
Not to despoil a mild and gentle isle, 

For full fierce vengeance on imperial Borne 
Pours forth embattled Germany. Tlicn hear, 

Brave islanders! our Saxon terms of peace : 

For this fiiir province, oun by royal boon 
Of your King Vortigern give plenteous gold; 

And with it take the gift, that deepest wrings 
Our German souls to part with, our revenge. 

With most unwonted patience will we bear 
Fric llorsa's camp with fierce ass^iult u’erborne. 

And British wolves full-gorged with Saxon gore. 

Then not as foes, but friends, we disembark 
Our sea-worn crews, ouiselves, the Chiefs of war, 

In solemn festival to your high Lords, 

Pledge on the compact our unwavering faith. 

But if ye still with lavish thirst pursue 
War’s crimson goblets, freely let them flow. 

If the fierce jiastime of the fire and sword 
Be jocund to ye, ho, let slip the game. 

Your city walls are not so airy high, 

But our fleet Haines may climb their dizzy towers, 
And revel on their pinnacles of pride; 

Your breastplates not so adain.intiiu‘ proof, 

But our keen falchions to your hearts may find 
direful passage. And not we alone, 

(liswallon, at our call, o'er the wide North 
Wakes the hoarse music of his rushing ears. 

Then chiisc your bride, oh Britons, lo, each courts 
Your arms with rival beauties. Pence and War* 
Thus half in courtesy, defiant half, 

To wait their answer he withdrew. Ere died 
!Iis voice, ere from a single (ip assent 
Had parted, Samor rose, and cried aloud— 

« Britons! uJi Britons! hinds fear fawning wolves, 
The peasant flies the snake that smoothly coils 
Hound his numb foot its gay enameU'd rings; 

I dread a peaceful Saxon. "T is loo rare, 

Prodigious, and unnatural, like a star 
Seen in the noon-day. AYas't for this, for this 
Hound Vorligcru's tame soul that proud-ey’d Queen 
Wound her voluptuous trammels? did the meek, 

The hermit Constans, bleed for tliis? Oh, Peace 
Is like the rain from heaven, the clouds must hurst 
Fre earth smile lovely witli its lucid dews. 

Peace must be woo by war, swords, swords alone 
Work the strong treaty. Shall our slaves, that sold 
Their blood, their lives unto us for base hire, 

On our fair jirovtoces set now their price 1 
Nor feast, nor metal give wc. but cold steel! 

Give gold! as wisely might the miser lead 
The robber lo bis treasury, and Uiot cry, 

* Go hence, and plunder;* 't were to tempt, to bribe 
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The unclream'd perjury, and spread a lure. 

To bring the parted spoiler swiftly bacH. 

Outnumber us! and are wc sunk so low 
To count our valour by our helmet crests’— 

Oh, every soul that loves his native land, 

It is a legion ; where the fire shall scar 
The hydra heads of liberty? Our earth 
Shall burst to bearing of as boon a crop 
Of Hworded soldiers, as of hinded grass, 

And all our hills branch ont in groves of steel 
So thought our fathers, so they bravely 8tro*'c 
For the bleak freedom of their steamy moors, 

Their black oak’s fruitage coarse, and rites uncouth 
Of Druid, by ibe beal-fire’s lurid fiame. 

Hut wc, less drossy licings, filter’d off 
Oiir natures rude and gross, create anew 
Souls of fine wants and delicate desires, 

Uicli in tlie fair civilities of life, 

Kndiied with sensitiveness keen and clear 
Of earth’s best ptca.siirt*s, shall we t.iinely yield 
Our beauteous RriLiin, our own pleasant isle, 

To dreary-soul'd K.irharians^ *'1' is not now 
Mfi'(*lv to ‘scape tbe lieavcn-br.inded name of sl.iv<is, 

I For license to breathe where wc rhiisc, and wield 
I At our own wayward will unfetter’d limbs. 

Oh, if we fail, free Chiislians must sink down 
To Heathen slaves, mir gilded palace roofs 
Shout the loosi* riot of new Ixirds, our wives 
lie like base plunder, vilely bought and sold , 

Worse shame 1 worse sin 1 the murky Heathen groves 
O’er onr fallen Ohurches their pale gloom advance; 
Our holy air go hot and rooking up 
With impious incense to blood beveraged Gods’ 

The deep damnation of a Pagan creed 

Rot in our cliildrcn's souls! Then be our peace 

Not hasty, as of timorous souls that snatch 

At every feeble lecd, but stoop we to it 

As with a conqueror’s pride, with steel-gloved hand 

Seal our stern treaty. So if they depart, 

And with their spread sails hunt their mad cmpiire; 
Rut while one prow d.ish menace on our shore, 

Our earth be patient of one armed hoof, 

'fame treaty, temporising truce, avaunt’ 

The foreign banner that usurps our winds, 

I»c it a foe, strange steel that doth divert 
One Riy of sunlight from our shores, he that 
The scope and centre of all Rritish swords. 

So build we up onr pence on the strong rock 
Of brave defiance, cement it with scorn, 

Set Itright-nrm’d Valour in ifs jealous porch, 

Rohl warden; from our own Intrinsic strengtli, 

Not from the mercy of our foes, be free.*— 

Oh the soul’s fire, of that swift element 
Th’ intensest, broadest spreads and nimblest mounts, 
With flaky fierce contagion ; it hatli caught 
In tliat Baronial conclave, it hath biased. 

But then rose Elidurc, with bashful mien, 

Into liimscif half shrinking; from his Ups 
The dewy words dropt, delicate and round. 

And crept into the cliambcrs of the soul, 

Like the bee’s liquid honey :—» And thou too, 
Enamour'd of this gaudy murderer, War' 

Safflor, in hunger’s meagre hour who scorns 
A fiui>:«kinn'd fruit, because its inward pulp 
May be or Mack or hollow ’’ this bland Peace 
May be a rich-rolicd evil; war, stern war, 


Wears manifest its hideousness, and ban's 
IXiformities the Sun shrinks to behold. 

Because't is in the wanton roll of chance 
That he may ilie, who desperately leaps 
Into the pit, with mad untimely arms 
To clasp annihilation .' Were no patha^ 

But through tlie grim and haunted wilcis of Strife, 

To the mild slirmc of peace, maids would not wear 
Their bridal chaplets with more joy, than I 
Th’ oppressive morion • then th’ old vaunt were wise, 
To live in freedom, or for freedom die. 

Tlien would I too dissemble, with vain boast, 

Our island’s weakness; wear an iron front, 

Tlioiigh all within were silken, soft, and .smooth. 

For what .ire we, slight sunsliinc biids, thin plumed 
Fur dalliance with the tnild, luxurious airs! 

To grapple with lliese vultures, whose liroad vans, 
Strung with tlicir icy tempests, hut with wind 
Of their fuitli rushing down would swoop us’ Then, 
The'U, Sainor. eminent in strength and power, 

I. were most proud for tlieo alone to break 

The hot assault, with single unn t’ arrest 

'File driving ruin—ruin, ali! too sure 

Oh, 't were most proud; to us sad eonifort; Kiiiik, 

Airicrced of all our fair, smooth sluluig hours, 

Our ricli .ibodes the wandering war-flame’s feast. 
Sanior, nur fathers fear’d not deatli; cast off 
Most caicless their 0001*80 lives, with nought to lose. 
They fear’d no loss; our lircatliing is too rich, 

Too precious this our sensitive warm mould, 

Its joyaiiccs, affcclions, hopes, desires, 

For such light venture. Oh, then, l>e wc not 
Most wrelche<l fi'oin the fear of wretclicdncss' 

If war must be, in God’s name let war be . 

Bur, oil, with clinging hand, with lingering love. 

Clasp we our mistress. Pence. Gold! what is gold ' 

My fair and wealthy palace set to .sale, 

(^ast me a lieggar to the <*lemcnl8’ scorn, 

But hsivo me peace, oh, leave my country peace, 

And 1 will call it mercy, bounty, love!»— ' 

So spake be, with vain show of public /cal 
Bla/oning his weak inrent; and so prevail'd 
His loo.se and languid eloquence. F.ach rent 
The golden frontlet from his helm, cast down 
His hn*asiplatc*« 1 ohlcn scales, in contest free 
Prodig.it rivals at tieli price to buy 
That l).ih fill merchandise, their country's shame. 

Oil, where the royal Brethren now? the pride 
Serene of Einiys? viherc thy Dragon erest, 

Prince lltlier ? for thy voice, young Vortimer ’ 

Seal, Siimor, thy proplietic lips; in vain 
The n limpet of thy warning shouts abroad. 

Will the winds hear thee? will the rocks obey? 

Or hearts than wind more light, than rocks more cold 
Grey Cenlic hath their faint award; they part 
•Toeund, and light of hope; but Samor graspeil 
The band of Elidiire My childhood’s friend, 

1 sue lliec by all joys we two have shared; 

Our ifitureliange of souls, communion free 
Of every thought and motion of our hearts. 

Our infant pastimes, and our graver joys. 

Go not thou to this fo.ist.*—• Doth Samor gn’n 
a Britain must have no danger, gentle friend, 

That Sainor shares not; tlmu art noted well 
To hate the riotous and brawling feast. 

With thy fond bride, thy Eveleue, await > 
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Si)c‘nt the knowlcd^re whether thou or I 
Ildvc err’d in this day’s coiinciU*—uNo, best frieud, 
Samor must have no danger Elidure 
Sliarcs not. Oh, why this cold and gloomy dreud^ 

In the deep centre of our isle be held 
This dreaded Ki^^ict. Samor, ne’er thought I, 
While my mild blood ran constant, thine would flag, 
' And curdle with the pallid frost of fear.* 

'T is famed, that then, albeit amid the rush 
Of clamorous joy unmark’d in drearier days, 
Ilemembcr’d signs on earth, and signs in heaven, 
With loud and solemn interdict arraign'd 
That hasty treaty; maniacs kindled up 
Witli liurrilde intelligence the pits 
Of their deep hollow eyes, and incaning strange 
(lave order to llieir wandinaug utterance: stream'd 
Amid tlic dusky woods broad sheeted flames. 

The blue fires on the Fen at noori-diiy danced 
Their wavering morrice, and the bold eyed wolves 
Howl’d on the sun. Life ominous and uncouth 
Seized upon ancient and for{;otten things; 

The Crotniei'lis rock’d, the Oruid circles wejit 
Cold ruddy de\ts; as of that neighhouiing fe.ist 
(lonscious. the tall Stone lleiige did shrilly shriek 
As with a whirlwind, though no cloud was moved 
In the still skies. A w.iiling, as of li.irps. 

Sad with no mortal sorrow, 8.iird abroad 
Through the black oaks of Mona. t)ld di^'p graves 
Were restless, .ind arm’d bones of hurled men 
Lay clattering in their stony cells. ’T was f.iith, 
While wriiijcn upon sable steeils were seen 
In fleet career ’ncalli the rank air; the earth 
Gave lip no echo to their noiseless feet, 

And on them look'd tin* moon with leprous light 
Prodigious; haply like those shmder shapes 
In the ice desiTt by ('aswallon sctiii. 

From Mona to the snowy Dover cliffs, 

FromSkiddiiw to St Michael's vision’d monni, 
Unknown from heaven or earth, or nether pit, 

'' Unknown or from tlie living or the dead. 

From being of tins world, or nature liigher. 

Pass'd one long shriek, whereat old Merlin le.'ip’d 
From his hoar haunt by Snowdon, and in dusk 
And dreary descant mutter'd all .ibroad 
What the thin air grew c'old and dim to hoar. 

'T is said, rude portents in the church of God, 
With insolent noises, hr.ikc the holy culm. 

The grey owl hooted at the noontide chaunt, 

The young owl clamour’d .it the m.Uiii song, 

The pies and ravens, from the steeple top, 

To the piiest's Beiiedicite moan’d h.ick 
A sullen hoarse Amen, and obscene Imts 
Around the altar raiulleslieks did flap 
Their leathern wings. Yea, from his stricken hand 
Thu whitc-stuled Bishop to the e.irth let fall 
The consecrated chalice; the holy wine 
(Ineffable!) flowed on the pavement stone. 


BOOK V. 

Swam of the Ocean, on thy throne of waves 
FiXultant dost thou sit, thy mantling plumes 
Ruffleii with joy, thy pride of neck cl.-ito, 

• To hail fair peace, like Angid visitant, 


Descending, .imid joy of earth and heaven, 

To bless thy Fai«ihodc. The laughing skies 
Look bright, oh, Britain ! on thy hour of bliss. 

In sunshine ^ir the blithe anil bounteous May 
O’er hill anil vale goes dancing; Mooniing flowers 
Under her wanton feet their dewy hells 
Shake Jovous; clouds of fragrance round her float. 
City to city cries, .and town to town 
Wafting gl.u1 tidings: wide their llowiT-hiiiig g.Ues 
Throw bark the churches, resonant witli pomp 
Of priests and people, to the Lord their prayers 
Pouring, the richest incense of puie liearts. 

With gail.ind and with song the maids go forth, 

And mingle with the iron ranks of war 
Their forms of meliing sofliiess; gentle galu.s 
Blow music o’er the fcsial land, from harp 
And merry rchcck, till the Homing air 
Seem harmony; still all fierce sounds of war, 

No breath within the clarion’s brazen throat; 

Soft slumber in the war-steed’s drooping mane. 

Not in the palace proud, or gorgeous iiall, 

The haiKjiieting of Pence; on Ainhri plain 
Glitter the white pavilions to the sun. 

Their snowy pomp unfolding; there the land 
Pours Us rejoicing multitudes to gaze, 

Billon and Saxon, in majestic lc.igu<>, 

Min[;ling their streaming banners’ hla/on'd waves. 
Blithe .IS a virgin hnd.il, ricli and ptoiid 
As gorgeous ti inmph for fair kingdom won, 

Flows Inrth the fest.al tinm ; with aims elan* 

The Motheis hear their infants to hi'tiuhl 

That III iigisl, whose harsh n.ime erewhilc iheir cheeks 

Bl.inch'd to cold paleness; they ihcir hUle hands 

Glap, smiling, half delighted, half in dread. 

li|ioii that lulled head, from virgin hands, 

Bain showers of bloom; Ismcath ihosi.* h.ited feel 
Is strewn a flowery p.'ivemeiit, haip and voice 
IlYimi blessings on ihc Saxon, l.ite denounced 
Tli’ implacable, iiiexonilile foe. 

Lordly iliey pass'd .mid lofly; other bind 
S.ive Britain, of such mighty despots proud, 
ll.ul made a boasl of shivery; giant men 
In soul Jis body. Nol the Golh more dread. 

Tall Alaiic, who llitougli impel i.il Bonie 
M.itch'd coni|iieror, nor that hiti.x Oiient duel, 
Turban'd .Moii.immed, wlio o’ci fall’n By/.iiiei* 

Ills moony ensign planted : lliey, un.nm d, 

Yet terrible, went h.iuglity on, of power 
A woihl to VHiitjuish, nol one narrow isle. 

The hollow vault of heav’n is lent with shouts, 

Wild din and hurry of luinulliuuis joy 

W^•lves ihe wide throng, for lo, in ])erfKCt strength, 

Consummate height of inanhoiHl, hut the glow, 

Tlic purple grace of youth, ih’ anilnosi.il hue 
Of life’s fresh nioming, on his glossy bail, 
llis smooth and flushing fealuies, Samor comes 
Mis name Is on the lisping infant’s lips. 

Floats on the maiden’s song; him w.inior men 
Hail with proud crest elate; him present, deem 
Peace timorous mercy on the invading foe. 

Around the Kings of BriLiin, some her shame, 

Downy and silken with luxurious ease, 

Others more hardy, in whose valiant looks 
Were freedom and command : of princely stem 
Alone were absent the foisakcii King 
And his sad Son, and tliowr twin royal youths, 
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Kmrys jnd Utlier; nor tho Mountain Lon), 

Witli tliut yount; caijlet of hts race, duiyn share 
'Hjc jjaiidy luxuries of peace; save these, 

All Britain’s valtanre, princcdum, and renown 
Maroli'd jubilant, with svmpliony and Hont;. 

Noon; from Iiisliit'ii empyreal throne tltcSim 
Floods with broad li^ht the liviu|> plain; more iich 
Ne'er biased bis summer entu-h, when si‘n and sky, 

In royal pomp of cloudy purple and ffold, 

Curtain his western eliamhers, hreathint^ men 
Gort;eous and numberless as those hri^'lit w.ives 
Fhisli, in their motion, the quirk Mftlit; aloof 
The banqueters, like Cods at nectar Feast, 

Sit sumptuous and pavilion'd ; all (jlail tones 
From trembling htrinj;, or ravishing hre.idi or voice, 

In elouds of harmony melt up to Heaven; 
O'erwhelming splendour all of siglit and sound, 

One rieli oppression oFeye, ear, anil mind. 

Midnight, in darkness heavv, thiek, and ehill; 

In silence rigid, deep and hreiithh.'ss, stands 
On (he wide plain one lonely man. Wan li(|ht, 

Fiom dim deenving hrehiand in his grasp. 

Fuehly, with gleam inconstant, shows his mien 
Hopeless, too liaiighry to dcsp.tir * Ills eve, 

As jealous of d.irk foe. goes wandering lound ' 

Yet sCT.-nis he one more fear'il than fearing; rent 
His robes’ rich splendour; and liis ponderous arm. 

With its wihl weapon wearily dcelinoil, 

Bears token of rude strife—though rude, though fierce, 
By thy iirow’s prid<>, thou sad and stately Man' 

No faint inglorious craven iiast thou shrunk. 

In drond of death, or avnriee b.ise of hlood. 

At that dead lioiir, in (’.frsiir’s eity > g.iies 
The Urilon wives and mothers sale; at eve 
They from the plain, h.ad homew.ird turn’d, to rock 
Their infants* rosy slct'p, or trim the eoiieh 
For him beloved niul loving; some, from joy 
Sleeple.ss, s<<lc watching the grey slindows fall. 

In luxury of impatieiiee, slumbering some, 

From weariness of pleasure, in light dreams 
Liveil o’er again the morning's jocund hours. 

Tliat hour, one horn with long and solemn blast 
Went w.iiling up the heavens, less shrill, less drear, 
Blew ilirnugli the fatal Boncesvalles pass. 

In after times, Boland’s deep luigic, heard 
Dolorniis, so poets feign, on Paris’ wall. 

The air seem’d shivering where the knell pass'd on, 

As witli a cold wind shudder’d the thick tices. 

But those fond women hail that hraren sound, 

Joy's harbinger, sweet signal of return ; 

As the fond maid licr lover's moonlight lute, 

They drink in its dire harshness, busy round 
Casing, if uiight neglected, careless aught 
Beli<! the welcome, or to wakening child 
Smile the glad tidinf^s, or along the walls 
People the dim air with the forms they love 
Oh, fond of fancy! credulous of hope! 

Ye hear but pleasure in that horn; but set', 

III the dim tunuiitof yon moving lights. 

Swift homeward hurrying. Now the slow deliiy 
Is but a lengthen'd rapture : steps are heard, 

And figures indistinct arc in the gloom 
Advancing; yet no festal pomp proclaim'd 
By musi^ merry breath, but mute and slow, 

* Sthi iy ify.—Ssi isbnPffS. qti. faiturijt liiiri'n* 


As from dark funeral—haply wearied all 
With the long revel day. But yc 'gin trace 
Some well-known gesture, dear familiar step, 

Fach boastful of her lover’s speedier pace. 

Siixon the first, how wearily slow they pass! 

Still are they Saxon, Saxon still, the 
Saxon; in wonder they, nor yet in fear, 

Question the dark air with their searching eyes, 
Incredulous arraign the deepening gloom. 

That with an envious melancholy shroud 
P.dlsthc long-look’d for, laic-rctuming. Them, 

Ah, deeper darkness covets; to their homes 
Never more to return! 1.0, all at once 
The bloody knives, home honstfiil, their red light 
Fl.ish murtherous; known is all ere aught is fear'd. 

And yet are there unfaded on their hrows 
The garlands tli.it ye fondly wove, the air 
Not silent of your blessings. From these walls, 

At mom, three hiindinl breathing valiant men 
Wont proudly forth—in solitary life 
AIo\cso'cr the plain that one majestic shape, 

Like Spirit of Vengeance o'er some ghastly laud 
That scoffd crew lulu, in high porteiilniis guilt. 

The slumbering of (iod's wr.itli now blasted lies, 

Infecting with the ashes of its wreck 

The late chastising heavens. So lone, so dark, 

But pale with hum.in sorrows nt his heart, 

The King of that Blight City in the Vuh's, 

W.ilks the waste gloom; arounil him the cold winds 
Speak voices from the dead, and oft he turns, 
Ih'.iiidisliing defiance on the air, and smites 
Sonic seeming S.ixun with his smouldering brand. 

Now rests he in ihiit old mysterious ring, 

The dateless and the numberless Stonebenge, 

That is, and hath been, whence or liow, none knows. 
But even the Al.isler Druid with slow dread 
Its il.ingeious priTincts tiod, though iiooulidc bright 
Hevcll'd in the iicli heavens, and holii'sl harps 
Purified the calm air' rose like the wreck 
Of sniiM! old world the shadowy temple huge, 

Shapeless iiiagnificeuce! here souls prnf.iiic 
Deem'd riles so potent held as iii.ide the oaks 
Stand still and motionIe.<>s ’mid the wild storm, 

And with a light, nor of the stars nor moon, 

SliLH'tcd the miilnight heavens: deem'd some, more sage, 
Til’ Invisible hU cloudy pivsence here 
Emhodiod, and with wisdom heavenly and high 
Full feasU'd the tranced sou); all the dire place 
Fled, fearing more, unknowing what they fear'd. 

Amid those stony gi.mts that uptower 
In massy darkness, or in the wind's rush 
Seem swaying on tlieir dizxy balance, stands, 

If virtue of aught earthly may feel awe, 

Awe-struck the Christian; now his calmer soul 
I Had time for grief, for memory, o’er him Dows 
I Deep-lulling quiet; here the light and gay 
i Had felt a motion on their lips like prayer; 
i Nor marvel then that holy thoughts oppress'd m* 

With a full ecstacy the Christian soul. 

« Merciful! by whose will mine arm hath paved 
With the strewn corpses of my murtherous foes 
A dismal passage, while around me Death 
j Mow'd Britain with his secret scythe! oh God. 

; I thank thee, if I die, a warrior's death 

j Blay he my brave distinction: if this life 

' Be w’ortliy thy iiphniding. though all lost, • 
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The friendships and the prides, that made its course 
Blissful and briyUt, I thank thee for my life: 

I Thank thee, that yet on British earth shall breathe 
A Briton, resolute on tliat last crag, 

I That knows not the rude Saxon's tread, to rise 
I I'irccl in stately freedom, and o’er-brood 
I he dim and desdl^ beacon of revenge. 

dcign'st thou this low frame of dust to cliuso 
irhy minister of wrath, I not with prayer 
I Vain and presumptuous, summon from the clouds 
I Thy thunders, nor invoke protligious Death 
I To smite iiiy foes. Hopes perishable man, 

'' At his wild bidding, thou the laws wilt burst, 
Wherewith thou fcttcrost thy Omniputcnccl 
ll.irden to stern endurance these frail limbs, 

With adamantine patience sheathe my soul, 
j That nor pale shrinking of the coward /lesh, 

I Nor inward {>al 8 ying swerve from its brave scope 
; Til’ aspiring spirit; grant thou this sole prayer. 

And 1 thus lone, thus desolate, procLiim, 

Single, yet dauntless to yon Saxon host 
Stubhorn dcliaiice, haughty to bear up 
The wreck of Britain with unstooping neck.* 

* Now over all the orient sky, the Morn 
Spread rosy in her youth of light, as fair, 

As liriglit her rising on this plain of deaili, 

As yesterday, when festal multitudes 
tirected licr dawn: so vain the boast of man, 

That earth, and air, and sky, their mimic hues 
' Borrow from his fantastic woes and joys, 
j And o’er the plain began his lonely way 
I The Warrior, on liis brow the unheeded wind 
I I'nnn'd fn^shnoss, and the wandering lark unheard, 
j Qiiivci'd her blithe song, like an airy voice, 

I Bathing in light. Anon a dale heneatli 
I Open’d, and slow withdrew the misty veil 
i 'fhat o’er her hamlets, roofs, and bowery trees 
Tingl'd with a liquid a/iirc the thin air. 

Along the winding path he roves, that none, 

•Save feet habituate to its maze, could thread, 
Heedless that here to Elidurc’s gn;eii home 
He c.imc, unweeting visitant. Within, 

' Breathless, as though she listen’d in her sleep. 

Close to the door, as jealous lest some ear 
Eailier than her own should c.itch the sound 
Of Klidiirc’s ix'turning tread, or voice, 

Anticipate the welcome of her own, 

Reclined the bride, soft Evclcnc. The step 
[^p from the pillowing hand her flushing cheek 
Waken'd, or ere the threshold he o’erpast. 

The form yet indistinct to her quick sight, 
Murmur’d her fond upbraiding. « Truant Lord, 
Art tlioii too changed, thou too of midnight feast 
Enamour’d ^ time had) been die rosy cup. 

Thou Stixon in thy revels, had look'd pale 
To Eveleoc’s check—'T is wretched solace, yet 
’T is solace in the drear extreme of grief, 

one human heart whose deeper woe 
Makes weakness of our wailing.t Though alone 
Of the fray’s dizzy tumult lay distinct 
Elidui'u’s image on the Wanderer’s soul. 

His image as beneath die Saxon steel 
Dying, he struggled back to life from joy 
,His stem friend to behold with fiery brand 
Piercing his path of flight, less bitter seem’d 
yis cup of woe, when from him sprang that bride, 


Nor knew him 5 knew him, but no Rlidurc. 

Then sued fur tid^gs, and with all her soul 
Listen’d hut could not hear, mistrusting all 
While yet but fearing, but when all assured, 

Mistrusting even her fears, even then to hope 
Clinging with desperate energy of soul. 

Her Senior left in tliat dead night of mind, 

When madness were a comfort, all wild whirl. 

All dizzy hurry of rack’d sense were rich, 

Were rapturous to that blank and dismal void, 

When one iucessant miserable thought 
Blends with the life, the being of the spirit. 

Him scared no Saxon cl.irion, the drear blast 
Winding of fleet pursuit; came o’er his soul 
His own, his wedded Emeric, her babes 
Hushing, while greedily with car and soul 
She drinks each sound the busy babbling fame 
Spreads on the wanderiiig winds; the fleetest siced 
Of Eiiduru bestriding, still he moves 
A t.irdy laggard to his soul's desire. 

Sedulous each throng'd haunt of man avoids 
Jlis jealous speed, and still from town and tower 
Came Iditliefy forth tliejiihilanr hymns of peace; 

Still unoxtinguish’d their glad lirilliance, waned 
In morn's grey mists the yellow fest.il fires. 

Day pa.ss’d, day sank;’t is now the dewy eve. 

Beneath him, in the soft and silent li(;)it, 

Spread the fair Valleys, mis'id an<t flowery lawn 
With tlieii calm veidnre interspersed ,illay 
Tlu' ('on.*st's poiideroiis IdaekiieHs, or n>tiro 
(Tnder the chequering uinhrage of dim groves, 

WlioHc shadows almost sliimher : far beyond 
Huge mouiit.)in 8 , brightening in their secret glens, 

'I heir cold peaks bathe in the riidi setting sun. 

Sweeps through the midst broad Severn, deep and dark 

His moii.irchy of waters, its full flow 

Still widening, as he scorn’d to bear tlio main 

Less tribute lhan a sea; or itilaml roll’d 

Ambitious ocean, of his tide to ciaiiii 

The wealthy vass>ilage. High on its marge 

Shone the Bright Citv, in iier Roman pomp, 

Of bath, and theatre, and li.isilic. 

Smooth swelling dome, and spiring obelisk, 
tflitlering like those inoru soft and sunny towns 
. That bask beneath the azure southern skies 
: In in.irhle majesty. Silent she stands 
In the rii li quiet of the golden light; 

The b.inner on her w.ilN its cumbrous folds 
Droops molionliss. But Samor turn'd aloof, 

Where lordly bis fair dw«‘lling’s long arcade 
On its white shafts the tremulous glittering light 
Cliensli'd, and starry with the river dews 
Ils niaiille of gay flowers, the odorous lawn 
Down sloped, as in the limpid stream to bathe. 

No watolwlog, with glad bark and fawning joy, 

His Lord saluted : Samor mark’d it not. 

No menial caught the slack rein from his hand ; 
lie heeded not. No swift familiar step 
Forth started at his coming; face of joy 
Brightened not—vacant all: yet lieeds he not. 

No infants, in their giddy, tottering speed. 

Clung round his knees. So early at their rest! 

Thought the fond father. F.nieric’s chamber door 
Stands open; he but paused his name to hear 
Low mingled with her murmur'd orisons* 

All hush’d as in a tomb; perchance sliesleeps, 
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At hiK lonj* absence lieartsick. He tfi«‘ folds 
Gently wiilidrawlug of his nuptial bt(L 
with tlic dmurous violence of Ins lips 
fo wake lier to delicious fear, bonds down. 

Cold, cold as marble, the forsaken Ik*i 1 
Ueoeiveii the fervent pressun*. Back be sprung, 

And strange, like one that movelli in liis sleep. 

Stood with loose arms and Iwulen listless ga/c. 
Uncortscioux, to the city walls, far secjn 
1 ‘roiri that high rhiiinitur, rove his cyis’ behold 
Against itic Siin'4 last light a waudeiing breu/c 
Swells up the heavy banner; in the gleam 
rile While Horse of the Saxon shakes lus mane. 

Then fi'll be the blank silcnre, then perceived 
rijo luiiiiiU, and rude disarray ili.ti luan'd 
Iho ftice of his f.iir dwelling. J’oilli lie rush'd, 

As eager that bis soul at one wild draught 
ftlighi glut itself with peifect woe, all ill 
kxliansted, hiiigh diain'd dcsiiny lo scorn. 

Cr.idle .ind iid.iiits, eoueh with Ir.iJilie li.ind 
Hurrying he explores, the sad chill void 
Aiinn.si delights. Now on the river brink 
He w.ilehes yon Inige foiins that pare ihc walls, 
S.IX011 their long Jdurk hiiicrs, Saxon helms 
NikI o'i'I' tlieir lofty hiows, trrnlic glooiii. 

la)! at his feet, hrncatli a primrose be<I, 

H.ilf veilVI, and branching alder that o'er-droop’d 
Its daik green eanopy, a shiinliering eldld— 

If slnmher might he eallM, (hat hut o’cispiead 
A w.in disquiol o’er the witbui'd eliuek, 

Choked the thin hruath (liat through tin* pallid lip 
Scarce struggled, closed not ihe soft sunken eye. 

Well Sainor knew her, of Ins love first pledge, 

First, playfullest, and gentlest: he but late 
Luxurious m the fulness of his woe, 

Clings to this ’lorn hope like a drowning man, 

Not yet, not yet in this rude woihl alone. 

Lavish of fond officious zeal, he bathes 
With water From the stream her iiiaridu brow, 

(^liafoK her; and with his own warm hicath recalls 
The wanderini' life, (hat like .1 waning lamp 
(ilitnnicr’d anon, tlien faded . hiit when slow 
Unfix’d her cold nn)nc<ming eye regain’d 
Brief consciousness, powerless her languid arm 
Down fell again, half lifted in his hair 
To \\n>athi> as it was wont, with effort faint 
Strove her hard features for a woeful smile 
And the v.igue murmurs of her lips 'gan fall 
liitelligihle to his ear alone. 

* And thou art come—tim iato—yet thou art coine,«— 
He soothing her with hope, he knew most f.dsi*, 

Slov inodcli'd from her broken faltering voice 
(Ine sjtd continuous story.—■ ’T was at eve 
We went to rest, I nevci slept so soft; 

Our inolher lull'd us with assurance sweet 
Of thy returning.—Dy and by 1 woke, 

Hut the bright morning was not shining fair. 

Nor tlic birds singing as they used. 1 saw, 

By a dim dusky light, huge iron men 
Widi hair liki. fire, and their fierce void's spake 
Strange language; of my prayers I thought, and strove 
My eyes to close, still diose griin*visagod men 
Stood io the wavering darktnss by the light 
Of their blue weapons—then they went away, 
f crept out h) my mot))er*s couch , she lay 
Asleep, I>ttt|wl us 1 have seen her sleep, 


When I have stolen at morn lo look on licr. 

And thou hast laid luu hy her quiet side. 

•She shiver'd in her sldipiiig, and her skin 
Was chilly to the touch, yet, oh lo sleep, 

Lven .IS she did, I long'd, for they came hack, 

Tlio.se shapes in all tlicir darkness, all their light; 

Before llicir rugged faces 1 felt cold 

As in the tinow time, my eyes could not sec, 

Oh, hut 1 heard a di//y sound, like shrieks 
or many voices all nt once. I thought 
Bude li.inds were busy on my mother's couch, 

As though to hear her thence—yet woke olie not. 

Oh Father, 1 have never look'd on deadly 
Blit she w.is dead, I felt that she was dead. 

1 eonid not hmathe, yet fioni my diirsty throat 
My voice wax bursting, hut down o’er nie fell 
The foldiii(;s of the couch—long, long it seem'd, 

Fie from that cumhiotis weight ] struggled forth, 
Then all w.is silent, .ill exci'pt the dasli 
Of distant o.irs. I cried aloud, .ind heard 
B'Cl my own vnn-c, I seaich’d, yet found I none, 

Not one ill all these wide and lofty li.dis— 

My nuidier, my sweet hroiheix gone, all gone. 

Almost I wish’d those fierec imm might return 
To hi:.u niu loo in their dread arms away 
Hither 1 wanderd, for the iivei s sound. 

W.us joyous fo tin; sdeiiee dial came cold 
Over iny hosfiin, sinee the Sun h.itli shone, 

Yet it si'cm’d dark—hut oh, 'l is darkei now, 

Darker, my Father, .ill within <old, cold. 

The soft w.irriidi of thy lips no more can reaeh 
This shuddering in my lueast—yet kiss me .still «— 
V.iin, all in vain, that languid neck no moic 
Uises lo meet his fondness, that p.ile liuiul 
Drops from his shoulder, that wooed voice hath spent 
Us hist of sw’eelness. wanted this alouc 
That could enhance his agony, baftlisl ho|>c. 
yniot and cool the deep liile at Ills feet 
Rolls With .1 tranquil murimtr, one lone gleam 
Siill lingeriug from the sunken Sun, hencatli 
The moving surf.tee, llgliiens its cold depth. 

How ple:is.int in its secret c.avcx lo quench 
The soul, tlie body’s fever; lo cast off 
This restless, tremhliiig consciousness, that cling.s 
Kuamonr’d to iis anguish, sedulous 
To nurse its own •'.squiet: not to feci. 

Though ..ist liy wandering waves on Krri eric's grave; 
Ihongli Saxon barks iriurnpliani bound above, 

1 o feel not, and have freedom though in death. 

For why this barren wilderness of earth 
Still haunt, man’s pity, and the arch fiend’s scoff; 
Why to the we.irying wrctehedDCss of life 
(.ling with a cowaid fondness ?—but a step 
To quiet—to forgetfiilnexx, :i step. 

But alien to proud Suiiinr, those bail thoughts 
Startled his nature, huriil his soul with shame, 
Th.itsueh unholy mnsings dare intrude 
On its x.id xanrtiiy; upright he sprung; 

Oil, not in vain a (Hiristian, with clench’d liand 
I And inward r.iek convulsive of choked pam, 

: Forced calmness In his hrow: his hollow voice 
Wrought to a mournful fortitude.—• Oh thou, 
Glorious In thy prosperity of crime, 

Heiigist, and thou that Ijiirter’st thy old fame 
For sweet hiscivioiis ehambi.ring, h.ist unking’d 
TJiv stately soul within the wreathing .arms 
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Of that fair Saxon, in loose tlalliance soft 
To steep the inchriatesensc, on Samor's state 
Look, and lx* pale with envy; he dnre stand 
Lofty beneath yon starry throne of God, 

And bless him, that liis fate is scant and poor 
In joys like yours, by all your pomp, your bliss, 

•Made lovesick of his misery; still he feels 
The hnu(>hly solace of disdain ; still soothes 
]^’he madness of his Rcief by pitying you. 

NoryaL^oh impotent of cruelty! 

1 am not ittterly from this daik world 
liAirangcd aiilLoutcast: gone, for ever gone. 

Those cxcfuisiuNiiild luxuries of the he«(rt, 

That summer sunshine of the soul, sv^ect love, 

That makes life what wc deem of heaven; remain 
Jlanlief delights, severer joys. Oh reft 
Of all thy brave, thy princely, of iny faith, 

Thou hast a dt^eper need—be thou my bride, 

O Kiilain! to thy wreck 1 proudly w’ed 
TIk' hadticss of iny widowhood, and bid 
Pale bridernaids to our nuptials, holy Wrath 
Anil iron>tiaiided Vengeance; and invoke 
Death, that dark minstrel, from fast-slriughter'd mounds 
Of Saxons, to awake our Iiridul hymn, 

And spread for torchlight on our spousal cve 
Wild gratulation of their funeral fires. 

* And thou, O stainless deui/en of heaven ! 

Soft soul of itiy lost Emcric, endiiie 
Though jealous iiiy new bride from thee bere.'ivc 
The ludc tumultuous day, the midnight hour 
I conseciMte to tlu*c; llicii slide thou down, 

Like moonlight on the darkness' raven wing, 

And oh ' if human passion, hniiian love, 

Slain the pure essimce of immortal spirits. 

Leave heaven in hoaveu, earth's frailer loveliness 
. Iiesummg, chaste mild fondness, timorous warmth 
Visit my desert fancy. Hiiiihydiy, 

Savage and uicrciiess, with soul of steel, 

And pale brow cloudy witii a nation's cares, 

Shall midnight find au amorous dreamer fond, 

A dotard ou a dim unreal shade. ■ 

Now o’ci what was the rosy, playful, warm, 

Now pale, now changeless, icy cold the maid 
Whose blue eyes danced with rapture, wliose light step 
Was consort to the air-roving winds (half seal'd 
That lustrclcss wan azure; stiff and damp 
Those sprightly limbs), oft p.iusing as yet loath 
To part from what he shudder'd to behold. 

Heaps Samor the light eaitli; ere o’er her face 


He placed lliu primrose knot, once stoop’d his lips. 
And sLiried to fiml cold what he knew dead. 

Now closed that mournful office, nearing fast 
Is heard a dash of oars, and at iiis side 
Forth Icap'd uu armed Saxon, with raised arm 
Menacing; hut Samor down with scornful strength 
The glim intruder dash'd to earth, and fix'll 
..His stern heel on his neck, and stood in act 
life to trample from the gasping trunk. 
Sudden withdrawn his angry tread, he spake, 
u Thee first of Saxon race, thee last, this arm 
I Spares, not of milky mercy, but as meet 
! To minister my purpose; go unscathed, 
t And tell to Hengist, tell tliy Lord, who rolis 
. 'I he Lion's den, should chain the Lion first, 

I Add, Samor is abroad.—Then to the hitat 
: ye sprang, and pass'd to Severn's western shore. 
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A VOICE, o'er all the waste and prostrate isle 
Wanderetli a valiant voice; the hill, Uie dale, 

Forest and mountain, heath and ocean shore 
Treasure its mystic murmurs; all the winds 
From the bleak moody East to that soft gale 
Th.it wantons with the summer's dewy flowers. 
Familiar its dark burthen waft abroad. 

Is it an utterance of the earth ! a sound 
From the green barrows of the ancient dead? 

Doth fierce Cassiveian’s cold sleep disdain 
That less than C.T8,ir with a master's step 
Walk his free Ilritain? Doth thy restless grave, 
IlondtiLM, to the slavish air burst ope, 

Aud thou, amid the laggard ears of war, 

Cry, ■ Harness and away! • But far and wide, 

As when from marish dank, or quaking fcii, 
Venomous and vast the clouds uprnll, and spread 
Pale pestilence along the withering land, 

So sweeps o’er all tlie isle his wasiini; hands 
The conqueror Saxon; he, far worse, far worse 
His die.ir contagion, that the body’s strength 
Wastes, and with feverish pallor overlays 
The heaven-shaped features; this the nobler soul, 
With sUvery's hast.' sickliness attaints. 

Making m.in’s life more liideoiis than liis death. 
Thames rolls a S.tKon tide; in vain delays 
Deep Severn on Plinlimmon's summits rude 
Ills narrow freedom, t.une anon endures 
Saxon dominion : high with arms uplift, 

As he h.ul march’d o'er necks of prostrate kings, 
(^asw.illon on the southern shore of Trent 
Drives onward, he nought deeming won, while aught 
Itemaiiis unwon. But still that wondcrous voice, 
Like vulture in the grisly wake of war, 

Hovers, and flings on air his descant strange, 
u Vengeance and Vigilance!*—in van, in rear, 
Around, above, beneath, the clouds of Heaven 
Enshroud it in their mi.Hty folds; earth speaks 
From all her caves, ■ Vciq'eance and Vigilance!* 

Aye, at that sound the Briton crest assumes 
High courage and heroic shame; he wears 
With such bold mien his slavery, he might seem 
Lord over fortune, and with calm disdain 
He loi'ks his feltcm, like proud battle arms. 

Without a foe o'er this wide land of foes 
Marcheth the Saxon. City, tower, and fort 
On their harsh hinge roll hack their summon’d gates, 
With such a sullen and reluctant jar. 

Submission seems defiance. Tlioiigh to feai 
Impassive, si^arcc the Victor dare unfurl 
Banner of conquest on the jealous air. 

Less perilous were frantic strife, were wrath 
Desperate of life, and blind to death, wild hnic 
Of being struck all heedless so it strike, 

Than this high haughty misery, that fierce woe 
Baffles by lirave endurance, and confronts 
With cold and stern contentedness all ill, 

Outrage, and insult, ravage, rape, and wreck. 

That dog barbaric Conquerors' march of war. 

'’r is like the sultry silence, ushering forth 
The thunder's cloudy chariot, rather like 
The murky smothering of volcanic 61*0 
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Within its rocky prison; forth anon 
Bursts the red captive, to the lurid hetften 
tTpIeaps, Sind with its Kur(>in}v dome of smoke 
Shuts from the pale world the meridian Sun. 

But in their camp, in fierce divan and full, 

The lordly robbers sate, as.semhlaf;<: proud, 

Eihlin(', and Erie, and Kinf;, for council met, 

For council and car0us.1l; ' so they deem’d 
The drunken sense would hardier daiini; {^msp. 

And the bold revel of the blood, the soul 
Flush to more noble valiancc, strong; desire 
In fierce embrace to meet that mistress dark, 
linger: Hoarse din of merriment, the air 
Smote with meet music blei}din{r loud and deep. 

But Ilorsa li(jlitiiiu with disdainful mirth 
His broad bri(;bt eye, ’{ran scoff with riiir^cd jest. 

« 111 have we done, thouf'h for one sumptuous feast 
Be ours this spacious isle, ill have wc done;— 

That in our prodi{;ai and bcedim waste 
Of those tali lii(;h-horn Briton* spared wc none 
To till at with our thirsty spears, and scare 
The frost and slumber from our slu{r)jish hearts. 

Now liiin)' wc fiirlh our banners to disport 
in the smooth I)rc<!zc, our armour’s stcclcil clasps 
To summons soft of Latly’s tender hands 
Surrender, or ([O joust the hardy oaks 
For pastime. Oli! alnn{; these velvet plains 
To prance ’mid timorous hinds with their pale souls 
In their white faces, heralds crouching]; low, 

With looks bcsRcchinf;, voices meek, clasp’d hands; 

*T is time and wearisome as at dead noon 
To rock upon the flat and li.izy sca.« 

u'riiis too,» cried hoary Cctilic ; ithishriirhl sword 
Ijoatlies its lonj; Christian fast, yet not despairs 
Krewhile to {;lut with banquet rich and full 
Its raveniiii; blade; for trust mo, fiery Erie, 

Many a fierce siced hath brook’d the brazen curb. 

That chafed unun, from his hq'li seat to dust 
Hath shaken his pate rider : Eric, 1 read 
In yon liow'd foreheads sterner characti'rs 
Than abject, tame allegiance, homap,c base. 

There the firm purpose, meditation deep. 

And study of revcni;e; the wand of peace 
Is in their hands, hut in their souls they {jrasp 
The liHtlle-dxe and spear.*—A bitter iau(;h 
C.imc with the fierce reply, ■ Shall Ilorsa watch 
The shiftini's in the visa{;e of a slave ? 

I issue Forth my mandate, and't is done. 

Whether with cloudy or with sunshine brow 
I know nut and regard not.n—Ordic’s vnicc, 

Ruffled to somewhat of prophetic lone : 

(* Not, Horsd, to tlie stones, the deaf dull stones. 

Nor the cold current of the sensch*s8 winds 
Speaks that wild orator, the Man, whose paths 
Arc hidden as the ways of fate, unknown 
Who knowclh all, who seeth all unseen, 

Nor like the lightning shaft his presence dread 
Divulgcth, but to shatter, but to slay. 

Whose breath beneath the soft doves snowy down 
A soul might breathe of valour to oiitsoar 
The falcon's pitch of pride: I tell thee, Erie, 

This soft effeminate Britain, to our sway 
Gentle and pliant as a willow wand, 

■ ite j>M6 deai^NS sc beha pleruuiqus la conTiTlia centpltsat, 
uaqsaai aeito bs^U tempora am sd sltnp!i(«ii couliaimnM patfst 
aalmt, tatsd nugast (oonloarst. Ttc. 6'«rm. 


Will that dark Man uproar a ponderous Mnec 
To crush our infant empire .*—m Man! hath man 
Curdled the Idood of Offa, made his soul 
I’.tlicnt of that pale trembling motion, fear. 

And Offa live, live sluimeless of his shame, 

Amid his peers with unhlench'd front.to say, 

Those knees have ijuiird, these stuhhoin joints have fcl^ I 
The dspin’s coward fluttering, and the Sun ^ jr 

That S.IW his (light, hath seen not his revenge* | 

Cerilic, the name of perishable man 
Thou dost belie, so tilling beings dim 
Viewless and formless denirens of air, 

That sport and dally with tlie human 
! Making of mortals to their mortil peers, 

I Dark things of doubt and danger. Wc had sworn, 
GuriiJiind dOil Sigvart, AUia, Atlilar, 

And other mv, than who no German arm 
Sways lie.ivicr the long lance, nor German foot 
Treads firmer battle's crimson ptaths, 1 speak, 
i icry->ourd ilorsa, to thy f/ont; to thine, 

Higli-scepired llcngist! mortal steel wc swore 
Should choke that full-voiced Wanderer's clamorous 
breiilh. 

Sage oath! as to adjure our souls, and vow 
Til’ irregular mad ocean our wool * Peace’ 

Mifiiild hearken, and sleek smooth his cresting waves. 

But gaily went we forth with brand aii<l liow, 

Like hiinrersio the chase, scoffing our prey. 

‘ Now if lie meet us in hi.s rnoi tal shape. 

Let him melt haek into his native air; 

Then sh.ill he ‘scape.’—High o'er our p.illi a rock 
Hung heetling, from its summit came a voice, 

* Behold him ’’—with the voice a fragment vast. 

An cartliquakc had been weak to hurl it forth; 

Two stately nocks to the low earth sank down, 

And o’er them that huge mass lay stern and still, 

Like an old gi.ini’s inonumeni. But \vn 
Idiap’d oiiwaid, .'Ella met the dark unknown, 
lle.ivy with luin hung his arm in air, 

But in his valiant licart a javelin stood. 

Drinking tlie crimson life. Still on we swept, 

M.iny a wild league o’er moor and iiiarish swamp, 

Forest and wold, and still our pathway lay 
O'er the warm corpses of our foremost peers. 

Sole, sad survivors of our host, wo cainc, 

Sigvart and Offa; on the giddy brink 
01 precipice abrupt the conqueror paused, 

As weary with his prowess, our defeat, 

To mock us with the calmness of his rest. 

‘ Now come what will,’ cried Sigvart, * coinc what may, 

Or thou, or I, or both.’—Then on he sprung, 

Yet not the more relax'd that shape of gloom 
Its stern contemptuous quiet, waved his arm 
Willi motion Ics.* of strife than proud command, 

And then of Sigvart's fall the deep abyss 
Sent up a hollow sound. I fled, proud Peers; 

I say again, I fled, and, or disilaia’d 
That being d.irk a lone and single foe, 

Or by the .shielding of otir mightier Gods, 

I 'scaped.u—« I too (cried llermingard), 1 too 
Of that mysterious Wanderer have known 
The might and savage mercy. I had stray’d 
Into a fabric fair, of Christian Gods, 

A fane it seem’d, rich-rrested pillars ranged 
On either side, above the hollow roof 
Aye lessening, seem'd to melt into (he air 
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On which it Uoated.-~l]i^h uprear'd there sliooe 
An altar, bright with chalice, lamp, and cup 
All of the flaming gold. I rush’d to seize; 

An arm was on my neck, that dash’d me down 
Like a soft infant; then a vengeful voice 
Struck on my dizsy.hearing—* Hut thy blood 
U^ould dye this holy pavement with foul stain, 
k^Iealhen, thy soul and mortal shape were rent 
^^nder.’—As I fled, I turn’d—reclined 
I f n"KlTpih4^iltir on his knees, all quench’d 
Fierce w’ratlnmd fiery menace, drooping all 
Stern pride of^stcry, triumph, and high scorn, 
r That wild Unkn^n, calm not with weariness, 

1 Gentle but not with sleep. Majestic light 
I Beam’d on the quiet of his heavenward brow, 

I Yet human tears stood glittering in his eyes. 

I My thoughts were vengeance, but Uic cold clear air 
I Went creeping up my veins, an awful frost 
Drank up the languid current of my blood. 

And iinrcvengeil (ilcd that tranquil Alan." 

L’psprang young Abis i, aud beauteous scorn 
Curl’d his smooih check—u In tumult or in calm, 

But have he iitoml within his heating veins, 

*Aline is a steel of such a searching thii'st, 

’T will drain its crimson sourcc.» • Thou! wanton Boy,* 
The pale laugh wrinkling on his swelling lip. 

« Thou! thou! (cried Offa) with ihy mother’s milk 
Yet white within thy hiKirdless cheek. ■—« Proud Jute, 
'file stem of Woden is a moiiiitmg tree. 

Its s.iplin{pi soar to meet the golden Sun, 

While tamer shrubs creep with base trail on earth. 
Iletigist, my King, my Brother! hy our Sire 
I swe.tr, that ne’er again metheglin rtip 
Shall sparkle on these lips, till 1 have met 
This mystic deity of Offa’s fear.» 

Then on t]ic Monarch turn'd all eyes; he sate 
In darkness, or, by chance or art, the lampt. 

Stream’d bright and yellow down the fesUl board, 

But fell no ray within lus folded robe. 

\et wore not Hengist on his brow his soul, j 

High spake he from its cold and stately calm, 

Law to the lawless, to ilic dauntless dread; I 

But his were rarer qualities of pow’cr, 

Dominion o’er himself; deep, deep within 
Dwell all the stormy passions; hy no eye 
Pierced in its d.ark abiding lay the spirit 
With all its shames and grandeurs, loves and hates, 

And all its greedy family of lusts. 

Though now tlicre seem'd beneath hts royal crowu 
A faint uncertain paleness, as of fear 
Not wholly quell’d, and on his cheek and lip 
Ilnver'd a quivering motion, ere he spake, 

Blit cool his speech.—«< Presumptuous youth, thy oath 
Though wild, is holy—Woden guard thee well. 

Yet art tlioii sole in madness? time hath been 
hen ilic brave frenzy of rash daring spread 
A broad contagious flame through all our camp, 

Ti^icot a sword but shamed its sluggish sheath. 

Needed not Saxon king, as now, to gild 

fair d.anger ere it pleasiKl, as now proclaim 

Bich guerdon to the warrior, that aspires 

To lival Woden's blood, and be the peer 

Of Abisa in peril and renown. [ 

More lofty duties fetter thee and me, j 

High Horsa*—(for the 6cry warrior’s hand 1 

Had started to his sword’s familiar hill) j 


I Bob wc not of their Fame the valiant Erles.* 

I No seat was vadunt, not a voice came forth, 

As he were single in his shame sate each, 

Nor dared on his compeers to look, in fear 
Soul might be there more dauntless than Ins own. 
Blank silence all! but loud that silence spake 
Not vainly, Samor, worn thy title proud, 

Avenger! by tliy country’s (kinquerors thou 

Alagnificently deified; so soar’d 

Thy mortal virtue o’er their tamer Gods. 

Not tlijl the vassal elements thy sway 
Uearkeii’d, nor beings of the middle air 
Stoop’d on their glistening wings to work thy will, 
Avenger! but for tliee, the Almighty wrought 
Alust nuarv lous, most rnirac’loiis; in tliy soul, 

1 h.ai nobler field, high wonders manifold 
Labour'd to light and lustre: fur what thought 
Unwing’d by inbicatlied Godhead e’er might dream 
Of glory to he bom from this broad night 
Of ilcsolation and deep darkness, strive 
Tni faint, impalpable, and airy good, 

Throiigli the thick clouds of evil and of woe, 

Strong, stalely, constant, like an c.igle set 
To drink the last light of the parting sun? 

Wlini he.irt of carilily clay, that ne'er iinhilied 
Holier and piner ether, might endure 
Danger, dismay, dcKpuir, all ills (hat wring 
Within, and rack and rankle? not alone 
I'ieiHc wtoiig and iiisiiU of triumphant foe. 

But Worse, far worse, from Ihosc our frientls iiiisdeeiu'd, 
Pity of calm, cold cowards, 01 rude scorn 
From sleek and smiling slaves; or scoff and mock 
At oiir hani sufferings from those ingratc heails 
For whom we suffer; these the woes that wait 
That nobly desperate, who wxh slcdfust hand 
The statue of his country's fame, down dash’d 
And (rumpled by bari>arian feet, ingrain’d 
With (he coarse dust and black, hefoK tliu world 
Would rear again to sov’reignty and state. 

But thou didst strive and suffer, thou didst hope, 

And therefore 111 thy dark and silent deeds 
ne.im'd inanifi»t (iud’s Spirit; till in thee 
Kven the base body tlial e’er clogs and clouds 
The nobler energies, its stale inlirin 
Shook off, and by communion close assumed 
The soul’.s iminortui essence, or the soul 
A cliinalQ and peculiar atniospbcn; 

Spread round its weaker instrument of power. 

Hence linmaii accidents of heat and cold, 

Fiirnine and Uiirst, wasting and weariness. 

Fell light and thin upon thy tranquil frame, 

Like ll.ikes of snow upon Ui* unbroken lake, 

'riiuM didst thou pass most fearless, and most fear’d, 

By virtue, and thy foeman’s dread, array'd 
In attributes of strong divinity ; 

Danger liecame thy Siifcly, thy renown 
Crew from tliy utter desperate wrc(che<lnes.s 
But now die more enjoy’d that Saxon yoiUli 
His solitude of glory; forth he sprin|^ 

Hasty, lest valorous repentance fire 

Some rival Erie of half his peril yet 

'lo wrong him. In his tent, soft languid sounds 

Expiring on her falling lute, arose 

To welcome home her Lord his beauteous slave, 

HU slave! is that her slavery, round his neck 
The snowy girdle of her arms to wreathe? 
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To catch a master’s mandate dull) she raise 
The bashful fringes of her eyes, and nftet 
ThoM; glances of no lordly scorn, that soothe 
Her gentle wayward aogriness of love, 

Sontlie, dare not chide, that coldness faint and brief 
That would be wooed, but sweeter to be won? 

Nor dares not she withhold that arm upraised 
From their high stand the furniture of fight, 

Glaive, corslet, morion to displace; her touch 
Now clings with soft resistance, playful now 
Tliwarts his stern purpose.— * Oli, remove not them; 

In hours of absence, thou too clearly lovost, 

They arc my comfort, my companions they, 

My all but thou: the dusky shades of eve 
Drown o’er ihcir glittering steal, unil there array, 

A bright and armed man, th' officious air 
Gives motion, and with all tliy graceful pride 
Shakes the light plumage; thou art there, in spite 
Of thy own tardy lingering, thou art (here. 

Oh, I have woke at midnight, when my soul 
With thcc hath been a wanderer through sad fields, 

'Mid death and battle, though my lightest (ouch 
Had proved thee by my side, yet my faint hand 
Lack'd courage with that d.ingeroiis proof lo front 
My unsubsLintial fears. Oh then, if light 
Of star or moon on their blue surface gleam'd, 

Or wind awoke them into sound, again 
Calm on my pillow droop'd my check to rest. 

Secure to find thee sweetly slumbering there. 

Yet, yet unwon, oh, lighten that cold brow, 

And 1 will sing the soft and sleepy song 
Tliat makes a woman of thy angry eyes, 

Lulls the rude tumult in thy troubled breast, 

Leaving nought there but melody and me.* 

Then started she to feel how hard and cold 
Between her and her bosom's resting-place 
The corslet lay, liy stealth her fond emhr.icc 
Supplanting; gently his one arm declined 
Over her neck, in careless fondness hangs; 

Busy the other, its rude office frames, 

Linking the breastplate’s clasps; now holds he back 
From her approaching lips his cheek, to fix 
The weighty morion; but her garrulous grief 
Paused not—lAt midnight! now ! oh brave misdeem'd, 
Misdeem'd, who only tli’ open day would front 
With his bold armour; who hut I would love, 

I, weak and brain-sick, one whose valour shrouds 
Its prowvss in the cloudy gloom of night? 

Oh not, oh not to war, thou gocst to win 
Some lovelier or some newer bride. Go, go; 

Though faithless, barbarous, cruel, cold to me, 

Yet make not her too wretched, make not her 
licart-sick with sad expectance.*—But her arms 
Belied her desperate language, closer clasp'd 
With mort* than maiden strength, w Oh, stony heart, 
And I for thee forsook iny infant home, 

Where ail my steps were music, all my smiles 
Glad sunshine to my parents' wintry blood, 

That glanced like summer waters at my sight; 

For thee did violence to my viqjin fame: 

By war's rude force might I have seem'd enthrall’d, 

A luckless, pitied damsid; my fond heart 
HI brook’d the coarse reproach of ravishcr 
Should couple with u name so dear as thine. 

At ^ht-fall lied I to thee; even as now 
Thu Stars shone beauteous, and u kindly gloom 


Curtain'd our meeting even as now; no change 
From soft and fond and gentle, but in thcc.«— 

■ Peace, trembler, peace! to-morrow's dawn shall hail. 
Borne in the shield of honour, on the necks 
Of his tall peers, tliy Abisa; no voice 
Silent, no quiet in (lie troubled air, 

Restless with his hymu'd triumph, Offa’s heart 
Sick witi) wan envy. Then Myfanwy, then 
My glory shall make rapture of thy teal's, , 

And thon shalt bless the grief that wrings tlu'.'tibw.a 
u Oh, glory hath a stern and savage male.^^ 

Danger, her lawless paramour, enfolds 
Her beauties in liis churlish arms. Oli pause, 

And yet farewell, 't is exquisite to part, 

For oh, thou weep’st at parting, 't was past hope 
To see a tear on that stern face for me.* — 

She hath her last cold kiss through the barrd helm 
Won baldly; she is calm as though it dwelt 
Yet on hc-r lips; she hears his parting slops, 

Yet lingers on her cheek that liquid glow. 

That brilliant harmony of smile and tear 
That at the picsencc of the one beloved 
Flits o’er the settled purple of llic rheek. 

Oil, if Mift woman hath her wilder feara, 

She hath her wilder hopes, for man's stern grisp 
Too thin, too airy! * Never yet found false. 

Thou wilt return ;• (so wanton’d her gay dreams) 

* So young, so lovely, fate would shame to snatch 
So early the choice glories of the earth.* 

Tiicn sate she down triiimph.d coronets 
To weave, but not in modest quiet grief, 

And gentle resignation pale and mild, 

Rut with .*1 dancing heart and Jiright blithe eye: 

And when her eyelids droop’d, soft o’er her came 
A sweet inconstant slumber, such as sleep 
Loveilreaiiiing maidens ere their bridal morn 
But through (he clear calm night, the a/ure plain 
Of heaven, with all its glittering paths of light 
Distinct and darziing, moved that fair-hair'd youth •' 

So if old fable may he won to smile i 

! Its grace upon oiir darker talc, the hoy. 

Smooth-cheek'd Kiulymiuii, his enninotir’d Moon 
Wooed with no ).iwli>ss witciieraft from her sphere • 

Nor she delay’d, her sdver-Kindal’d feet 
Gliding .u.d ghineing o'er the dews she eariie, 

And eurlain'd hi a eloud of snowy light, 

Mock'd mortal harps that hymn’d her eold and chaste. 
No amorous fancies o’er thy downless cheek 
I'lnshing their rosy heal, no lovc-lipp’d tones 
In sweet disturbance stealing on tlie air, 

Young Ahisa I with more imperious charm 
Thou sumrnon'st from wild wood or cavern’d heatli. 
Nor vainly, tlieir fierce habitant. Behold, 

A shadow by thine own, its stalely length 
On the white dewa advancing; at thy side 
The Avenger, as upsprung from nether earth. 

Then fatal gladn^'^s lenp'd in that youug heart, 

He flung his vizor’d helmet proudly up, « ■ 

Aud dash'd defiance ’gainst fierce Offa s dread. 

But Ssiinor, for when his pure heart was wean'd 
From all the faint ami feeble of his kind, 

The mercies cluug within, and gentleness 
So mingled with hb nature, that it siakeil 
Even the blood-thimling frcn/.y of revenge; • 

Samor that beauteous youth survey’d, the stars 
Glimmer'd a blue and luizy light, that show’d 
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His soft locks sprciidinjj their hrit^Ut clusters wide, 

His vermeil check most lovely in its wrath, 

And brow that secin‘d to wonder and d<'li(;ht 
At its own daiiiUlessness. So tall, so Fair, 

Oft had he ima(;ed his own perish’d hoy 
In flower of youth* that flower which never bloom'd, 
^'eiider and mild Ills voice, as thou^>li he spake 
^ven to that dead lieloved—« Oh, brave and fair, 

W^y thus abroad amid tb<* silent ni|*ht, 

Wlnl^llm^e and fien*e j;estiire wild and strao(fe.'« 

■ Tbuti beuiwt my call, thou secst my arms, niy aim 
Idly tlioii qiic^mirsl.*—* 'T is not, {'cntle youth, 

Thy t^olden luxury of hair, nor cheek 
Warm in the rosy wantonness of youth, 
lUit thy hiiive hearin|;, {{.illant mien and proud, 

Tliat winds ]on('-'hanish'd mercy round my sword, 

To save from it one Saxon hfe.»—<* Soft praise, 

And sweet from lady’s lips, but not to hear 
Smooth Mattery's descant come 1, hut to win 
What, heiii(' won, is in its lofty self 
Imperishable beauty, garlands youth 
With honour passing the wliite hairs of age, 

Glory, the life of life.n—« And is there none 
Whose pillow dreams of thee are h.iuritmg now ? 

No mother, whose last waking thought was hope, 

At mom, to meet thee in thy wonted glow 
, Of loveliness and life? No {gentle maid 
I Wlinm the h.ire thought of paleness in tliy check, 

Of death’s wan chill upon thy hiow, would waste 
And wither like the canker'd iluwcr of spring^ 
llolurn to her, oh fair, high-minded yniitii! 

Ere yet too late, rctnrn.»—But more delay 

The hot youth brook'd not, down he clasp’d his helm, 

And leaping to the frantic onset, cried, 

xNuw, Offa, for ihv shame, and for lliy meed, 

My brother ifengist '•—As when lightning llame 
Dashes at midnight o'er liis slumbering lids, 

Up starts the wild steed, all his tawny inane 
Bristling and blazing, he devours the earth 
'< In fury, even so sudden those rash words 
St*t (lames upon the Avenger’s brow, set wrath 
On the iiiipcluoiis motion of his spear. 

Oh, holy Night! in thy injurious ('loom 
How blank the proud distinctions of man’s fame' 
J.anguor and loftiness, and shame and pride 
In one de.)d darkness, deep forj'clfulni.'ss, 
l.ie, us within a grave, (ill Virtues self, 

But for her haughty consciousness within, 

Might weary of her mute and viewless deeds. 

Secret and still! that I might violate 

Thy masteries, and redeem fiom envious gloom 

That Saxon hoys dead honours, dearly won, 

Most dearly, yet most nobly. Morn shall tell 
The issue of that conflict, but no morn 
Will dawn upon his .silent, peri.sird praise. 

Two hours arc past, alone the Avenger moves 
Under the stars of heaven ;'t is midnight deep, 
xjfew comes his hour of softness; love-sick buy. 
Tuning soft frenzies to his wanton lute, 

Is not more wild, fantastical, or fond, 

Than Britain’s stately hope, high llcogist's dread. 

For ever at this hour, of parted joy 
Dim gleams revisit his forsaken soul, 

' Like onci>>loved music o’er a maniac’s car; 

Faintly and feebly sweet, the dead put on 
•Their earthly lustre; Emeric comes, as fair 


As from the bridal altar, but less coy, 

)n fervent full afeundonment of love. 

The brcc/es are melodious with her voice, 

The dews arc printed by her slender feet, 

She Hows into his arms, Iter fond cmhiarc 
Is warm upon his soul. Thus ay<; s|ic comes, 

Or when't is wintry in the Starless skies, 

Or when the moonlight bathes the earth, to her 
Heaven opes its crystal portals, beauteous light 
Ushers her presence, sleep can ne'er estrange 
That luxury from Ins heart; when coiiHciousuess 
Of all things earthly sluiiihereth and is dead, 

She hdiiiils witiiin, her sweet intrusion clings 
To the lull’d spiiit, senseless but to her, 

.VII, all the living of the man is lier's. 

Oh, in their dieaniin(p>, their communions wild 
With iiiiy, iiiiiriatcii.il lisilants. 

Most differ Guilt and Virtue; there arc sh.ipes 
IJi{|eou>. and Iiatefiil, snaky Gorgon smiles. 

And all the fahicd populace of hell, 

Brooding disquiet o'er the thorny conch. 

But Virtue's visions are .iliiiost as fair 
As angels' hlest realities; to thee 
Lovely lliy i)i{;lilly visit.iut, sad Chief! 

As to man, sinless yet m Eden Uoweis, 

On beds of mlorons arnaianlh asleep, 

Yet uncreated, came his virgin bride, 

Delicate ph.'inloni; then liis fresh pure soul 
Amorous uncli.intment (list enlr.inced, first lose 
Thai our best feeling, of lost Paradise 
That sole survivinj' pleasure, lioly lovi*. 

Ue.iiiteous lliy blue uprising, mist-rohod Morn! 

All lliy bright glittering of f.inUslic dews 
With their thin tissue silkening the green meads, 

And nil thy music of blithe leaves lliiU ilaiici* 

In the caressing breeze, and matins gay 
Eiom all the living wnoill.ind, Sleep is pleased 
To be so sweellv banish’d her soft rctgn. 

But dmary are thy sounds, and s.id tliy liglil 
On the lewd w.issail, liot’s oigies rude, 

Polluting day with sights lluil shame dark night. 

Now from the stale pavilion forth aie pour’d 
The synod of hij;h hanqiielcrs, their eyes 
Hot with loose raptures and distemjxT’d joy, 
V<iliipluuiisly luihiileiic their ■>oiil.». 

Uiglil in their way stood lix’d .« lolly speai, 

Not with (j.iy (pirland cioven’ll, or .slic.itiiirig silk. 

But, with Ih.il heanlcoiiH he.iil that yestci night 
Coiifronled them willi graceful pride; the cheek 
Where wantonly youth’s insy liaiiiicr gleam’d, 

Pale, dewy, stirfeiiirig, lifeless, lusirelusH; 

P.iil malted with red damp the golden locks 
Clung round the spear, part curling on the .nr, 

S.ul sernhlance show’ll of life, in all llie rest 
M.iking the stillness and fix’d cold more dread. 

No check was there so bright, volnjitnoes hcaii 
So hot, blit, like bleak snow, fear fell on it 
With a cold tlirill and sciirching; if their sight 
ILul yet perception, liiimhler chiefs might draw 
From hi(>li example comfort for their dread; 

Brow might they see with kingly crown beset, 

White, sad, and shrunken as (heir own. Alone, 
Fierce smiled the pride of Offa; he held up 
To those wan lips the sparkling shell of mead: 

M Drink, thou hast kept tliy oath, drink, soft-lij>p <l hoy! 

O’er all the camp spread loud and wide and far 
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The name of Abiaa; My^nwy heard 
Where lay she dreaming half, and fabj^g half 
Of garlan^ and of gay triumphal pomp. 

How nimblt^aro the feet that bear light hearts! 

She is gone fotth, and all for joy forgot 
The veil o’er wont to dim her da/ziling rheek, 

Forgot the braiding of her hair, the maid 
So soft, 80 timorous, at tlic wanton breeze 
She oft hath trembled, ’noatli day's eye retired 
Even from the fondness of her own loved youth. 
Through files of warriors, who uncusque their brows 
To fill tlieir curious gaze, sbe hurrios on, 

She knows not wliaC she sees, and only knows, 

She scc^ not wbnt she st'eks, that check, that eye 
Which fed on her with such excess of love 
As if't were worse than hliudiieM to lobc sight 
OF its sole idol; only she is blithe, 

She only stniling 'mid those many sad. 

She meets oven all she loiq^s for; up from earth 
(For now from that s.id eminence o( .scni n 
Ilnd friendly h.iiid removeil it, now had cleansed 
Its diimp dufilciueiit) that dear fa« e on her 
Settled its fixed iuid iriexpreKsive |;>izc. 

Her mien w.is strangely latinnal, Iw-i look 
bike one that calmly ponder'd what it saw, 

Her voice iirtinilale and passionless. 

* Who iijtb done ilii.H?>—« Tile .Vveugei, the unknown, 
Spake many voices.—« Oh, my hands are weak; 

Ye see them soft and delicate and while, 
but thou, and thou, and thou, art hold and strong, 
And hcarst bright armour, ye will sure requite 
The slaughter on the sliitigliierer's hcad.»—Kmited 
Brief moments of a stagnant grief, life p.iuscd, 

As't would proloni; unconsciousness , delay 
Yet, yet that slate that wakes with waking sense. 

Then kindluil up her eye, but not with joy, 

't ben Hush'd her cheek a light and vingutuc ml. 

That its fair marble Jlitted o'er, but left 

Nor tinge nor warmth; she snatch'd up to her heart 

Tli.it lifeless thing and lied; as some fond bird 

With spread wings hovering o’er her iiest, looks round 

At some black shape of fear, then turns to sec 

If yet her callow brood are slumbering safe 

So wandering her dim eye on all around, 

Anon with full intensity of love, 

Settled on her cold rare. She reach'd the tent. 

There miserly her treasure she o'erliroods; 

She lays it on her Up, and sings to it, 

Now gazes as she thought even yet those eyes 
Might open, those wan lips, their wonted sounds 
Murmur, now almost secs a forming smile: 

Now gaily carols on her broken S(>n(;s, 

Ever his favourite, most Familiar tones, 

Ar>! now breaks off, as fearful to disturb 
Ilis quiet slumbers, only speaks in smiles, 

Language by him e’er understood, and once. 

Once her rash lips npproacli'd: so pass’d the hours 
From Ciirliest morning till ilic setting sun. 

Then that wild spirit and playfulness of grief 
Sadden'd lo drear sobriety, gave place 
Sweet-dreamiog twilight to the bright clear day. 

Then first she thought of beasts and fowls obscene 
Battening on his fair limbs, no hand to lieap 
The scanty pity of a little earth 
UpoB llie brave, the princely, and the fair. 

Envious of partner in her s.icrcd toil, 


Bearing her cold wan burthen in her arms, 

Alone upon the pious quest she speeds. 

She fears not, ah too wretched now to fear! 

Darkness is on her steps, but what to her 
Though nature’s rich varieties are blank? 

Her guide the tinhlindcd sympathies v;itliin; 

The love that link'd her to his living soul 
Will light her to him lifeless; yon wan stars, 

That struggle with the haze, arc bright enough 
To beam upon the dead. But now more 
Their golden cressets multiply, more clearjif 
And lo fierce Offd ill her path: his eye / 

Fix'd on her with a rude imperious lust,*^ 

As the pollution of his bad desires 

Hid lioriour to their victim. But the maid. 

Unbelieving, unsuspecting aught impure, 

With swa2i heseerhing, almost with caress, 

Would will her onward passage; when her soul 
Was btartli'd into fear, she would not think 
Such Mvage nature dwelt in human hearts. 

She wept, she sued, she drew the veil away, 

Upheld that lovely lifeless thing—in vain. 

The snowy dove is in the rude kite’s grasp, 

Palo, flulteiiiig, fainting; upon Heaven she call’d. 
Cruelly calm look'd on her the cool skies; 

She call'd on Ahisa, but only felt 
More tlceply that cold glassiucs-s of face, 

That dull, indifftTenl witness of her shame, 

Blit in the stress and liui ry of despair 
Strange energies were hers, with frantic voice 
She fail’d on the Avenger—Lo, he comes, 

'I'crrihlc in the silence of his arms, 

And earlli is dank with Offa’s lustful hlood. 

But her first motion was a frantic kiss 
On Ahisii's cold lips, as though for him 
Proud of the untainted treasure of her love; 

Thun turn’d to her preserver, hut with looks 

Of Inalliiiig more than thankfulness; he stood 

In gentle majesty serene, yet proud 

Of that light victory, of prevented crime 

Scvcrclj joyful; hitler strife of heart 

Spiike 111 her language— ■ Had it been but death, 

1 yet had cursed theel oh, look here, look here! 

(And she wiilidiuw the clust’ring curls that vuild 
The rigid dcaihfiilncss of that fair brow) 

Oh, one sole feeling to this dead heart Seem’d 
A duty ami delight, the hate of thee. 

Cruel, even that thou envicst me, even that.w— 

•• That, Bt iiisli maiden! is a Saxon's face, 

Yet mourns thy amorous heart in guilty tears?» 
u Is there not beauty in a Saxon’s check, 

Is there not music on a Saxon's tongue. 

Is there not tenderness in Saxon hearts? 

Oh, he is kind and true, his love to me 
Almost ns deep and fond, as mine to him: 

Wild that I am, he was—that fatal was 

Makes agony my sacred thought of him.—- 

• Maiden, by Wye's transparent stream abode , 

An aged pair, and their declining day 

One beauteous child enlighten’d, and dispensed 

Soft moonlight o’er their darkening eve, they thought 

The only pang of death from licr to part. 

But heavy was their sinking lo the grave, 

For that fait beam in uncliaste darkness quench'd 
Its virgin lustre, and its light withdrew. 

Of their old limbs the life: alone they dwelt. 
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In diKcontcnt and cold distaste of all, 

As Iter in{];ratitude had made them sick 
OF the world's hollowness, and if she fail’d 
All earthly thinQ[s must needs 1 m: false and frail. 
They ne’er reproach’d her, for so near the (yravc 
They ronld not hptcj but for her sake they loathed 
I ^^ch old familiar face, that once they loved. 

^ Where she was wont to wander, wander'd they; 
garden flowers she tended, they hound up 
WiVkrfHNful care; their chill and shaking hands 
Made tremuiyiis music with her lute : I shrunk 
In hoary age At see such childish joys. 

' They felt one a^r pleasure; the same hour 
They glided from tlicir woes, their parting breath, 
niended in languid blessings on her head, 

For her went suppliant to the throne of Cod, 

Their lost Myfanwy.»—Trembling stood she there, 
Like one that strives to weep, but the hard tears 
Arc frozen in their source. ■ Oh thou and I, 

Sweet Ahisa (to that cold head she spake), 

We will go weep upon their graves, and win 
Their spirits to forgiveness; when they hear 
llow fervent and how fatal were our loves, 

'Heaven will lend airs (o waft their mercy down.* 
u Fond Maid, hewarc! repentance must he chaste 
And spotless as ihc unsunn’d snow: wilt thou 
Yet wanton with the memory of thy sin, 

R.id ihonghts at revel in thy he.irt, with vows 
Lightly made up of guilty breath impure, 

Pollute and sicken the clear air that dwells 
About the holy dwellings of the dead; 

Waver from Cod to Pagiin paramour 
With wandering loose affections’- « Hard and cold, 
Be tlinii content to have robh’d this widow’d heart 
Of that most lovely breathing thtn(' earth bore, 

But spare, oh sp.ire, the sinless, senseless dead! 

Cruel, by yon bright stars I oft have sworn 
Ne'er to forego him ; shall 1 crown my sins 
With jMjrjury? 1 will weep, and fast, and pray, 

\nd wear the rough stones with my tender knees, 

So thou wilt leave rne my sad thoughts of him. 

Oh, Cod hath grace for all; my earliest prayer 
Shall he for mercy on liis perishM soul, 

The next for those who dying pray'd for me. 

And for rny sad and sinful self the last.* 

Most exquisite sorcery of womankind' 

Even to the fall’n some cherish’d loveliness 
Yet clings, witli innocent hypocrisy 
Tricking their failures in such tender hues. 

We blame with tears, enamour’d while we blame. 

I Even thus her fervent constancy of love 
i Brighten’d that guilty maiden.—■ God will weigh 
! With righteous hand ihy sorrows and thy sins, 
Damsel; 1 nor absolve tlicc, nor coiideniu. 

Como thou with me, and we will reunite 
'I hat beauteous boy's remains: oh thou, even thou, 
Knew’st thou the studious cruelties, cold crimes 
> Byatbese barbarians wrought on this sad land, 
Vfouldst pardon this dishonour to the corpse 
Of that brave youth.*-~She luap’d up to his neck, 

■ And who art thou, that doest such savage deeds, 
Yet forces! us to love (hee^s—On they past, 

1 They reach'd the place of death, he dug away 
j 4'hu earth that fenced from wandering kite and wolf 
! Young Abisa’s fair limbs; he soothed her woes 
: B^ soft participation, her consoled 


By suffering, and the Clmstian’s voice rose up 
In prayers for nUrcy on a Saxon's soul. 


BOOK VII. 


How measureless to erring human sight 
Is glory! Glorious thy majestic state, 

Hengist I with captive cities For thy thrones, 

And captive nations thy pale satellites, 

Britain, with all her beauty, power, and wealth, 

Thy palace of dominion. Glorious thou, 

Caswnllon, in Cacr Kbranc's stately courts, 

By the slow waters of the wandering Ouse, 
Bright'Seeptred Renegade! Even in your crimes 
Glitters a dazzling and metcorous pomp. 

Though your wild voyage hath lain through waves of 
blood, 

Ye ride triumphant in your rnyai port. 

But he, sad Pilgrim, outc.ast and forlorn, 
llow doth ihe midnight of hix honour shame 
Y'oiir liroad meridian, his wild freeduiii pass 
Your plciiirudc of sway, his nakedness 
Transcend your swisjping jmrples, ray’d with g»old ! 

Nor wariteth to his stale its gorgeous pride, 

And high peculiar inajehly; the pomp 
Of the conspiring eleriicnls sinsls on him 
Tuiniilliioiis grandeurs; o'er his midnight couch, 

Amid the sc.itlieil oaks of the riioimrain moor. 

On Its broad wings of gloom the tempest stoops. 

Around Ins head in crystal coronets 

The lightning falls, us though thy lier> hand, 

Almighty I through the tolling clouds put forth, 

Did honour to the Fri.>enian. iMi(;hly winds 
And the careering thunders spread around 
Turbulent music; darkness rivals day. 

And day with darkness vies in stateliest pride 
The Avenger’s lofty miseries to array. 

U hen fiom the F.ast forth leaps the warrior Sun 
In panoply of golden light, dark cowers 
: Ills own proud eagle, niarvelliiig what strong form, 
Ilpi'ising to lis^irp his h.iughly riglil, 

Dunks iii the intense magiiiticencc with brow 
Unda/zled and unshrinking; nor to him 
Fails hom.ige from the living shapes of earth * 

On liiiii Ihe savage, fien'o and niousiroiis, fawn 
Tame adoration; from his rugged sleep 
'Ihe wild hoar, sleek his bristling wrath, aloof 
Slirinkh, the grim wolf no more his rest disturbs, 

Than the calm motion of the moon she bays. 

Now, by her native sylvan VN’yc, that Maid 
Left to cold penitence and prayer, again 
Sets foilh the high Avenger: now his path 
Thiough Towey’s v:ile winds velvet soft and green. 

The year is in its waning autumn glow, 

But the warm Sun, with all his summer love, 

Hungs o’er this gentle valley, loath to part 
I From the blue stream that to his amorous beams 
' Now her cool bosom spreads, now coyer slides 
I Under her alder sliade, whose umbrage green, 

I Glancing and breaking the fantastic rays, 

I The deep dark mirror frets with mazy light. 

I A day that seems in its rich noon to blend 
All seasons’ choice deliciousiiess, high hung 
I On Diuevaur .ind (^rrcgCcnnon rude, 
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And on bold Drusslyn gleam’d the woods ihcir lines, 
Cbnngnrttl and brilliant, as their leaver bad drunk 
The sun’s empyreal fountains; not more bright 
The groves of those Atlantic Isles, where rove 
(l)rcain'd elder Poesy such fancies sweel) 

The spirits of the brave, stern Peleiis' son. 

And Diomede, through bowers that ilio blue air 
AreliM with immortal spring of fragrant gold. 

The merry birds, as tlioiigh llicy bad o’cidi’cam’d 
The clitirlish winter, spring-tide virelays 
(iaroUing, pruned ilieir all-forgottcii plumes. 

Upon the sunny shallow lay the irctii 
Kindling the soft gems of ils skin ; the snake 
As fresh and wanton in its giccn attiie 
Wound its {f.iy riiiifs almig the l)o\v< i v sward. 

That overpowering heaiity in mild bonds 
Of sweet ain.i/enierit and infaluale bliss, 

Took prisoner Saturn’s spiiii. On .i lork, 

'Neath a while canopy of {'lisleiuiig iuich, 
lie lay .surrender'd. The ihin whisjieniig Ic.ivi.'s, 

The welling waters flow, (he lingering, long, 
Love-dMclling desc.int of the jojous biids 
Guile iniiigluig willi the t.ingiior of Ins sense, 

Ulost sooihiiig each in tiii'n, niost sliiinli’ring .soft. 

’T IS no harsh hrciKing in tli.it train of sound 
Delicious, but a low and measured dash 
That hleiids and deepens all the iinrigling tones; 

'T is nought to rjoiid or dim that slow inlrudes 
On the iimvers<il brilliance ; crowning all 
^lovo.s the gay apparition, and liics up 
Tin; restless glitteiing to inlenser bla/c. 

Slow up the tide the gaudy hark comes on, 

Her uais scarce starlling the unriiflled air; 

The waters to her swan-like prow give place, 

Along the oar-hladcs leap up to the sun 

111 lucid Hakes, and dance, .is’t were their sport 

To Waft that hnauteoiis fioight. And ex({ui»iU' 

As that \ohiptuoiis Memphian on the strcitm 
Of (<ydiius, leading with lilLss-hrcaihing smiles 
Her throngs of rash heholders, glided down 
To welcome to his soft iinprisonineiil 
The Lord of half the world, so wondious fair 
Under an awning cool of fhittciing silk 
The Lady of that graceful galley sale, 
but not Ml her instinct the inciting form 
Willi passion, the smooth limhs in da/zhng glow 
Traiishu'cnt through the thin lascivious veil, 

Skilful with careless blarulisliiiicnls to fire 
The loosi* imagin.itions, she heroin 
GmsL like tliiil Oriental luirlol Queen. 

Of all her shape, of all her sou! was pride 
Tlie sustenance, the luxiuy, the life. 

The luiiate scorn of her full eye lepjid 
With lolly ihanklessness the homage fawn'd 
Ry her fair handmaids, and iier naimen gav. 

Who scciiiM to w.inton in tlicirsct'Mlu toil. 

Around she gased, al in her hdiightuiuss 
She thouglit that God had form'd this living poui)> 
Of woodland, stream, and rock, her height of soul 
To pamper, that to welcome her the earth 
Attired its breatliiiig brigliiin.-ss, and the sun 
(teiy on her look’d from his azure sphere. 

Knows Samor that bright Lady? Who knows not 
Amid her twinkling retinue of sUirs 
Tlio queenly siiininer moon ? Yo too he knows, 
Tho*tinion roweis of her royal slate. 


Entitled once by courteous falsehoods bland 
Nobles of britain, from the general wreck 
Most despicably saved by Saxon scorn, 

Meet vassalage for Yortigern, now shrunk . 

And dwindled from proud Britain's sov’reign lord 
To petty Prince of Dyfed.» Ye yet cling 
Kvon to the hollow semblance of a crown, 

Ye gauzy summer motes, that float and bask 
In the warm noontide of a court, light things i 

Of noise and glittering, that to royal ears _ / 

Tinkle your poisonous flatteries, then iiiotf proud 
When most ohinisive yout gay noihingnifM 
Under a rock where Samor lay unstvui 
bencalh the sparkling hirclien shade, the berk 
Glideil .so ne.tr, (lie silver-twinkling leaves 
Pl.iy'd like a wavciing veil o’er llie biiglil face 
And marble neck of that reclining Queen. 

Now, Samor, now 'l is >tt tliy thirsty lips 
Tile < up of venge.mcc, now quaff deep, quaff deep! 
Now, by the hones that hliMcli on Aiiihri plain, 
by tliy lost Emuiic’s silent chamber howuiH, 
by that soft cheek o'er whieli the priirirosi' blooms, 
Now l.itincli the uniM'iing javelin! lo .she lcin))ts, 

The S.ixon'sd tiiglili'r, .ind the false King’s biidc. 

The lame and baffled lingering of revenge. 

And up the Avenger stood; a ray of light 
Quiver’d the blandish'd j.ivelin; envping .iwe 
Fro/e up the row« rs’ liearis; down fell flii- oars, 

Ami to the .shore louiid swung the ungo\cin’d bark. 

but’mid (hose fcitiininc and timorous men 
Intiepid tliai snfi lady her fair front 
Adv.inced, and, u Who art thou, whose impious arm 
’G.iinst royalty’s anointed head dare sway 
Irreverent menace?* — • One whom gnudiiig w'rong, 
And injinies Mvage, hl.ick, anrl manifold 
[hue almost madden’d to the deep base shame 
Of .soiling his bright anus with woman’s Idood.* 

(He cast (lie javelin from him, and went on) 
u but tell thy sue, Kowena, tell thy lord, 
briloiiM have yet to learn llieir coih's of war, 

Tliai y.u faslidiou*. vengeance will not slake 
But on a woilhy victim its deep thirst.* 

Tlieii w.'i.s the mingling of their looks elate. 

As when two Falcons, far from this low earth, 

Meet 111 the sun’s bro.id blare, tlicy, glad and proud 
Each () ibeir kiiidicd, flap tbclr radiant wings. 

« 1 !«MOW llu'e DOW, iiiajes.tic ftehel' thee 
The uiitiaeeahle, unlameable! 1 know 
The chosen .Man of Fate! of all our race 
The dc.si};n.ited danger; merciful 
Saxon ne'er coupled willi ihy name (ill now. 

Vet lliiiik not thou from rivalry aloof 
In ]>roud and lonely excellence to stand, 

For with rei|iutil royal and profuse 
1 will <iiitsoar ilice; tlii.s white woman’s hand 
Shall cast thec Heiigist’s pardon for thy deeds 
Of guilty fame; this smooth and purple cheek 
Smile thee fair honours in Caer Merddhyn's court.* 

0 Pardon, and honour, Lady! one alone * ' 

dealoiis prerogative of patiion holds 
Ocr S.mior's soul, the universal Cod! 

Gicr Merddhyn's honours! to fall'n Yortigern 
To be install'd prime flatterer, meekly laud 
The hoimteous-beartcd mnnarcb, who cast off 


' Or, IHmetia, i. «. S.'iollt Waic*. 
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IliH tlirnni', lii» people, and lih fame, and lhouf;1it 
For hride ko fair the dowry ad loo poor.n 
No wratli, hilt hrightur joy the Lady's rheok 
Fnthlazon’d : « Why should sli(*lit and tinsel ties 
Of blood and birthplare hold asunder hearts 
Kindred iu |;raiideur^ thou art biave and free, 

I And hravo and frei> is llcn^ist, why disdains 
Valour to mate with valour, ini^ht with iiii('ht‘’ii 
''Nl’.iloiir beneath the sun {'oes proudly fortli; 
the cloudy hnllle’s van affronts 
IlLs hauhe^h|!d foe, hut folds not secret steel 
I'nder ihe mild and festal rohe of peace, 

Nor creeps wili^midni^'lit sleulih on the weak slei;p 
Of women and soft infants.i—Then appear’d 
T*Mrs in Iier haughty eyes, tears heaiilirul, 

For diops of shaino they were for those hlaok crimes 
That flei k’il and tlimm'd her fathers hi.i/.e of fante. 
Still paused not the Aveiiyur.—■ Dili my God, 

Did IhiL'iin el.iliii the offcriiiif, 1 dare hope 
Yet i I oiihl rend from this worn heart away 
Its pleasant lust of ven('canec : private wrongs 
Aie hut thin diops in my full tide of hate; 

Dnt ail my eotiiury’s injuries, all my Cod's 
(ioncenirate in lliu iniglity passion flood, 

My life, my soul, my being; we must he, 

I and thy father, ihrough all sptice of lime, 

Kven to the end, Desiroycr or Destroy’d.* 

■ liaiNh and Implacable! yet he nut thou 
Discourteous : wilt thou to Caer Morddhyn come, 

An hoiiuui'd guest, in freedom to depart 

When, where thou wilt, thy pledge my royal faith?* 

0 A Saxon's faiili'* hiiist hitter ftorri his lips, 

He cheek’d the iiphruidmg tone. • If fi.iud and sin 
In such a lovely temple hold their shrine, 

It were not strange did fiends of daikness dwell 
Within yon heaiileous Min’» But she with smile 
Mild as May niortiing on a violet hank, 
aWhyslay’s! thou? can the llnconquoralile fear——?» 
• I'car, Lady! fe.ir and 1 are siiMiigcn* now.* 

^ • What wondrous spell,» pursued her playful mirth, 

« So steels lliee?" —« One most simple and most strong, 
A calm proud eonsrimre, and a faith in God.* 
i’hen sate he by the Lady’s side; set forth 
Upon its ilaiiciii|j voyage down the tide 
’I hc kirk obcisant to its dashing oars. 

But those gay rowers veering with the wind 
Of soft court favour, ’gan with sulilte joy 
And cold factitious transport hail again 
Their gentle peer, llieir old and linnoui’d friend. 

But with a gl.ance the imperial lady froze 
To Mieni’c their sinoolh-iying lips, nor Iirook'd 
lillc inlrusinii on her rapturous feast. 

Deep drank she in the majesty and pomp, 

W herewith iiisiinet the Avenger moved and spake. 

And wh.it high heauty from heroic soul 
Lmanates on ilie outward sliape, nor pall’d 
On her insatiate appetite the joy ; 

Tjl^ that coomiercing deep of sutcly thoughts, 

Ih'oud admiration, and intense delight 
In vvhat is licart-subtiining, towering, grand, 
Begenerate from the trance that bathed her sense, 
Sprang up a fiery passion, o'ejr her flow'd 
Seeret the intoxicating eestiey, 

. dangerous, deep, intolerable love. 

What beauteous seeming and magnificent, 

Weareth that brilliant sin? now not o'er her 


Game it in inching l.inguor, soft and bland 
Kut like her ovm liigh nature, eminent, 

Disdainful, and elate, allied (o all 
That beautified, that glorified, and seem’d 
Misterious union of upsoariiig spiriis, 

Wedding of lofty thoughts with lofty’il,ought*. 

And the fine joy of being to this c.irlh 
A thing of wonder and us floats the air 
(ilear, white, and stainless in the highest heavens 
Seem’d from its exaltation fresh and pure, * i 

Above all taint her jinoroiis madness rose. | 

Mad it seem’d love, her very pride had quell’d I 

The iinplunicd l.ini.isy, licr inbred scorn i 

Warr’d on tlie young infirmity, but now | 

U'pou her soul’s hohl crest it planted higli ■ 

Its h.inncr of doinitiion, and she bail’ll 
Its coming as a guest of pump and power. 

But, though o’er all her fc.itnres mantling spread 
A vivid rcsth-ssnesH, a tuslroiiK glow', 

A deepening purple, though her eye indulgitl 

Bicher delii iimi, though her languid breath ; 

(^ame with a thiuh and struggled from her heart. 

Yet in that iiohin kindness lliat disdains 

With grecily and suspirioiiK gaze to search 

The sin that may be, r.itlier chastening all 

W’ltli his own native purity, serene 

Wile Warrior s.iU‘. The pl.icid gluling bark, ' 

With morion like to stillness, flowing on, ^ 

When* wuli green diadem of woods .ihove, I 

Bcnc.ith the while brcaiUli of llie exp,Hiding stream, ! 

C.ier Merddhyii in the liquid noontide rose. 

F.iir rose (iier Merddhyii, rose her towery height 
The air enriehing, nor mis-seem'd a King 
Siieh stalely dwelling; populous her streets, 

' And throng'd with liuriian faces, but o'er all 
I A lassitude and heavy sadness liung, 
j Blankness of looks and weariness of heal Is. 

I And lisilessness of motion faltciing on. 

I With all the pomps, the luxuries of life. 

It seem’d a city of the de.id. The shapes, 

The steps of men were there, liiit soul anil spiiit, 

And stirring energy, and vivid mind, 

' Dassion and earnestness in torpor slept, 
j The cold blood .stagnates in the drowsy veini. 

I Alike all feelings lazy l.'iiiguor scal'd; 
j 'r» still them, not delight, the mothers held 
Their infants, as the radiant ^lueen past on; 

I But even in them tlie laughing spring of joy 
I Was dead, .ind dry, and frozen.—* Oh, high God 
I (So spake the Wanderer in his secret soul) 
liath tyranny such hleakand withering power 
Man's heavenly essctieu to embrute, and thou, 
j Once princely Vorligern, the tyrant thou — 
j Worse sight! woisi- shame! they reach the liroad hill’s 
I brow, 

Where in its royalty the palace look’d 
Awe on its vassal city; llicrc, even there, 

On that high threshold, armed Saxon files 
From the weak people fenced the weaker King 
But through that lt^;ion hateful and accurst 
Onward the Avenger that bright Lady’s hand 
l.cd, as the Sybil sage the Love-queen’s son 
I Calm through the doleful regions of the dead. 

Within the hall wiili royal banners hung. 

And shields of royal blazon, royal arms, 

Least royal he, sate Vorligern; deep iliouglit 
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And misunilde on his fadrd brow 
Traced its l)leak lines; before him {;litteAn(; lay 
The crown of Britain, which liis u^e perused 
With a sick sadness, as each gem were full 
Of woeful ruminations, blank remorse; 

And ns bad An^'cls loathe, yet upward watch, 

Iluiivcu’s Sun, hri|;ht type of their once radiant state, 
Kvcti so in bitterness that fallen King, 

Painfully banqucUint; on self>repraarh, 

A drear remembrance of lost (jrandeurs drew 
From that fair ring, and rursetl its bl.tre that flash’d 
Past splendours o'er the darkness his soul, 

And memory from what he>('ht to what depth sunk, 

He welters in the abyss of slinini: piofoutid. 

Beside him n'ui his liaip Aneiirlu liouM, 

The white-haii’d Bard, sole failhrnl he, sole fiicnd; 

For minds of poets from their own high sphere 
hook down on earth's dislinetious, high and low, 
Sunken or soaiing, as the eipial sun 
Sheds light along the vale .uul muunlain’s Iirow 
lie in ihc hail of feasting' who fast seal’d 
The treasures of his liarniony, now pours 
Into the woiiniled heart his syrups sweet, 

And laps it in the silken folds of sound. 

But even along his strings the infectious grief 
Hath eiept, and wither'd up their wantoimess 
And lost in wayward wanderings of di'spair 
Stray the vague (ones; anon Iniisis full and free 
A stall, a swell of pride, then sinks aw.iy 
Involuntary to such doleful fall, 

Misery so iimsical, its languid breath 

Feeds, white it softens the deep-rooted W'oe 

Such melodies at tragic midnight heard 

’Mid .1 deserted eily, gliding o'er 

'I lit* deep green moss of low'er and fane oerllirown, 

Had seem’d immortal soriows in the air, 

O'ei man's iiiennslant giandenrs. Sad siieh wreck. 
More sad, iiiori; worthy Angi'U woe the waste 
And desolation of a nohle mind, 

High fertile faculties run wild and rank, 

Bright (terv qualities in d.irkiiess sl.ikcd. 

That litpiid intereoiirsu of grief hioke off, 

Tims spake the King—•• Who thus unhidden huists 
On kingly solitude! why ask I thi.'e? 

No brow bciwuuti lliu Sent and Soiilliern sea 
Bearelh sucli gallant insoleneo abioad. 

But Samor, the wild Wanderer, the denounced. 

The desperaii*! Art thou licrc to Siiin mine cars 
With K VoiiigcTu is al)j(‘Ct, lost, disgraced''* 

’T is well that with tlioc comes inv bright excuse. 

My poverty’s rich tre.isure, my iiiglit's star, 

Beauteous Bowcna.n —Joy seem'd liis, but yet 
Was effort and was struggle iii ilial Joy, 

T'*'.* clinging of a desp<‘ra(« soul to what 
It would delight in, but di<l not delight, 

The striving of a barren hc<irt to force 

The perish'd bloom of pleasuri*.—« King, I come 

rTo put a spell upon thee, conjure up 

Thy valour from its tomli within thy breast, 

To rend the adamant that trammels fast 

Thy siivtigili of soul. By yon bi iglit glaive that smote, 

Bv Esk's wild bank, beneutb his father’s shield, 

The rayal Caledonian’s son; yon iiag, 

Tliat, when by I'aCcd Arles rash Britain lost 
Her wild bright hazard for imperial state. 

Cloading the car of .idvi>rst* victory shook 



L'ntarnish’d in the sun its bla 7 on broad, 

Nor stoop’d, tboiigb all was fallen ; by yon rich crown, 
Whereon when Bow’d the holy oil, this isle 
From all her seas her graliilanl acclaim 
Sent up, and overcast heaven's vault with joy; 

By Voitigern, the great, the brave, tlie v»'i'*e!* — 

« Brave! wise! aye, that it i.s. The veriest wretch 
That from base birth-place to his basi'r grave, 

Cre«*ps with his fellow reptiles, that ne’er knew 
What luxury't is, what loftiness to soar, ^ 

And with one soul to wield a host of souls ' 

In free suhjeclion, oh lh.it Breless dust, 

(Bay uniiiform’d that only lives to die, 

Thai is to me a (.lud: to me whose curse, 

And brand, and mock it is to have been greats 
And he—oh! Samor, Samor, I was King, 

King nf this spacious, rich, and glorious isle, 

And tlioii, and. such as thou, my regal sl.ite 
Didst vassal, now, hut now an eve may liacc 
The eiicuit of m\ realm, a slieplierd's boy 
Count my thin pi'ople, like liis moiintaui Bock.* 

• Oh, Monarch, ill must he atoned bv good, 

And to repentant deeds nf migliiiest fame 
He.iven can npr.ilse tlic f.irthest sunken. Power 
Fails not the aspirant will. 1 knew tliec once 
A being of those arduous energies, 

Stiong aspirations, graspings undefined, 

Tumiiltnous tbirslh and pasMonn, that u( man 
Rlake l iend or Angel.* — • True, too (me, hut thou 
Hast seized the Seraph's :iir-pluiiicd wings, and I 
The Demon’s \.ms ol d.irkiiess. il.id .ill fallen, 

All perish’d, one wide ignominy swept 
Priiires and holds and People, 1 had found 
A forlorn comfort in the general wreck ; 

But in its ciiist subiirnilv ihv fame 
Obtrudes its radi.iiit presence, and makes groan 
This min of a Monareh.»—u Hare It is, 

Oh King, ill Fame’s rich galaxy to shine 
^Ylth sledfast bl.i/e unwilhering, hut to dawn 
From d.irkiiess, scatter off the black eclipse ' 

Tli.it veils the witiu'r’d lustre, tins most rare, 

Makelii man’s soul an everlasting fire 

Wot thy the God lli.it hung the heavens with light; 

’T is haid for downcast spirit to o'erleap 
Uiiiii’s sad harneis, lint Heaven's angels drop 
Soh dews oeneatli his burning feel, Ins Biglit 
hup with siiong plumes; his coming doth adorn 
The earth he moves on, till Beinorse abash'd 
Before the orient glories fades and Bies." 

u Pe.ice' peace! thou canst not see what cold within 
hies like a p.ilsy on the B.ig(;ing powt rs, 

Makes me a thin and shrinking reed, the sport 
Of every lazy wind, the shape, the life, 

The woe, without Ihc faculties of man : 

Shame, Sliaine.- Oh, turn thy lofty brow aw’ay, 

Heavy it hangs o'er me like loosen'd cr.ig 
Over the riioiintaiii tr.iveller—I endure, 

Of all this nation, the cnrse-wrinkled lips, ^ 

Out-pointed fingers, ribald jests, co.irse scorns. 

Men that have hek'd the dust heneaih inv feet. 

Worn their tame faces by the mould of mine. 

Them, to confront even them.*—Unkingly tears 
Choked the full utterance, met Ins eye the glance 
or that proud Queen, who, all unmark’d, diank in " 
That passionate discourse, from licr contempt, 

I'hoiigh far helow his own, he shrunk, and wrought • 
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To n brief prulc liU wan dcjecicd mien. 

« More is my throne, my kin{»dom in ibis hruast. 

My diadem die wealth of lij^lit that slimes 
From yon fair brow upon me.”—Stronger pain 
Bnrsl in upon the infant pride: forlli lied 
Tlie Monarch, happy could he fly himself. 

Him follow'll that old Bard. 'T is vain, all vain, 
(Tims spake ihe high Avenger.) « Beauteous ()uccn, 
I «p|.iiin thy faith, and pai t.««-« So swift, so soon, 
Out fehl.il cheer tintJSted, welcome cup 
Uncrown’d « Fair (Jucen, in the fudiiicid stream 
My beverage dances; the coarse iiiountaiii boor 
Sliures his hard*fare with me; the hand that feasts 
The winged wanderers of the air, feasts me.» 

\> ilh lips in act of speech apart, Ihe (Jiiccn, 

As to her will her longue disdainful .scorn’d 
Allegiance, chain’d in silence stood ag<iin. 

Twice she eks.iY’d to speak, twice o’er her shame 
Swept Ills pcriific hand, and msy lire 
O’er f.ice ami neck and foiehead Hush’d, till shrunk 
From ihat .sliuiig he.'it the eye, and down on earth 
Settled its ciosc-frin{;cd orh; with pressure soft 
Her hliisliini; fingers hi»> hrnn7.ed hand embraced. 

V Here in this palace is iny rule, this hind 
Is mine hv my picvailing power: wouldst ihoii 
Of litis high Seat, this realm he Lord?—>Yiiy starts 
Unwonted colour to thy chock ? wliy shrinks 
Joto its sphere thine eye? Said 1 this .soul, 

And what vift hcaiity glitters in this sliape, 

Ihid it iipp.ili’d thee !»—F.igerly she giMsp'd 

The hand she hedd, as though from tiicnee to wring 

A swift reply, yet gazed npou the c.iith, 

As w istfid 'nealh its darkness she might shrink 
From her own shame. Ul.iiik wonder Sainor’s brow 
To living stone congeal'd —» This then (he close 
To aM lliy lavish love of Vorligern 

M My love ! he was a King, upon his brow 
The beamy of a royal crown, his heiglit 
Dominion, like a precious mantle, dipt 
III heaven's pure light array’d, and o’er liirn flung 
Transcend.int grandeur; above all he stniKl, 

And I by such fond spicndoiiis woo’d and won, 

Took seat upon his eminence; a plant 
To spread, and mandc nn imperial throne, 

.\ot like Limcivy round a ruin cieep, 

Or WToathe the tomb of royidty. His pride 
I weddetl, not his shame; hats may not Iniild 
With the light-iovmg lark, lie, he himself 
By self-abasement has divorced me, set 


Distance between us wide and far as heaven 
From the black pit of infamy.*—• High (.tiicen, 

What .socst thou in this bleak and batter'd brow, 

These rough scathed limbs, this w-m and sunken face, 
With misery’s niggctl furrows deeply plough'd, 

To darzie or delight? Lone outcast 1 , 

I Friendless, but daily, nightly by fierce foes 
Beset and hunted like a loathsome brute ; 

Tky nation’s inolhers vent all hate on me, 

^ink with a scathing curse no name hut mine. 

I t^>h, what woiildst thou and softness wiiti a life 
I Like mine so dreary, desperate, daik, and fierce?* 

I u Oil, 't is because all hate thee, that I love, 
j Because all dread thee, I would mate with thee ; 

I* Tliy miseries, thy dangers deeper plunge 
31 y soul ill passion, that alone thou walk’st. 

Smote at by every arm, yet struck by none, 


That inaslcry of thy single soul holds down 
The Saxons’ intfinting empire, clips its wings 
Rapacious aii<l wide-shaduwing, that ihy faino 
' Like a ricli rainbow cloud, siiU <m through air. 

To mortal grasp impuipahic, to sight 
In lonolv hrilliancc manifest; my soul 
To that lliy airy rhaiiot would aspire. 

And d.iZidc by thy side, and daunt the world.*_ i 

• Loose and unrighteous to tliy lawful Lord, ! 

Yet wonIJst thou poison with aduherous sh.iinc I 

Its spotless lustre, its pure white defile, { 

And clog with guilt its vaunted wheels »—m Guilt' ! 

Guilt! I 

Ah, now I know why mine eye shrunk from thine, ^ 
Why sought the base c.irth, why brook'd not niy longue 
The motions of inv will—hut we—shrink we^ 

’flic lofty are their own high law; dull codes, 

Cold customs, trammel but tite base; our sins 
Shull he the wuiidoriiigs of (he meteor fire, 

More wonder’d iliaii ilic rcgiikir calm stars. 

Oiir acting shall ennoble, what tame tongues 
Falter at even in w'ord ; opinions, hues 
Shall at our haughty bidding shift and change, 

And what we do, shall thererorc be call'd great 
Yes, ves, 1 feel thy shrinking hand, I see 
White-Iipp’d abhorrence quivering in thy mien 
As at some loathsome viper. Woe, oh woe 
To him that tramples on the viper's wTsith.w— 

'I hen shook she hack hergohlen hair, away 
j Cast his cold hand.—* Ho. Saxons ut the gate. 

Ho, Saxons, to vonr injured Oneun!* The hall 
Siiihicii was walled with fiery arms and spears 
j Biekeiini; fierce menace; numerous, swift, and sliong, 

! As when old Gidinns hy clear Dircc spre.ad 
That dangerous seed itnroulli, long, wide, and hriglit 
Unilci (he fatal [iloughshare leap'd to life, 

To liavnc the wild harvest, and shook up 
Its bearded grim fertility of death. 

But (lieu his sword the Avenger grasp'd, and crietl. 

« Twice have 1 trusted Saxon faith, and twice 
Beneath my foot the smooth fair ice hath hurst 
its glassy (reaehcry: once this arm redeem’d 
The infatuate blindness. Saxons, 1 am he, 

Who with his single strength on Amhri plain 
Scared your hot massacre, your proudest necks 
Strew'il for his pavement of retreat, ye see 
Mine arm unwither'd, my iinhnikcn sw’ord.* 

But they sprung onwaid; that bright Lady's brow 
Awful delight absorb'd the while, she moved 
Before their wrath, her arm's high sway waveil liack 
Their fury fioin her presence. Swift they came, 

Swift they dcp<irted; silence down the walls 
Crept o'er the banners broad, and pendant shields. 

She look’d on Samor, all his pride was hcin. 

She look'd on Samor, all that pride was quench'd 

In exquisite mild transport; at his feet 

The t^hieen, the haughty, (he disdainful fi'll. 

Her fine fair hair lay floating on the earth, 

Her round arms clung beseeching to his knees. 

u A curse upon me, that my wilful heart 
'Gainst head so brave, so noble, dream’d of wrath, 

Of danger and rude menace. What 1 did, 

I know not; what I said, it plcaseil not thee; 

Knoitgh, 't wax base, 't was criminal, 't was IjIm:. 

Oh Chief I when we would compass wild dcMi cs, 

Words alien to the heart start up, yet seem 
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To tho cool lic.ildi of ttiimmcr slrcomlet pure . 

Armin'l, .ihnic, licnc.illi lii>> win|;c‘d hv%)i(l 
Lc.ips in lU (icry joy, red, fierce and far 
As finui a midniglil fiiriiace Htart lltc sparks. 

As slaiiie on pioiMl palace lop, 

Sliakus off llic pclliiii; teirificst, so endured 
Sauior, hut not in palicnt lirtpc niisicic 
or vicioiy, Init liahilual skill and power 
Piotraciini; lonj; (he cold itidiirercrii strifcj 
Till (wie'e that svvoid th.il in ils downward sweep 
Flash'd (he while snnlii'ht, cloiidv rose and dim 
With onnnoits purple : (hen his nature hurst 
its I in{;uiil bonds, not front .ilunc to fioiit; 
ihit soul to soul ihe riot of (he li{;lit 
Thi'y inincle, like to t;iddy chaimt wheels 
The whirlini; of (heir swords, as fierce the din 
Of hiickler hrasi, helm riven, and hu-asiplate cloven, 

As when the pol.ir wind ihe ico-lield rends. 

Snell nobleness siihiitnc of hideous f)|;hl 
I'ruiii ilion’s towers her Ho.itin;' iii.intled d.ames 
Siw not; nor Thehes, when (^ip.inens e.iH'd down 
Jove's ttiunder, and disd.iiii d Us fail; nor pride 
Of later Hards, when mad Oil.iudo met 
On th.il frail hiir!{;e the {*ianl S.tr/an km^', 

And wiih him in ihc hoilin|f flooii d.ish’d down, 

'fill that fond e.it'erness, that hiave deli(',ht 
O'erpower’d (rail nature, hreathicss caeh, and raeli 
C.'.rclesg, <^el ronsrioiis of deep tn>nehin{[ wounds, 

For admiration paused, for hope, for puaer 
To saiialc (he nnwoarvinirstronf'desiic. 

ko, the far hills Aipanivr first descried 
Undiaut with spearmen, .and he < ited, » Away, 

*T is ilenipst wiih his tiloodv h. nds, I Know 
Tlic motion of his crest; hrave (.hief awav.* — 

« Awrny! and leave AripnUyi here to hn..st 
Snmor h.ith fled him’" — <• Oh, we uicel :u<ain , 

Thou art a ipiarrv for the Cods, hasc l.iiue 
Must ne’er vaunt hlood of thine. Arpautvr spares 
Hut for himsidf such noble ''nine. (Still here ! 

Froward and furious, if thou necdst must die. 

Why so must I; fell Hcn(;isf .viH not spare 
An inch of quivcrini; life on all thv limbs. 

And I with such a jealous lust pursue 
A noble ronqiiogt o’er thee, 1 must shield 
Thv lir«*wiih mine, for my peculiar fame*; 

Freely mine own death on (he li.miird cast 
For such a jirecioiis stake as sin;^in|; thcc » 

As tiironpli dusk twili(;ht stolen, love-krealhless luaid 
For inicrchaniie of {ircnllc vows, by noise 
Startleil of envious footstep, clinics away 
Her linpei inp youth, vet for his Hnperinp loves, 

Till her fond force lintli driven him from Iier side; 

So earnest the brave Anplian sued to flight 
1\c1uctnnt Samor; o’er his sword hilt bow'd. 

Stood sorrowing for (he w'oiinds himself liad made, 
That mnrr’d his speedier flight. Anon approach’d 
llen(psi, encircled hy his slate of spears, 

And hri{'lit Howena hy his side. ■ Rut now 
Thy steed alon^' our camp rush’d masterless, 

Tliercfoi'c w’C seek thee, Anglian. IJow! thou bleedst! 
And s(ran('e'. thy foeman hires not the red earth. 

What mip,ht hath scuihiess met Aq'antyr’s steel?* 
u lie, here in death, thy soul would dance, 

The Wanderer !n—• He ! he wars hut on soft hoys, 

Ho dares not front Arifuntyr.w—■ False, ’l is false!* 
Burst from Rowena; u he dares deeds our Gods 


' Had shrunk from (Hengfist’s cloudy brow she mark'd), 
, Or whence liis proud claim to my father's hatc^* 

• Where hath the Recreant Med [ Pursue, pursue!» 
Cried Hengist. v Hast thou wings to cleave the air? 

Or windest the deep bosom of the earth, 

1 linu maysi n’ertdke. Yet Samor i<« not now,* 

He Siiid, « its Samor w.is; were S.imor more, 

Fartii and Argantyr li.id been wed eienow.n 
So spake (he .\tigli.iii; leap’d Bowena's heart * 

In hope, in shame, in anguish, in delight. 

* Oh, hath mv softness <unk so de.'p to change 
Thy hieadfasi n.Tturc, ^ct thus rliangcd, thy might 
Wiests hiiiioiir from ihy foeman’s lipK.» — ■ Oh now,* 
f.aiighiug in hafl’cd hilierncss, exclaim'd 

The Siixon King, «< now weave wc softer nets 
To toil (his dangerous Wanderer. N'hat say'si thou, 
F.iir'cycd Uuwena, now thou h.ist cast off 
'Ihy fond, thv lovesick VoiligiTU' perch.incu 
The sunshine of ihy beauty iniglit melt down 
TJiis sav.tge to a tame siibmi.ssive slave.)' 

Kowcuu, wlinsc proud look with licaulcous awe 
Smote her heholders, wore licr loveliness 
^ As though site gloiicd in ils power; now close 
Crowded o'er all her face her mantle’s folds. 

That ill conceal'd the puritic fire within. 

Then forward past they to the Saxon camp. 

But far hy Wye’s green marge had Samor lied, 

I Till now the ehhmg hloud wilh.shoi: quick throb 
^ Beat at his heart, his l.inguid feet were clogg’d 
j With the ihifk forest leaves, the keen air searchM 
i With a cold tliiill his wounds, lie falls, scaicc sobs, 

I * Merciful Cod, on this in all iiiy life 
j The soil*, the single day I would not die.* 

I 'riieti faint, and sickly, .in oppressive rest 
I Scal'd sight and sense. When sleep fell on him, eve 
I \N’as gatliei ing fast, but when ho woke, morn shot 
I Fiom the grey east her f.iiiit pellucid light 
i Ills blood was staunch’d, a suoihiug coolness lay 
On his mild wounds, the rude cch of llic boughs 
ScH'tn'd woven with officiuiis caic (o veil 
The blight Sun from his eyelids; the dry leaves 
Were g.uhei’d round him, like a feathery couch. 

He l.iy and listen'd, a soft step approach’d 
ia'ght as the wren along the unshnking spray. 

Anil o'' him Ican'da maiden pale, yet hliihc 
I AVilh tinge of joy, ihnl settliil line.—ftls’ttliou, 

[ ('entle ^’yf.ln\vv?• « Blessings on thy wraking; 

I I long’d to tell tlicc wh.it sweet dreams have soothed 
My sorrows since wc parted , in niy sleep 
My p.irc*i)ts cainc and with them th.it fond youth. 

And they smiled on liiin kin.'lly, XJi>tik’st thou God 
(.‘an have such mercy on sins dark us mine!* 

■ (lud’s plenteous meicy on thee for (hy care 
Of me, sweet maiden.«-~* Pardon me, oli lliou, 

: Heaven pardon me, when (list 1 s.vw thee cold. 
Helpless, and bleeding, evil thoughts arose 
Of my poor .\hisa s iintiiiiciy death.* 

But deeper meditation Siimor’s mind , 

Beset. « Alniiglity, truly ihouordaiii’st 
Wisdom from b.iby lips; what moral high 
I Breathes in this simple maid's light>hearicd smiles! 

I And 1 , for wisdom famed, for pride of mind, 

Insulted with we.ik doubts iliy infinite, 
llliiniiabic goodness; she so soft, 

I So delicate, so sinful aod so B.id, 

1 Springs on her airy plumes of hope to thee. • 


• 

(Vi, were mine {piiU of act not thought, the stain 
Thy fount of living mercy might efface.» 
lie prost a kis.*. upon her check «o pure 
j Even Ahis.1 iiad granted it. •Farewell, 

I Sly kind piesiTver, cherish thou thy hope, 
j As't W'cre an infant/ondling on thy breast.* 
j And fresh with hope, like g.iy 8i.ig newly bathed, 
j Forth on his voyage lone the Avenger past. 

i 

■ BOOK VIU. 

s 

I . -- 

I 

Firs path is'mid iFie Cambrian mountains wild; 

The many fountains that well wandering down 
Piinlinimon’s huge round side their miirmurs smooth 
Float round him; Idris, that likcwaiTiur old 
ills batter’d and fantastic helmet rears, 

Scattering the elemcrils’ wrath, frowns o’er his way 
A hro.id irr(‘gul.ir duskiness. Aloof 
Snowdon, the triple>hcadod giants, soars, 

Clouds rolling half way down his rugged sides. 

Slow as he Itnd .iiniil iheir di//y heights, 

’Their silences and <lnrily mingling sniinds, 
lliisliing of lot runts, roar of pri^un’d winds; 

O'er all h's woundeil soul flow d strength, and pride, 
.\nd hardihood ; again his front soar’d up 
To cominurcu with the skies, and frank and liold 
[ Mis m.ijesty of step Ins nigged paili 
I Imprinted. So in old ]>oclic faith 
llyi«'rlon from his native Delian bowers, 

’Mid the rieli niiisie of iho%o sisters nine, 

Walk’d the blight heights of M. licon, and shook 

fiis forehead’s cliisteriiig ('lories wide, and Hush’d 

The sinoothiiess of his fair iminoital face 

With purple (todhe. d. VMieace, ye mountains, whence 

The spirit that within your secret caves 

Holds kindred with man's^onl t Is’t that your pomp 

Of eKaltation, votiraerial crowns 

In their heaveii-sc.iling rivalry cast forth 

nnlil sYirip.uhi<*s of loftiness, and scorn 

CoiiCagiojsT or in (hat your pin or air. 

Where fresh .ind virgin from its golden fount, 
hies the fine light it irinrnini', or at iwe 
Melts iipwaril and lesolves itself from earth. 

Ami with us last clear (reiiihliiig round ye clings 
The soul, unwound its coaise material chains, 

I UasKs in its own divinity, and fuels 
I There in the ver(;e and portal of the heavens, 

{ The nl•lgilholl^ho^d of (ingtiler worlds unseen? 

Wheiu the Idiic Closslyii huiriini her lleut course 
To w.tnioii nil the yellow level sands, 

On either side in sheer ascent abrupt 
Thu locks, like barriers tli.it in elder time 
Wall’d tbe huge cities of the Anakim, 

Cpblackeu to the sky, whose (under blue 
^Vith mild relief salutes th’ o'erlaboiir'd sight. 

I Thofi! on the scanty shppeiv way, that winds 
Ifith he stream’s windings, Saiuor loiters on. 

But who art thou, that in the Avenger’s path 
Staudest in dark serenity? what joy 
! Instinct amid thy thick black lock.i reveals 
'1 he full voluptuous quietude within? 

Oh, Prophet! in ihy wanderings wide and far 
Amid the pregnant hours of future iime, 

B#ply the form of Samor, disarray’d 
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Calamity’s sad vesture, hatli appc.ir'd 
In plenitude of gilpry. Hence tlimc eye 
With recognition glad and bright salnu-s 
'File Man of Fate. To earth that Prophet old 
Bow'd down, then look'd he on the waters dark 
Then upward to the munniains. > Stony eai ih, 

Within thy secret bosom feel st not iliou 
A w'oiiderous presence I dwells not, diuu blue stream, 
Under thy deplli of waves a silent awe ?— 

Yea, Snowdon, lift thou up in sternest pride 
Thy cloudy inanihd biow; ye know him ail, 

Yc know llie Avenger.*—« Merlin, inoi'k not tliou 
Thv lullow creature of the dust, the child 
Of sin and .sorrow, wiih u'erlabuur’d phrase, 

Ahising (he innuortul elements 
l''rom their Int'h c.ihn indifference to sense 
Of our light luoitons. Simple (iiith severe 
Best secmeih aged bps; oh, liulv f.imed 
And .s.igc, how ill stioiig Wisdom's voice melts down 
'Ic the faint chime of (lalieiy. »—« Poor of pride * 
i'cel>le of hope ! thou seest thyself foi lorn, 

An hunted wanderer iii th\ native land. 

1 see Iheeclad in violory and revenf'e, 

'i'hy glorv sailing' wide on all the winds, 

Be.iiilifiil wiili ihv hhssuigsat thv fis‘t 
Thy own fan i’lilain, Tate ho fieelv spreads, 

Her mvstie volume to mv si{>ht.* — • Oli, blind, 

And Ignorant .is blind oiii irisiTl r.ice! 

'J he mole would ronnl tlii'siinheiirns, the hhnd worm 
Se.iu'h ihi; hill jewels in (he rliqitlis of eaiih, 

And m.in, dun dieamcr, would invade llieheavens, 
Self'SCMied in the Almighty's councils, read 
The s(‘i lets of t)mniHeieiic(‘, ye.i, with g.i/u 
Kamdiat sciuimi^i the luseiulahle. 

] tell thee, Meilin, lh.it the soul o(^ man 
Is desiiiiy on c.irlli! (jod gave us limbs 
To execute, and intellect to will 
Or good or evil, and his unseen Spirit 
Oiir .ippetiles of lioliness, clsi> laiiit 
And wavering doth cnrmiHirate : hence man's prides, 
.Man's glories, and man's virtues all are (lod's. 

If vet this lie.'irt unweined may hear on, 

Nor fiom its holy purpose f.iiiilly swerve, 

The l.nid he praised, its fate is pride and joy. 
i But if, and oli the piTil! it play talsc 
I Its comilrv’s loftv h.i/aid,sli.ill it shift 
On wayward destiuv its sloth and sin' 
r.vd is not, w'hiTe man no evil wills, 

' .\iul good IS not, where will not man and God.» 

« Chi.T wise as hravc, as to oiii foelile siglit 
Von pehhie's slii;hl ctrciiinference, the Past, 

Tile Prev;(it, and (he Future of this wnild 
Are to the Ail-sceiitg vision ; oft doth Heaven 
^ In sign and symbol duskily reveal 
The unborn future; oft Fate's chariut wheels 
Arc liaihingerd hy voice', that procl.iim 
I The f.isliiun of their coining, gifted Suers 
I Feel on their lips articulate the deeds 
Of later d.iys, and dim oracular sights 
Crowd the weak eyes, till pall'd attention faint 
To di/£iness."—» Oh, Merlin, time hath been 
W hen in the guilty ciiieH the Lord's voice 
Hath spoken hy Ins PruptieLs, hath made quail 
By appartuuns ominous and dire 
^t^ong empires on their unassailed height. 

But oh, for us of this devoted isle, 



I 
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Drench’d with the vials of Aimi{;hty wrath, 

To pare up, and beseech the clouds tnj,:;ain 
Unijlit miracles on tliis poor speck of earth.* 

* Shame choke thy speech, despondent slanderer! thee 
Avenger! this from thee! Away! niy lips 
Burn with the fire of heaven, my heart Hows o’er 
With {’iadness and with (llory. PecrlcHS Isle, 

How dost thou sit amal thy blue domain 
()f orean like a sceptred Ouecn! The bonds 
l.iku flax have wither’d finrn tliy comely linihs. 

Thou, the stron{; frcc'doni ol thy uniatnc<l locks 
Shukiii); abroad, adot nc>t God\ fan world. 

Thou noblest I'ldcn of in<ii)’s fallen slate, 

Ap.nt and severM from the roiiinin}t eaith, 

Kven like a precious jewel, deep and f.tr 
In (be abyss of tune tliy dawn of pride 
Still with a fuller and more eonslaiil bl<i/e 
Grosss to its broad ineridi.iu, and Time's rolls 
Are silent of tliy setting;. Oli. bow fair 
The steps of freemen in tliy vales of peace, 

Tby broad towns teem wiili weailli, tby yellow fields 
L.iu{;b in tlieir full (ertihly; tby hays 
Whiten and {;llsreii witli iliv rnKi.id baiks. 

The Anf'cls love thee, .ind the iiirs of heaven 
Are {'ladden’d by tby holy liMims, while raitli 
Sits on tby altars, like a nesliin(; dove. 

In unattainicd snoNMnuss of |>lu»ie.* 

■ Now, by my soul, ibou stran{;e and solemn Man, 
Mistrust tbee trioie 1 d>iri‘ not; be 'l a dream 
Or revelation of imniorlal trntli, 

Of Hritain's fame 1 eannot clinse but bear 

With a > bild’s transport.*—Then the Piopbet shook 

Tbedatk profusion of bis swelling; b.iir 

With a stern triumph, then bis a^pul eye 

(jrew restless with deU;’bt: bis thin wbite band 

(ilnsini; atonud the flaroii's arm, lay tbeie 

hike a bard plovc of steel, lie led him on. 

Till now the black and sba{»i;y pass spread nut 
To a ('I’een quiet valley, after n.inicd 
The Bed of Gelert, that too’f.utbful bound 
Slain fondly by liis uiriiq' (iOrd . the stream 
Here curl'd more wanton, lightly waftmi' down 
The last thin {golden leaves the alders diopt, 

Like fairy barijes skimmin(; the blue waves. 

That stream o'erpass’d, ri(;iitward tlicii silent way 
l.ay to the foot of Snovviloii. J’aiuse was none, 

They front the steep asrciit, ami upward wind 

A lonq. sheer, toilsome path, llieit footfalls struck 

Upon the black ]>arc stillness, undibic 

As in thick forest the lone woodman’s axe 

'T was strange, \el slack'd not that old reverend Man 

His upward step, as ibon(’b the inoiuitain air 

Wen* bis pi-cnbar uleinent, still Ins breath 

Respired nnlabonrinp, li\ely bounded on 

Ills limbs, Kile slow and lieinubius. Three lon^' bniirs, 

Now front to front upon that to|)itiosl peak, 

hrwydfa, sit (hey niotiouless, alone. 

As when two vultures on sonic broken tower, 
fbcit bcetli'S o’er u dismal battle field, 

111 dark and ^'reedy patience ruminate 
1 lieir evunint; feast; a stdluess as of sleep 
IJciives ill their ruffled plumes, their deep bright eyes 
Half closed in languid rest; so undisturb'd, 

.So lofty, sate the Avenger and (he Seer. 

The atmosphere, (bat palls our restless world, 
hay coiling in its murky folds below: 


• 

So in some regal theatre, when droops 
The unfolding curtain, and within it shrouds 
The high dlMStrous passions, crimes, and woes 
' Erewhile that fretted oil its pomp of scene; 

I Thus Earth, with all its solemn tragedies. 

Heroic vaimlings, snmptiiotis imagings, 
j Set in its veil of darkness fiom their sight. 

1 The filniless, the pellucid heaven above 
j One broad pure sheet of sunlight.—■ Gifted Man, 

; (Oied Saitior,) wherefore to this di*solale 
Untrodden'• — * Ha! untrodden', know yc not, 
j Where roarse Iminanity defiles nol, there 
j The snowy-footed AngeU lightly skim* 

I The l.iiniless soil, the Ir.igrance of llicir plumes 
I Fans the pure air where eliokc’S no breath of sin 
I The limpid ciirrenl ^ Desolate ! the motes 
i That llieker in the siin are few and r.ire 
To tlie immoit.il fares lluit smile down 
Ex<|ulsite tr.inspnrt on tin* ravisb'il sense, 
i Here, from tli<‘ir kindred elcnieiils, emanate 
' The festive ciealures of the heavenly fields, 

! Glories, and Mercies, ami Uealiiudcs 
Some ilropping on the silent .summer dews, 

Some irciiibliiig on the rainbow’s violet verge. 

Some rarely eburioteering on the W’inj[8 
Of the mild winds, in moonlight some. Why sliakcs 
The il.in of Vengeance? wlieretorcof mine band 
This p.issionate wringing?"—v< Tell me, tritely tell; 

The name of Einerie from some iiiiid'-li]>p*d tone 
Hath it e'er treinbled on ibinc e.ir^ Old Man, 

Is’l sin to say her presence inigbl adorn 
That gentle eomjiauy ?" — ■ To .souls like thine. 

Warrior, Heaven grants sweet inlercoiiisc aud Iree 
With its beatified.»—u Ah! now thou lakest 
The nslies of a buried grid ; gone all, 

My gentle visitations Inoken off, 

.My delicatediscouisings silent, ceased! 

Ob, I Lilk idly, Frupbet, speak tbon on.* 

• Aye, W.ii nor, and of mild and soft no more; 
Grandeurs there .ire, to which tliu gales of bc.iven 
Set wide their burnish’d poi lals. midnight feels 
Cbei'idne splemUnns langiiig her dun gloom, 

'I be tempests aie ciinubled by the state 
Of high seiapbie molinii. I have seen, 

I, Merl n, liuvc beheld. It stood in light. 

It spake m sounds for earth's gross winds too pure. 
Uelween the inidiiigbi and the morn ’iwas beic 
I lay, 1 know not if 1 slept or woke, 

Yet mine eyes saw. Long, long this lieart bad yearn’d, 
'Mid those rieli passings and majestic shows 
Fur sbapf distiiioi, and palpalile clear sound. 

It buisl at length, yea, front to fiont It stood, 

The Immortal Fiesenee. I clendid up the dust 
111 the agony .iiid rapture of iiiy fear, 

And niy m)u 1 wept with leiror and ilecp joy. 

It stood upon the winds, an Angel plumed, 

And ma il’d and ci ow u'd; his plumes cast forth a tinge 
Like blood on tb' air around : bis tirins, in shape 
; Eilierial panoply completi., in hue 
Tlic moonlight on the dark Llaulieris lake, 

A bright blue rippling glitter, for the crown, 

Palm leaves of orient light his brow enwmathed, 

' That bloom’d in fair divinity of wrath, 

I And beautiful reluntlessiiess austere. 

I Knowledge was in my heart, and on ray lips; 

< ] felt him, who he was.—< Archangel! hail. 
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Destroyer t art not tliou God's Dclejpite, 

To lireak the {jlassy glories of tliis world? 

The gcm-knosp’d diadem, the ivory ball, 

Sceptre and sword, imperial mantle broad, 

The Lord of Nations, Thiindershaft of war, 

Are glorious on the .pale submissive earth: 

^Tliou comest, and lo, for throne, for sword, for kiug, 

* Bare ashes and thin dust. Thou art, that aye 
The rich-towur'd cities smouldcr’st to pale heaps 
Of lary moss-stoni’s, and aye after thee 
Hoots Desolation like a dank-wing'd owl 
Upon the marble palaces of Kings. 

Thou wert, wbemold Assyrian Nineveh 
Sank to a pool of waters, waste and foul ,* 

Thou, when the Median's brow tlie massy tiar 
Let fall, and when the Grecian’s brazen throne 
Sever'd and split to the four winds; and now 
Consummatest tliy work of wreck and scorn. 

Even on Dome's C<Tsars, making the earth sick 
Of its own hollowness. Archangel! Hail, 

Vicegerent of destruction I Cupbearer, 

That poiir’st the hitter liquor of Heaven's wrath, 

A lamentable homage pay I thee, 

‘ And sue tbee tell if Britain's days are full, 

Her lips for tby sad beverage ripe. Thereat 
Earthward his sunny spear its lurid point 
Declined, and lo, a White Horse, tliroiigli the land 
Banging in stately speed ; our oily gales 
Shrunk open at his coming, our fair Helds 
Wither'd before liim, so bis fiery brculii 
Flared broad amazement through the gasping land. 
Triumph was in the trampling of his feet, 

And the strong joy of mockery, for lie trod 
On broken princip.iUties; bis mane 
Familiar Conquest, as a rushing wind, 

Fann’d in loose lirilli.atitstre:iming8..i>'«Fals<yripp’dSeer, 
Thou spakest of gladness, and thy ominous tone 
Is darkness and dismay.*—« Hark, Warrior, hark: 

That wanton mane was trail’d down to the dust, 

That fiery trampling falter’d to dull dread, 

That pale victorious steed Thee, Thee I saw, 

Visilih: as thou stand’st, with mastering arm 
Drag down, and on his strong and hafllcd neck 
Full trod tliy iruu*-sandard heel. The sight 
Was wine unto my soul, and 1 laugh'd out, 

And mock’d the ruinous Seraph in tlic clouds. 

« Yet stood he in the quiet of his wrath, 

Angelic Expectation, that awaits 
Calmly till God accomplish God's high will. 

Full on bis brow. Then stoop’d the s|>ear again. 

And lo, Seven Steeds, like that pale One, bestrode 
The patient Isle, and they that on tliem rode 
Wore diadem and regal pall; tlien rose 
To war against those royal riders fierce, 

From a round tabic, Knights in sunlike arms, 

Shields bossy with rich impress quaint, and fair 
Their coursers, as the firc-liooFd steeds of Morn. 

• To#vhue-urm’d Ladies in a stately court 
^rds hymn’d the deeds of that fine chivalry, 

And their crown'd Giptain’s title smote mine car, 

' 'Arthur of Bretagne.'—Years went rolling on, 

Cloudy, discordant, and tempestuous years, 

For the sword reap'd the liarvest of the land, 

‘And battle was the may-game of Iier sons. 

And lo, a Raven o’er the Eastern sea 
Spvoop'd desolation on the Isle; her wings 


Blasted where’er they waved, the earth wept blood 
Id her foul laloif gripe. But be that rode 
On the Wliite Steed, the Sovereign of tlie Land 
(Patience, Avenger, patience 1 ), fair was be 
That Sovereign, as the virgin’s spring-Ude dream, 

Holy as new-nnointed Christian Priest, 

Valiant as warrior burnish'd for the fight. 

Fond and ecstatic as love-<ireamiiig Bard, 

Solemn and wise as old Philosopher, 

Stately as king-bom lion in the wood; 

As he his fine face Iicavenward turn'd in prayer, 

The Angels bent down from their throning clouds, 

To wonder at that admirable King, 

Sky-wnndcring voices peal’d in transport out— 

'Alfred !’ the baflled Baven cower'd aloof. 

The isle look'd up to heaven in peace and joy. 

• Still stood he there, betwixt me and the sun, 

Tir Archangel; not in sleep, nor senselessness 
Absorb'd, but terrible inaction spread 
Over his innate men.ice. Oh, I strove. 

Yet dared not hope the dnqpi of wrath were drain’d, 
Tfie mission of dismay fulfill’d and done; 

Yet had those wings of filial hue droop’d down 
In folded molionlcssncss, wrcaihy light 
Had crept and wound around that dusky spear, 
Silvering its perilous darkness. Dropt at once 
Tliat tender light away ; at once those wings 
Started asunder, and spread wide and red 
The rain of desolation, lliickcr roll'd 
The pedestal of clouds whereon he stood, 

As to bear up the effort of his wrath. 

Again the Eastern B.aven sniiffd our air, 

The frantic White Horse laved his hoofs in blood, 

Till from the Soutbem Continent sprung forth 
A Leopard, on the ocean shore be ramp'd. 

Woe to the White Horse, to the Baven woe. 

Woe for the title of the Leopard Lord, 

The Conqueror! and a Bell I heard, that sway’d 
Along the isle, aud froze it into peace 
With its majestic tyranny of sound. 

u But he, upon the air, th' Archangel, be, 

The summons of whose eye from climes remote 
Beckon’d those grisly ministers of wrath, 

Northward he look’d, no northern rain came. 

I To th’ East, there all was still. The South, nor shape 
; Nor sound. The West, calm stretch’d th' unruffled sea. 
Ha I thought I, earth hath now no ruin more, 

The race of havoc is extinct for ns: 

Angel of wreck, away! thy task is o’er; 

I M.ijehtic Mischief, from oiir isle away! 

He went not; as an carliiquakc's second shock, 

' With dreary longing watch'd I what might coinc; 
Moments were years; and lo, the Island’s sons 
Nor Briton they, nor Saxon, nor the stock 
Of those new-comers, but from each had flow'd 
All qualities of honour and renown, 

The foul dishonest dregs had fumed away, 

And the rich quintessence, unmix'd, unsoil’d, 

A harmony of encqpes sublime,* 

Knit in that high-brow’d people. Courtesy, 
Death-scorning valour. Fame’s immortal thirst, 

And honour inbreathed like the life of life. 

■ Then rose that strong Archangel, and he smote 
The bosom of the land; at once leap'd up 
That mighty people. Here a Snow-white Bose, 

And there a Red, with fatal blossoming, 

S 
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And deadly fracranre, maddening all tlic land. 

I heard, I saw—ali, impious slights anAtounds! 

Two war-cries in one tongue, two banner-rolls 
Woven in one loom, two lances from one forge, 

Two children from one womb in conflict met; 

Ciainst brother brother’s blood cried out to heaven, 
And he that rent die viror of his foe 
Look’d through the shatter’d bars, and saw his son. 

Ha, Britain ! in tbinc entrails dost thou flesh 
Thy ravine! ihy Baronial castles blaze 
With firebrands from their hospuahle hearths. 

■ Mercy,* i cried aloud, ■thou Merciless! 

Destroy no more, Destroyer! Prone I fell, 

And hid mine aching eyes deep in the dust j 
So from my locking memory to bhut out 
Those wars unnatural. Pass'd a sound at length 
As of a Wild Boar hunted to liis death: 

I raised mine head, still there the Arcliangcl stood; 
Another pitusc, another gle.im of liopc; 

But in th.at quiet interval inc-seem’d 
Trumpctiiigs, as of victory from the sea, 

Flow’d o’er the Isle, and glories beam’d abroad 

From a triumphant throne, where sate elate 

A Virgin • all around her Poets* harps 

Strew’d flowers of amaratuh blooming; and mctbouglit 

Was joy .and solemn welcoming in heaven 

Of a pure incense, tlial from all the Isle 

Soar’d to the unapproached throne of God. 

■ Then saw I ilirnugli the Isle a Biver broad 
And full, and they that drank thereof look’d up 

Like children drop! forth from a nobler world, , 

So powerful that proud water work'll within, 

Freshening tlie body and the soul: and each 
Beauty array’d and a frank simple strength. 

The river's name w.is Freedom : her fair tide ■ 

So pleaftiTit thrall’d mine eye, I saw not lise 
Th’ Archangel’s spear: th’ earth’s reeling woke me then, 
For lo, upon a throne, a gallant Prince, 

That with misguided sceptre strove to check 
That powerful stream : whereat the rebel tide 
Sweil’d up with indignation, anil aloof 
Stood gathcriug its high-cresting waves; down came 
Tfic deluge, that fair throne, and all its strong 
Nobility of pillars, with a crash 
Came lo the earth, while they that drank rush’d out 
Inebriate with excess of that fierce stream, 

And cast a hioody sacrifice, that head 
Hndiudem’d with royalty, to glut 
The tide implacable. ’T is sad to hoar, 

Aye Sainor, what was it to sec' Brave Chief, 

Cold winter leads the pleasant summer on, ! 

The night must darken ere the morning dawn; 

The Slimmer came, the morning dawn’d, ] saw 
The arch’d heavens opeu o'er the angelic shape, 

Am! upward like a cloud he mingled in 
To the skys cloudiness. I ciicd aloud 
’ Forever!' the close settling iu the heaven 
Seem'd to reply * For ever.’ Not with him 
Pass’d off my vision fair. Another throne 
Stood by the venturous margin of that stream; 

Then merriment, and loosc-harp’d wantonness 
Smoothed the late ruffled air; immodest tones. 

To which fair forms in dancing motion swnm: 

They paused, then dark around that throne it seem’d, 
Whereat those holy hymns that scarce had ceased 
To flort up in their airy-winged course, 


In fiiintness ’gan to tremble and break off; 

That stream iigain upgather^d its waked wrath, 

And foamy menace. When behold, a fleet 
Ciimc tilting o’er the ocean waves, and cost 
A Lady and a Warrior on the shore, 

And kingly crowns around their brows august 
Out blossom'd; on the throne they took their seat, 
Soar’d gladness on the wings of those pure hymns, 

And the majestic stream in sunlight flow 
And full rejoicing murmur, all its waves 
^Yaf(c<l around the high and steady throne. 

«Now listen with thy soul, not with thine ears: 
Briton! beside that stream a Tree sprafig out, 

With ever-mounting height, and amplitude 
Ayi:-sprcadiug; deep in earth its gnarled roots 
Struck down, as though to strengthen this frail world: 
Its crown amid the clouds seem'd soaring up 
For calm aliove earth’s tossing and rude stir, 

And its broad branching spread so wide, its shade 
Lay upon distant realms; one golden bright. 

Close liy the cradle of the infant sun, 

And others in new western worlds remote; 

And from that mystic river, Frecilom, flow’d 
A moisture like the sap of life, that fed 
And fertilized the sparious Tree; the gales 
Of ocean with a gorgeous freshness flush’d 
The beauty of its foliage. Blohsoins rare 
Were on it; holy deeds, that in the airs 
Of heaven delicious smelt, and fruits on earth 
Shower’d from it, making its sad visage smile, 

For life and liope and bliss was in tlicir t.iste. 

Amid the slate of boughs twin Ragles bung 
Their eyries, Victory and Benown, and swung 
In rapturous sport with tlie tumultuous winds, 

But birds obscene, Dishonour, Shame, Dismay, 

Scared by the light of the bright leaves, aloof 
Far wheel’d their sullen flight, nor dared to sloop. 

I SJiw the nations gr.afc their wasted trunks 
From those broad boughs of beauty and of strength, 
And dip their drain’d nms in that sacred stream. 

But in the deep pcculbr shade there stood 
A Throne, an Aluir, and a Senate-house. 

Upon the throne a King sate, triplc-rrown’d 
As by three kingdoms; voices clorpient 
In hantiony of discord fulmined forth 
From fliui wise Senate* in swift intercourse 
To and fro from heaven's crystal battlements 
To (hat pure altar Angels stoop'd their flight. 

And through the sunny boughs Philosophers 
Held commerce v,ith the skies, and drew from thence 
The sbirs to suffer tlieir sage scrutiny; 

And Poets sent up through the bowery vault 
Such lavisli harmonies, the charm’d air seem’d 
Forgetful of its twinkling motion dim. 

* Oh, admirable Tree! tliou sbalt not fall 
By foreign axe, or slow decay within! 

The tempests strengthen thec, Uic summer airs 
Corrupt not, but adorn. Until that tide. 

Freedom, the Inexhaustible, exliaust, 

Lives tliy coeval Immortality.n 

The Prophet ceased: still Samor on his face, 

That in solemnity of firm appeal 

Look’d heavenward, with a paMionate belief 

Gazed, and a glad abandonment. « Hu, Seer, 

But now when thou beganst *t was noon of day, 

And now deep night. Yea, Merlin, and by night 
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Tlie Tamcr of the White Steed must (ro forgie 
Ills iron curb.n Forth like a cataract 
He burst, and bounded down the mountain side. 

« Yet once again, tumultuous world, I plunge 
Amid tliy mad abyss; thou proud and fierce, 

I come to break and tame thee! see ye not, 

» Wise Ilcngist! strong Oaswallon! how the sand 
Is under your high towering thrones, the worm 
Is in your showy palm5.»—And then a pause 
Of tumult and proud trembling in his soul, 

And, u False it was not, but a gleam vouchsafed 
From the eternal orb of truth, the sense 
That inbred aniFingrain'd with my soufs life, 

Hath made of Britain to this leaping heart 
A sound not merely of deep love, but pride 
Intense, and inborn majesty. I feel, 

And from my earliest consciousness have felt, 

That in the wide hereafter, where old Fate 
Broods o'er the unravelling web of human things, 
W'oven by the Almighty, spreads thy tissue broad 
In light, among the dark and mazy threads; 
Vicissitude or mutability 
Quench not its desolate lustre, on it winds 
Unbroken, unattainted, uiiobscured.i>-~ 

So pass'd he: who had seen, him then had deem’d 
By the proud steed-like tossing of his crest, 

Ills motion like the uncheck’d August sun 
Travelling the cloudless vacancy of air, 

A monarch fur his summer pastime gone 
Into the shady grove, with courtier train, 

And plumed steed, and laden siimpter mule, 

(kiol canopy, and velvet carpeting. 

But he beneath the sleety winter sky. 

Even his lianl arms bit iuto by the keen 
And searching airs, houseless, by hazard found 
Ills coarse irregular f<ire, his drink, the icc 
Toilsomely broken from the stiff black pool. 

The furr’d wolf in the mossy oaken trunk 
Lapp'd himself from the beating snow, but on 
WentSamor with unsliivcring naked foot; 

The tempest from the mountain side tore down 
The pine, like a scathed trophy casting it 
To moulder in the vale, but Samor’s brow 
Fronted the rude sky; the free torrent felt 
Thu icc its rushing turbulence o’ergrow, 

Translucent in its cold captivity 
It hung, but Siimor burst the invading frost 
From the imtamcd waters of his soul, and flow’d 
Fetterless on iiis deep unfalliom'd course. 

And liiou, wild Deva, how hast thou foregone 
Thy summer music, and thy sunny play 
Of eddies whitening ’mid thy channel stones; 
Bard-beloved river, on whose gruen-fringed brink 
The fine imagining Grecian sure hud feign’d 
'Twixt thy smooth Naiads and the Sylvans rude 
Of thy grey woods stolen amorous ioturcoursc; 

With such a slow reluctance thou delay'st 
> Uq^tT the dipping branches, that flap up 
^ith every shifting motion of tlie wind 
Thy limpid moisture, and with serpent coil 
Dost seem as thou wouldst mingle witli thyself 
' To wander o’er again the same loved course. 

I Now lies tliy ice-bound bosom mute and flat 
j As marble pavement, tliy o’ersbudowing woods 
One Imre, lirown Icaflessncss, that faintly drop 
intervals the heavy icicles, 
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Like tears upon a inonumcnLil stone. ' 

Rut though thy (herry waters and brisk leaves 
Arc silent, witli their close-couch'd birds of song, 

Even in this blank dead season music loves 
Thy banks, and sounds harmonious must he heard 
Even o'er thy frozen waters. ’T was a hymn 
From a low chapel hy the river side, 

Came struggling through the thick and hazy air. 

And made a gushing as of tears flow o’er 

The Wanderer's soul; the form winds could not how, ^ 

Nor crazing tempests Uiosc soft sounds aiiidtc; 

Those dews of music melt iuto the fraiite 
Of adamant, proof against the parching frost. 

Under the porch he glided in, and knelt 
Unnoticed in Uie throng: whose motion sway’d 
The beasts of ravine, he before his God 
Wore nought dislinetive, save of those bruised reeds 
Was he the sorest bruised, and deepest seem’d 
The full devotion settling round his heart. 

More musical than the music on that soul, 

So long inured to things tumultuous, sights 
Bugged and strange, and hurrying and distract, 

Came the sensation of a face beloved. 

The calm of that old reverend brow, the glow 
Of its thin silver locks, was like a flash 
Of sunlight in the pauses of a storm. 

Now bath the wliite-stoled Bishop lifted up 
llis arms, his parting benison descends 
Like summer rain upon liis flock. Whoso car, 

Oh, holy Germain, felt thy gentle tones 
As Samoi^s? ah, when last tliy saintly brow 
For him look’d heavenward, and less tremulous then 
Thy voice on him breathed Messing, *t was in times 
Far brighter, at that jocund bridal hour 
When Kmcric, rosy between shame and joy, 

Stood with him hy the altar sideThus live 
In love till life's departure;*—Such thy pmyor; 

Ah, words how vain! sweet hlcssitigs uuenjoyd! 

The throng hath parted; in the House of God 
Still knelt tlie armed mau; with pressure strong 
lie clasp’d old Germain’s hand—• Good Bishop, thou 
Art skill’d in balancing our earthly sins. 

I was a man, whose high ambitious head 
Was among God's bright stars; I deem’d of earth, 

As of a place whose dust my feet shook off 
With a heaven-gifted scorn, so far, so high 
Seem’d 1 above its tainting elevate. 

At midnight, on my slumber came Uic sin, 

I will not say how exquisite and fair; 

Mine eyelids sprung apart to drink it in, 

My soul leap'll up to clasp it, and the folds 
Of passion, like a fiery robe, wrapt in 
My nature; 1 had fallen, but bounteous Heaven 
Of its most blest permitted one t’ extend 
A snow-white arm of rescue.*—• The hot tears 
Corrode and fret the warrior’s brazeu helm; 

I will not ask thee of thiue outward eyes. 

Hath thy soul weptls—• Aye, bishop, tears of blood; 
Sorrow and shame weigh’d down my nervclm mm, 
And clipp'd th’ aspiring plumage of my soul; 

From out mine own heart scorn hiss'd at me.»— "Well, 
Strong Man of arms, liast fought the iiiwai'd light. 

And God remit thy sins, as I reinit.s— 

• Then take thou to thine arms thy ancient friend.* 

I So saying, uprose Samor, like a star 
I Out of the ocean, shining his bright face 
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With the pure dews of penitence. But he, 

Tlie old man, fell upon his neck and Bvept, 

As lhou(;li th’ endearing name, my Son, were voiced 
By nature, not by saintly use, a sound 
Not of the lips, but th' overflowing heart 
Theirs was a broken conference, drear thoughts 
Of anguish, desolation, and despair, 

So moulded up with recollections sweet, 

They made the sunken visage smile through tears; 
A few fair roses shed on a brown heath, 

A little honey in deep cups of gall: 

Light bridal airs broke in upon hy sounds 
Fiinereal, shouts of triumpli languishing 
To the faint shriek of agony, dircucss forced 
Into the fresh bowers of delight, and death, 

Th' unjoyouB, in the laughing feast of joy. 

'T is th* one poor luxury the w'retched have, 

To speak of wretchedness—yet brief their speech, 

« Vengeance and vigilance,* the stern adieu 
Even in that hoary Bishop's ear, he went. 

But by Uie Bishop’s side, just there where knell 
Th' Avenger, a new form; 't was man in garb, 

But the thin fringing of the humid eye, 

The delicate wanderings of the rosy veins, 

Thu round full alabaster of the skin, 

The briefness of the modest sliding step, 

Somuiliiug of womanly composure smooth. 

Even in the close and girt habiliments, 

Belied the stern appearance,—« Priest, with him 

But now who parted, is my soul allied 

In secret, close society; ins faith 

Must be my faith, his God iny God.»—*Fair youth, 

1 question not by what imperious tic 

Of admiration or strong love thou ’rt Led; 

For as the Ueavens with silent power intense 
Draw upwrard the light mists and fo^^s of earth, 

And steeping tliem in glory, hang them fortlt 
Fresh, renovate, and radiant; virtue holds 
The like attractive inllucnce, to her trains 
Souls light and clayey-tinctured, till they catch 
The fair contagion of her beauty, beam 
With lier imparted light. Hear, heathen youth. 
Hear and belicvu.t—As when beticalli the nave 
Tall arching, the Cathedral organ 'gins 
Its prelude, lingeringly exquisite 
Witliio retired the bashful sweetness dwells, 

Anon like sunlight, or the floodgate rush 
Of waters, bursts it forth, clear, solemn, full; 

It breaks upon the mazy fretted roof, 

It coils up round the clustering pillars tall, 

It leaps into the ccll-likc chapels, strikes 
Beneath the pavement sepulchres, at once 
Thu living temple is instinct, ablaze 
With the uncontrolL’d exuberance of sound. 

Even so with smoothing gentleness began 
The mitred Preacher, winning audience close: 

Till rising up, the rapid argument 
Soar'd to the Empyrean, linking earth 
With heaven by golden chains of eloquence: 

Till the mind, all its faculties and powers. 

Lay floating, self-surrendcr’d in the deep 
Of admiration. Wondrous't was to see, 

With the transitious of the Holy Creed, 

TiMf workings of that regular bright face: 

Now. ashy blank, now glittering bright, now dew’d 
With fast sad tears, now with a weeping smile. 


Now heavy with droop'd eyelids, open now 
With forehead arch’d in rapture; till at last 
Ensued a gasping listening without breath, 

But as tlie voice severe wound up the strain, 

And from the heavenly history to enforce 
The everlasting moral, ’gan extort . 

From the noviciate in the jealous faith 
Passionless purity, and life sincere 
From all the soft iudulgunces of sin; 

Forbidden in the secret heart to shrine 
A dear unlawful image, to reserve 
A sad and narrow sanctuary for desire: 

Then stood in speechlessness, yet suppliant, 

With snowy arms outstretch'd, and quivering loose, 
The veiling mantle thrown in anguish back, 

Corifcst the Woman: starting from their band. 

Like golden waters o'er a marble bed, 

Flow’d out her long locks o’er her half-bare neck. 

“ To tell me that in siirh cold solemn tones, 

All, all unwelcome, bitter us it is, 

1 must believe, for its oppressive truth 
Loads on my soul, and he believes it all. 

To tell it rne here, here, where all around 

Linger Ins vestiges, where the warm air 

Yet had) the iiiolioii of his breath, the sound 

Of his departing footsteps beating ycl 

Upon my heart. Long sought! and found in vain! 

In sunshine have 1 sought thee and in shade. 

O’er mountain have 1 track'd thee, and ilirough vale, 
The clouds h.ive wrapp’d tlicu, hut I lost thee uut. 

The torrents di own’d thy track, but not from me, 

I dared not meet thee, but I sought thee still; 

To me forbid, alone to me, what all 

The codree and common things of nature may; 

The airs of heaven may touch ihcc, I may not. 

All human eyes behold thee—all hut mine; 

And thou, the senseless, enviable dust 
.Mayst cherisii the round traces of his limbs, 

Ilis fresh fair image must away from me. 

Oh, that 1 were the dust whereon thou trcndsl, 

Even though 1 felt thee not!*—And is this she, 

The virgin of the festal hall, who won 
A kingdom for a smile, nor deign’d regard 
Its winning, and who stoop'd to be a (^)uccii? 

And 1. this she, wliose coming on the earth 
W.is like the Morn in her impcarlcd ear, 

Loftiest or loveliest which, 't were bold to say? 

She whose enamouring scorn fell luxury-like 
On her beholders, wlio seem'd glad to shrink 
Beneath the wmathed contempt of her full lip ? 

This she, the Lady of the summer bark. 

To whom the sunshine and the airs, and all 
Tir inconstant waters play'd the courtier smooth, 
That cast a human feeling of delight 
At her bewitching presence o’er the blind 
Unconscious forms of nature ? Is this she ? 

Those rich lips, for a monarch's banquet meet, 
Visiting the dust with frantic kiss, thus low, ^ 

Thus desolate, thus fallen, of her fall 
Careless, so deep in shame, yet unashamed! 

But thou. Heaven reconciled, on earth the scal’d. 
The anointed by the prophet's gladdening oils, 

God’s instrument, hath midnight now resumed 
Its spirit-wafting function 1 Emeric, she 
On earth so mild, in her had anger seem’d 
Unnatural as a war-song on a lute, 
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As blood upon the pinion of a dove. 

In heaven hath she her heavenly qualities 
Unlearnt? is she the ungcl now in all 
Dut its best part, for^j'ivene&s? Can it be 
Tir ungentle North, tlie bleak and snowy air 
Cstran([e her now? those elements of earth 
<>'But tyrannize beneath the moon, tlic stars 
And spirits in their nature priviic|jcil 
From heat and cold, from fevering and from frost, 
Their pure and constant tempcnimunt maintain, 
Glide through the storm serene, and rosy warm 
Hove the frore winter air. Are sounds abroad. 
That Samor from his mossy pillow, stretch’d 
Under the oak, uplifts his head, and then 
Like one bliss-overcome, subsides again ? 

Half sleep, Iialf sense he lies, his nuptial hymn. 
Articulate each gay and dancing word, 

Distinct each delicate and dwelling fall, 

Is somewhere in the air about him ; looks 

Arc on him of bashful eye, too fond 

To turn away, too timorous to liv 

And rest unwavering. Ail the marriage rite 

Is acting now .inew; the .sunlight falls 

Upon the gold-clasp*d book of prayer, as then 

It fell, and Germain speaks as Germain spake; 

And Kmeric, on her chtvk the tear is there, 

Whore then it luing in lucid ircnihling bright; 

The veiy Miitlering of her yielded hand, 

When gliding itp her Huger small, the ring 
Made her his own for ever, throbs again 
Upon his sensitive toucli. lie dares not move 
Lest he sliuiild hi'cnk the lovely biilihle frail; 

Ilis tranced eyes stir not, lost they rove away 
From that delicious sight; his open hand 
Lies pulseless, lest the slightest change disturb 
That exquisite sensation : so he lies. 

Knowing all false, yet feeling all as true. 

And it was false, yet why? that is indeed, 

Which is to sense and stgItU Ah, well beseems 
Us, the strong insects of an April morn, 

Sttmdy and eonstmt as the thistle’s down 
When winds are on it, lasting as the Ilakc 
Of spring snow on the warm and grassy ground, 
Well licscems us, ourselves, our forms, our tlves, 
Thu earih we tread on, and the air wc breathe, 

The light and gl.issy jioopling of a dream, 

T’ arraign our visiuns for ihcir perishing, 

And on their unreality to rail, 

Ungrateful to the illusion, that deceives 
To rapture, and unwise to cast away 
Sweet flowers because they are not amaranth. 

Thou, Samor, nor iingraleful nor unwise, 

That, ’scaping from this cold and dark below, 

Dost spread thee out for thy peculiar joy 
A land of fair imaginings, with shapes, 

And sounds, and motions, and sweet stillnesses, 
Dost give up all the moon beholds to woe 
Ap 4 tumult, but in some far quiet sphere 
Wildest thyself a pure companiouship 
Widi spirits thou didst love, and who loved thee 
While passionate and earthly sense was theirs. 
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' Wflo tracks the ship along titc sea of storms? 

WMio through the d.irk haste of the wintry clouds 
Piorcetli to where the planet In retired 
And constant moiinii the blue arch of heaven 
Traversclh? Sometimes on the mountain top 
Of some huge w'avc the rcuppcai ing bark 
Takes its high stand, with pennon fliittering Lir 
And cautious sail half furl’d, yet eminent 
As of til’ assaulting element in disdain. 

Sometimes amid tlie darkness falling off. 

And scaib'ring from its crystal sphere away, 

Bursts out the argent orb refresh'd, and shows 
Its lamp tiiiqueiicliablc. Thou voyager 
’Mid the rude waves of desolation, Star 
Of Brit.iiii’s (jluoniy niglit, so b.ifflcst thou 
My swift poetic vlsmii.' now tlie waves 
Hide o’er Ukk;, now the clouds devour thee up, 

And thou art Inst to sight, and dare 1 say 
Last to tliy immortality of song? 

Thee too anon I see emerging proud 
From the dusk billows of calamity, 

That swoln and haughty from the recent wreck 
Of (by compatriot navy, thee assail 
\N’illi tlieir accuniiilatL'd weight of surge. 

Thou topst some high-brow’d wave, and shaking off 
On eidiersidu their fury, brandishest 
Thy solitary 1 >anncr. Thee I see, 

Within (h’ einbosuming midnight of the land, 

On gliding with smooth motion iindUtiirb’d, 

And llnough the glitiiphes of tbu hreaking gloom. 
Sometimes a solemn beauty sbudilest forth 
On the distemper’d face of human things. 

Full in (lie centre of Caor Khrauc ' stood 
A temple, by the August Severiis rear’d 
To Mayors the Implac.ibtu; what lime 
That C.'t'sar stoop’d his eagles on the wreck 
Of Hritisli fieedoin, when the inountaiiiccr, 

The King of Slorven, if old songs lie sooth, 

I'ingal, from Garun’s bloody flashing waves’ 

Shook the fled Homan on his new-built wall; 

And flssian W'oke up on his hill of dreams, 

And spread the glory of his song abroad. 

To halo round his sceptred Hero's bead. 

But not the levs bis work of pride pursued 
Th’ imperial Homan; up the pillars rose, 

Slow lengthening out their long unbroken lines; 

In delicate solidity advanced, 

And stately grai e towaid the sky, till met 
By the light massiveness of roof, that sloped 
Down on their flowery capitals. Nor knew 
That man of purple and of diadem, 

The Uuiversal Architect at work, 

Framing for him a narrow building dark, 

The grave’s lone building. Tli’ emperor and his bones 

Into the blank of things forgot and past 

Had inouldci’d, but this proud and ’during pile, 

By wild weeds overgrown, by yellow hues 
Of age deep tinted, still a triumph wrought 
O’er time, and Christian disregard, and stoo<l 
As though to mock its Maker's perishing. 

Upon the eastern pediment stood out 
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A fierce relief, wlicre tlie tumultuous stone 
W:i8 nobly touch’d into a fit device ^ 

For tir immortal Homicide within: itshow'd 
Ills coming on the earth; tlie God had hurst 
The gates of Janus, that fell shattering back 
Behind him, from the wall the rearing steeds 
Sprung forth, and with their stony hoofs the air 
Insulted. Them Bellona urged, abroad 
Her snaky locks from her bare wrinkled brow 
Went scattering; forward tlie ha(^ard charioteer 
Xjean’d, following to the coursers’ reeking Hanks 
Tlie furrowing scourge with all herself, and hung 
Over their hacks half fury, and half joy. 

As though to listen to their liruislng hoofs, 

That trampled the thick massacre. Erect 
Behind, with shield drawn iu and forward spear, 
The coned helm finely shaped to ih' arching brow. 
The God stood up within the car, that seem'd 
To rush whenever the fleet wind swept by. 

His brow was glory, and his arm was pow'er, 

And a smooth immortality of youth, 

Like freshness from Klysium newly left. 

Til’ emhaliuing of celestial airs inhaled, 

Touch’d with a beauty to be shudder’d at 
Jlis massy shape, a lightning-like fierce grace, 

That makes itself admired, whilst it destroys. 

There on a throne, fronting tlie morning sun, 
Cnswallon sate; his sceptre a bright sword 
Unsheathed; with savage art had he broke up 
His helmet to the likeness of a crown, 

Thereon uncoulhly set and clustering bright 
Bich jewels glitter’d; to his people ranged 
Upon the steps of marble sloping down, 

Bnrl>dric justice minist’ring he sate, 

Expounding the absolute law of his own will. 

And from tlie abject at his feet received 
Homage that seem’d like worship, not alone 
From his wild people, but from lips baptized, 

Came titles that might make the patient Heavens 
Burst to the ultcrimee of a laughing scorn; 

Might wake up from the bosom of the grave, 

A bitter aud compassionate contempt, 

To hear the inheritance of her dull worms, 

Named in his dauntless and unblushing style, 

M Unconqu*ruble! Omnipotent! Supremely— 

But alt along the ranging column files, 

And all abroad the turgkl landings spread, 

•• Lnconqu’rablc! Omnipotent! Supreme!* 

Yet he, the Stranger, wliom Prince Hiilwyn leads, 
He bows not, those hymn’d flatteries seem to jar 
Upon his sense, so high his head he bears 
Above them, like a man constrain'd to walk 
Amid low tufts of poisonous herbs; he fronts 
The monarch, and thus ’gins his taunting strain: 

« Unconqu’ruble! whose conquering is the wolfs 
That when the shifting battle rages yet, 

Steals to some desert comer of the field, 

And riots on tlie spoiU. Omnipotent! 

Aye, as a passive weapon, wielded now, 

Now cast away contemptuous for the dust 
To canker and to rust around. Supreme I 
O’er whom is Ruin on its vulture wings, 

Sci^ng the bubble whereupon thou ridcst, 

And waiting llengi8C*8 call to swoop and pierce 
And dissipate its swoln and airy pride. 

WfiQH diadem of glory, sword of power, 


Yea, breath of life, at Hengisl’s wayward will, 

Cling to thee, ready at his heck to fade, 

And shiver and expire.»-“« At Ilengisls call! 

At Hengist’s beck! at llengwl’s!*—the word choked. 
Witli eyes that dug into the Stranger's face, 

Yet so by wrath licwildcr'd, lliey bail lost 
Distinction, rose Caswallon. From the wall ^ 

A lance he seized, huge as a pine-tree stem, 

That on Blencathara stands sheer ’gainst Heaven’s 
storms: 

Far o’er all heads a long and rapid flight 
It cut along the air, till almost fail'd 
The sight to track it to its ponderous kill. 

Then taking on his throne hb quiet seat, 

« Back, hack to Uengist, say my lance flics llius, 

Bid him o’ercast it, then come here again 
To menace at Caswallon.»—• Soft and weak, 

(Pursued the unwondering Stranger) know’sl tliou not, 
There is a strength, that is not of the arm, 

Nor sbiudclh in the muscles’ sinewy play ? 

It striketh, but its striking is unseen. 

It wieldcth, what it wieldelh soeming yet 
Sway'd by its own free motion. King, 1 say, 

Thou stepp’st not, speak'st not, but obedient still 
To licngist's empire, thou ’rt a dog that hunts 
But as tliy master slips thee on his game, 

A bridled steed that vaunteth us his own 
Ills rider’s prowess.*—■ Hall! I know ihec now, 
Insolent outcast, Samor?»—« And i thee, 

Sulf-outcjst, once a Briton—oh thou fall’n 
When most thou seem’st exalted, oli most base 
When most ennobled, a most pitiful slave 
When hearing thee most lordly! Briton oocc. 

Ay, every clod of earth that nuikes a part 
Of this isle’s round, each leaf of every tree, 

And every wave of every streamlet brook, 

Should look upon thee with a moilicr’s glance, 

And speak unto thou willi a mother's voice. 

But thou, most impious and unnatural Min, 

Hast sold thy uintlior to tlie shame aud curse 
Of foreign lust, liai^ knit a league to rend 
And sever her, most proud if some torn limb 
Be cast thee for thy lot.*—Then riMe agaiu 
Caswallon, from his brow the crown took off, 

Aiie placing it in Samni's hand—«t I read 

Thy purpose, au<l there’s fire in't, by my throne! 

Now, Samor, place that crown upon my head, 

Do me thy homage, kneeling, as thy king, 

And thou and I, wc ’ll have a glorious tilt 
At these proud Saxons. Turn not off; may boys 
Gild their young javelins in Caswallon's blood, 

And women pluck me by tliu beard, if e’er 
On otlier terms 1 league with tliee.*—The crown 
Samor received, and Samor look’d to heaven, 

And Samor bow'd his knee,—a Almighty God, 

If Uiine eternal lliundurbolts are yet 

Unweary of their function dire, if earth 

Yet, yet have not exhausted and consumed 

Thy fiame-wing’d armoury of wrath, reserve 

Some signal and particular revenge 

For this man’s head: so this foul earth shall learn, 

Ere doomsday, that the sin, whose monstrous shape 
Doth most offend thy nice and sensitive sight, 

Is to bear arms against our native land. 

Make thou of him a monumental ruin, 

To publish in the ages long remote, 
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That sometimm is thy red ri{^ht hand uplift 
Against the livinu guiUy.w—And to carth» 

(Jplcupiodf, Samor dash’d tlic crown; the ^ems 
Lay starry on tlie pavement white. On hijjh 
Caswallon the rear’d sword of justice swud|*. 

Heavy witli death, aljove th’ Avenger’s head. 

Hut he~B Caswallon, hold thine hand, here, here 
*Tliy warrant for my safety, by thy son 
A poniard given, upon his heart to wreak 
All evil done myself.* With bosom bare 
Stood Malwyn by th* Avenger’s side. But ho 
Viewing that downy skin empurpled o’er 
With youth’s lightcolouring, and his constant mien, 
Cast down the dagger, and •> Fall what fall may, 
Excellent boy, my hand shall htUl be white 
From blood of thine.*—Like wild-boar in bis rush 
Baffled, or torrent-chcck’d, Caswallon paused— 
u Now, Clirislian, where learnt thou the art to wrest 
My vengeance from me? Go, go, I may strike 
If the fit fire mo.—By Aiidriiste, boy, 

Boy Malwyii, there’s thy father in thy blood. 

11 a! Samor, thou hast ’scaped me now, crcwhilc 
I *11 make a footstool of thy neck, to mount 
On Britain’s throne: alive or dciid, 1 ’ll have 
A knee its supple, and a front as toW 
From thee, as any of my milk-fed slaves: 

Go, go.*—And Malwyn led the Avenger forth 
Along the dull and sleepy shore of Ouse, 

Till all Caer Ebranc's sounds flngg’d on bis car. 

And all its towers bad dwindled from bis siglit. 

Ere parting, Malwyn clasp’d bis hand, and tears 
iliing in bis eyelids.—» Oh, lliou know’st not yet 
How lleiigist sways my fitlier’s pitssivc mind! 

My sister, my sweet Lilian, she whose sight 
Made mine eyes tremble, whom I *vc stolen to sec, 
Despite my father’s stern command, asleep 
With parted lips, and snowy breuthiug skin, 

Scarce knew she me, her brother; her knew I 
So only that my spirit yearn’d to mix 
With hers iti fondness, she, even she, the soft 
The innocent, a wolf had loved her, she 
Hath felt the drowning waters o’er her close, 

Fair victim of a hellish sacrifice.n 
After a troubled silence, spake tlie Chief: 

■ Malwyn, my Christian pupil, God will give 
Thu loved on eartli another meeting-place; 

Adieu, remember, Vengeance, Vigilance.*— 

The spring had made an early effort faint, 

T’ encroach upon the Winter's ancient reign, 

And slie had lured forth from the glittering earth 
The snowdrop and pale cowslip, th* cider tree 
And Iiawthorn their green buds shot out, yet fear’d 
T entrust the rude air with their dainty folds, 

A fresh green sparkled where the snow had been, 
And here and there a bird on the bare spray 
Warbled a timorous welcome, and the stream 
Of Eaninnt, as rejoicing to be free, 

down its sunny silvering course. 

’The only winl’ry thing on Eamonl’s sliore 
Is human; powerless are the airs that touch 
To breathing and to kindling the dead earth, 
I'owcrless the dewy trembling of the sun, 

, To melt around tlie heart of Vortimer 

The snow that flakes and curdles Hierc^that bank, 
\ That little bank of foir and cherish’d turf, 

WMreoo his iicad reclines, ah, dotli not rest! 


By its round swelling, likest were a grave. 

Save tliut't were nrief and narrow for all else 

But fairy, or those slender watery shapes 

Tliat dance beneath the stream. Yet there the spring 

Hath dropp'd her first, her tendcrest bloom; the airs 

Find the first flowery odours on that spot; 

Cowslip is there and primrose faint and pale, 

The daisy and the violet’s blue eyes, 

Peeping from out the shaking grass. The step 

Of Samor wakens the pale slumliercr there, 

lie lifts his lean hands up, and parts away 

The matting hair from o’er his eyes, which look I 

As though the painful sunlight wihicr’d them, 

With stony stare that saw not. Save that lay 
A shepherd's wallet by his side, bad seem’d 
That foot of mull ne’er ventured here; all sounds 
Were strange and foreign, save the [lendant arms 
Swinging above with heavy knolling sound. 

But Samar’s presence made a sudden break 

Upon bis miserable flow of thought; 

lie motion'd first witli bony arm, then spake. 

« Away, away, thou 'rt fearful, (lion ’It disturb, 

Away with iby arm'd head and iron heel. 

She will not venture, while thy aspect fierce 
Haunts lierealiout, she Ci'innot brook a sound, 

Nor any thing that’s rude, and dark, and harsh, 

Nor any voice, nor any look but mine; 

She will not come up, if lliou linger'st here; 

Hard ami discourteous man, why seek to keep 
My own, my buried from me! why prevent 
The smiling intercourse of those that love !•-*- 
■ Sad man, what mcan’st thouT*—■ Siieak not, but be¬ 
gone. 

I tell thee, she’s beneath, 1 laid her there, 

And she ’ll come up to me, I know slie will. 

Trembling and slender, soft and rosy pale. 

1 know it, all things sound, and all things smile, 

As when she wont to meet me.*—* Woeful youth, 

The dead shall never rise but once.*—* And wbyl 
The primrose that was dead, 1 saw it slied 
, Its leaves, and now again *t is fresh and fair; 

; The swallow, fled on gliding wing away, 

Like a departing spirit, see it skims 

The waters; the white dormouse, that went down 

Into its cave, hath been abroad ; the stream, 

That was so silent, hark 1 its murmuring voice 
Is round about us. Lilian too, to meet 
The voices and the breathing things she loved, 

Amid the sunshine and the springing joy 
Will rise again.*—• Kind Heaven, 1 should have known, 
Though rust-embrown’d yon breast-plate, and y'm helm, 
1 should have known, though furrowy, sunk and wan 
That face, Uiough wtcck’d and broken that tall form; 
Prince Vortimer 1 in maiden or in child, 

Fancies so sick and wild bad been most sad. 

But in a martial and renowned chief, 

Might teach a trick of pity to a fiend. 

Oh, much abused! much injured, well, too well 
Hath that fell man the deed of evil wrought.*— 

« Man, man! then there is man, whose blood will flow, 
Whose flesh will quiver under the keen steel, 

Samor!*—And up he leap’d, as though he flung 
Like a dead load the dreamy madness off. 

• Samor! thou tranquil soul! that walk’st abroad 
With thy calm reason, and tliy cloudless face 
Unchangeable, as a cold midnight star: 
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Thou scarce wilt credit, 1 have found a joy 
In hurling stones down on tlial (jlnssyMde, 

Anti with an angary and quick>di)shinir fool, 
nreakin^r the senseless srnootlincss, that incthought 
Smiled wickedly upon uie, and rejoiced 
At its own {}uiltund my calamity. 

But oh, upon a thing that f»*el8 and bleeds, 

And shrieks and shudders, with avenging arm 
To spring! Where is’tandwhoT good&nnor tcll.« — 
And Sainor told the tale, and thus—w Ur.|vo youth, 
Not only from yon narrow turf, come up 
From Britain's every hill, and glen, and plain. 

Deep voici>K that invoke thee, Vorriiner, 

To waken from thy woeful re>t. Thy arm 

No selfish, dose, and singular revenge 

Must nerve and freshen ; in thy country's cause. 

Not in thy own, that fury must he wreak'd.> 

His answer was the bi.nxIUliing his swoid. 

Which he had rent down fiom ih'o'erhangiug bough, 
And the infuriate riot of lii.s eye. 

« Oh, perilous your hazard,« still went on 
Sainor, • yc foes of freedom, ye take off 
Heaven's lionds from all onr Hcn'cr part of man, 

Ye legalise forbidden thoughts, the thirst 
Of lilood yc make a glory, give the hue 
Of honour and self-admiration proud 
To passions murky, dark, unreconciled : 

The stern and Pagan vengeance s<inctify 
To a Christian virtue, and our prayers, that mount 
Unto the throne of GikI, though hnrslily toned 
With impiccatinns, take their llight uncheck'd.* 

But Vortiinei u{>on the grassy htink 
Had fallen: « Not lung, sweet spirit, oh not long, 

Shall violets he wanting on thy grave!*— 

Yet unaccompanied the Avenger p.’ist,—> 

As though the wonted dark and solemn words, 

• Vengeance and Vigil.incu,* had fix'd him there, 
Prince Vortimer remains by Kamont side. 

Samor! the cities hear thy lonely voice, 

Thy lonely tread is in the ({uietvalc, 

Thy lonely .irm, amid his deep trench'd camp, 

The Saxon hears upon somi* erashing holm 
Breaking in thunder and in death. But thee, 

Why see I thee by Severn side! what soft 
And indolent attraction wiles thee on, 

Even on this cold and gusty April day, 

To the sad desert of thy ancient homcl 
Why mingle for lliysclf the wormwood cup? 

Why plunge into the fount of bitterness? 

Or why, with sad indulgence, pamper up, 

Wilful tl\^ moody sorrow, and relax 

Thy high-strung spirit? Oh, so ne.ir, no power, 

Hath he to pass fnnn those old scenes away, 

He must go visit every spot helove<l, 

And think on joys, no more to be enjoy'd. 

Huin is (here, but ruin slow and mild. 

The spiders wandering wch is thin and grey 
On roof and wall, here clings the dusky hat. 

And, where liis infants* voices iiseil to sound, 

The owlet's sullen flutter and dull cliirp 
Come o’er him; on liis hospitable licarth 
The blind worm and slow beetle cr.iwl their round. 
Yet is no little, light, and trivial thing, 

Without its tender memory; first with kis.s, 

Longand apparent sweet, the primrose bed 
lie visits, where that graceful girl is laid. 


Then roves he every ch.\mbcr; eye, and car, 

And soul, all full of her, that is not there: 

' l''mcric haunts everywhere, there's not a door 
Her thin form hath not glided through, no stone ' 

Upon the chequer'd niaihle where her foot 
Hath never glanced, no window whence her eyes 
Have never gazeil for him ; the walls have heard 
Her voice; her touch, now deathly cold, hath been 
Warm on so m.my things; there bangs, even now, 

The Into, from whence those harmonics she drew. 

So sphere-like sweet, lliey seem'd to drop from heaven. 
There, where the fox came starting out hut now, 

Tliere, circled with lier infants, did slift sit * 

And here the bridal couch, the couch of love, 

A little while, and then llie hod of death. 

And lo that holy scroll of pdrcliment, stamp’d 
With many a sentence of ilic word of God, 

Still open. Samor could not chuse but read 
In large and brilliant rhatacters emblazed, 

The Prcaclicr’s « V.inity of vniij^ics » 

How like is grief to pleasure ! here to $t.iy 
One day, one night, to see the eve sink down 
Into the water, with its wonted fall, 

‘T IS str.iiige temptation—and to gather up 
Sad relics. And tlievisionary night! 

How will its airy forms come sliding down, 

Here, where is old familiar footing all, 

'T is strange tcmptition.—But the White-horse flag 
P.ist waving o’er Ills sight, at once he (lioiight 
Of fh.it seal’d day of destiny, when his fool 
Should trample on its nock, and hurst away. 

Oh secret traveller o’er a ruin’d hind, 

Yet once more must I seek ihec 'mid the drear, 

The desolate, the dead. On Ambii plain, 

On Murder's blasted place of pride. Might seem 
At distance ’t was a favour’d meadow, bright 
With licluT Iterls'ige than (he moorland brown 
Around it, the luxurious weeds look’d boon, 

And glanced their m.iny-colours fleck’d wUli dew. 

Seen ne.irer, scatter’d all around appear'd 
Few relics of that sumptuous feast, the wrecks 
Of lifeless things, tliat gntly glitter’d still, 

While all the living had been dark so lung. 

Fragments of h.inncrs, and pavilion shreds. 

Or broken gni let here and liierc, or ring, 

Or collar on that day how proudly worn! ' 

A stolen and hurried burying had there been; 

Here had the pious workman, as disturb’d 
At his imperfect toil, left struggling out 
A hand, whose bleach'd Itones seem'd even yet to grasp 
The e.irth, so early, so untimely left. 

And here the gray Mix of the wolf, here black 
Lay feathers of the obsi*cDe raven’s wing, 

Showing, where thev had marr’d the fruitless toil. 

And uncouth stones boio here and there a name. 

Haply the vaunted heritage of kings. 

It was a sad and strii ken place; though day 
Was in the heaven, .and the fresh giass look'd grecc^ > 
Tlie light was wither’d, nor was silence there * 

A soothing quiet; busy't was, and chill 
And piercing, rather absence of strong sound. 

Than stillness, like the shivering interval 
Between the pauses of a passing bell. 

Oh Britain! what a narrow place confines 
Thy powerful and thy princely! that grey earth 
Was what adorn’d and made thee proud: the fair, . 
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Whose ])eauty was the rapture of tb^ maids, 

The treasure of thy mothers: and the l)rave, 

Whose cunsLant valour was thy wall of strength: 

The wealtliy, whose air>gildiug palace towers 
Made thee a realm of glory to detain 
The uoon>day sun in his career; thy wise, 

' * Whose grave and solemn argument controU’d 
I'liy councils, and thy mighty, whose command 
Was law in thy strong cities, Ileauty, wcaitli, 

Might, valour, wisdom, mingled and absorh’d 
III one cold Mnularity of dust. 

One layer of white and silent ashes all. 

The air brcatliesTif mortality; abroad 
A spirit hccnis to hover, puurin(t in 
Dim thoughts of Doatiisday to the soul; steal up 
Voiceless sciisalintis of cternitv 
rioiiL the blank earth. Oh, is it there beneath 
Tir iuvimIjIc everlasting* or dispersed 
Among its iiiimaierial kindled free, 

The elements ! Oil man! man ! lit eoiiipcer 
Of worms and angels, tioddcn under fool, 

Yet liouudless by the mfinilu exp.insc 
Of ether! mouldering and immulahie! 

Hut thou, Avenger, in that (|uiet glebe, 

How many things arc hid, once link'd to tlicc 
By ties more gentle than the eoupitng sdk, 

That p.iirs two snowy doves! hands iisctl to meet 
In hi'niheily ciiihrace willi thine, and liearts 
>M)ereiii lliy image* dwell, clear, changeless, full 
As the Spring muon upon a crystal lake: 

Fares in Fisist, in coiineil, and m 
That took their coioiiiiiig fiuiu thine. And thou 
Alone art hriMtlung, moving, speaking here, 

Aund the cold, the motionless, the mute! 

Ainoii{[ tli.it solemn inuiiiiude of gi.ive.s 
One wnm.iii lialli her dwelling - round and round 
Site waiideis with a foot that seems to fisir 
That It is Ire.uhug over one beloved. 

She seems to seek what she despaiis to liud. 

TIm'I'u’s in her eye u wild impiiring roll, 

Yet tir eye is stony. Olt she slop.s to licai, 

Then, .is m hitter dtsappuinlmeiu, shakes 
Her loose hair, and agaiu goes wandeimg ou. 

She shriek’d at Samor's presence, and Hung up 
Her arms, and in her shriek was laughter, k Thou ! 
Wliat dost thou with that face above the eaiili, 

Thou .shouldsl he with the rcst!»—■> My fiietid’ssofl biidc 
The dainty Evclene!«—« That’s it, the name 
Whercwiili the winds h.ave ruoek'd me every morn, 

And cvei’y dusky eve—or was it then ? 

Aje then it was, when 1 was wont to slei'p 
On a soft bed, and when at> rough winds blew 
About me, when I ever saw myself 
Ihesl giiu'ringly, and there was something else 
Tiieii, wliicli tlieiti is not now.*—Thy Elidure 
Sad liousiiless widuw'!>->« Hah ! thou I'uiiniiig man, 

T was that, 't was that! and thou ranst tell me too 
>\ 1 y*ro they have laid him—well thou canst, 1 know 
^eri; 's deep connexion ’twixt my grief and ihce. 

Hum, thou art he that wakest sleepers up, 

And send'st them forth along the cold bare lieatli, 

T'seek the dark and disappearing. There 
hound bowlings at the midnight bleak, and blasts 
hUivering and fierce. And there come peasant boors 
That bring the mourner bread, and weave the roof 
i\J>ove her, of the brown and rustling fern; 


But never sounds tlie voice, or conies the shape 
She sought for.# Oh, my wakings and my sleeps 
How exquisite they were' upon liis breast 
1 slept, and when I woke there smiled Ins face.» 

Kveu as the female pigeon to her uest, 

Alt ruflled hy rude winds and discomposed, 
Returning, with full hje.ist sits brooding down, 

And all sinks smooth around her and beneath . 

So when the image of departed joy 
Revisited the lit'art of that s.ul wife. 

Settled to pc-.ice its wayward and distraught. 

Sweetly she spake, and uiiconfuseilly heard. 

Of him the low, the iindistinguisli’d laid, 

Of Samor’s friend, her hridej^rouni, Elidurc. 

And somewhat of lier p.ile and tender bloom 
With a faint flounsliitig enltvcu’d up 
The with.ir’d and the sunken in her cheek; 

But wiicn iig.iin .done, o’er he.irt and brain 
Fl.isli'd back the w.inderiiiif, recuiiimenccd the search 
Ever with broken questionings, and mute 
Lip-part»d listenings, pauses at each gr.ive, 

As ihoii|;h it were her right, where lay her lord, 

That some iiilicieiit consciousness should start 
Within her; tliougli’t is nature’s law, that one 
Oold iiiidistiiiguish’d silence palls the dead, 

Vet, yet ’I is hard ami cruel not to grant 
One low sound, even the likcnc>« of a sound. 

To tell lier wlicre to kiy her down and die 
Suie there .iie spirits round her, yet all le.iguinl 
To abuse and lead astiay, and liis, even Ins, 

I'ltih'ss .IS ilie rest, with jealous care 
Ooncoaling Its fell piescnce. ('diostly night 
Wafts her no dusk iiitelligeucc; the day 
Shows nolliiug with its broad and glaring rays. 


ROOK X. 

Rut thou from North to South hast ranged the i.sle, 

From Skiddaw to the Cornwall se.i-btiat locks, i 

Olio ley faeo of tlesol.uion cold, 

(>no level sheet of son ow .mil dismay. 

Avenger' thou hmt traversed, hast but held 
' Compaiiioiisliip wall niouriiers ami with slaves. 

' Upon tlie northern rocks of Cornwall meet 
Th’ Avenger and the Warrior j thus sp.ike lie.— 

« How n.ime ye yon sUoiig easlle on the roek?* 

• TiJiLi{;el, the jirince (ioilois’ lowers.n—u And whose 
Yon solihers cresting with their camp the shore, 

And yon eiiihattlecl navy on the sea, 

lloundingtheir moony eiicle?* w Mine?*—u And tliou?* 

> Mclliiiiks, most Solemn (|ueslioner, the Itcliu 

Might well proelnim INmdragoii.*—> No, the fiunt, ‘ 

Whcmoii that scaly blazon used to glow, 

ll.id ne'er been girding with 11110.1101111 siege 

A Rricish ensile, while all Britain lay 

In chains beneath the Scr.inger.*—u What art thou, 

Tliat hcardcst in thy high and taunting vein 
The Princes of the land ?»—“A Prince I •—‘•Thus arm'd 
And thus attired !■—« Aiisjudgiiig ! must thou learu 
The actions are the rainieut of the man ? 

Ikitter to serve iiiy country in worn weeds 
And dinted arms like niinc, tliari 'gainst her suns 
To lace a golden panoply. This rust, 

'T is Saxon blood, for tlimc, its only praise 
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Ih its hri^'lit stniiilcssnesf). Look not, fiorce Princts 
A« from my veins its earliest spots shoi^l full, 

T is Britsiiii barbs the arrows that I speak, 

Anti makes thy heart its inark.n—« What man or mote 
Thus fires and frecres, sm^'ers and ronlrols 
With the rnujustic valour of his tojijpie. 

The never yet controll'd, and bears the name 
Of Rrit.iin, like a shicltl before him, broad 
And firm aipunst my ripe and b(irstut|{ wrath ? 

Samor! rome, honour'd warrior, lt» my arms, 

Oil ohame lo stie, and Keeiii}' not to knttw 
The iiohh-st of out ihle.x—< No uiiiis may Foltl 
Samor within rlieui, hut a firitoii’s, thou 
lly this apostate war disown.>t llie name. 

And lra(>iiest dark alliauee with iit'r focs.n 

« All, (beii tliou knowst tiol, in you loek is tueN^'d 
I The rrafty kite that bath iny ilose ui tbi.tll 
, My dt»vo, riiy ]>rulc, my sweet l{•er^,l, her 
I That (iorlnis with bis piivy tahm swoop’d, 

I Tlir ijenlle, the defeii(*r*t<‘ss, and looks down 
I I'rom his aii''swin{;iii{' (>>mV oi* iny wiaili. 

That like the sea .t|;aiMsi that rooted loek, 
liuslies and roaib iii v.iin.n—Thy hride'v—« My hi hie, 
By Imly words in saintly chapel .spoke, I 

And ill! befnie, the twili{;Iit nuvtiii^'s sttileii, j 

Upon (lie shelly beaeb, when came my bark ! 

Sljrliii^; with siiioolli Oiir iliroii('h the sniinines.sspray | 
from the Ariiiotie shore, and sow'S so fond 
The iiiifi'll w.iteis crept up round our feet, 

I All afit'r, r.ipturoiis muon nndislurb’d. 

Iter father's b)cs.siii{; on our bridal roiieb. 

IVoiiiise of infant pled|;es, all o'ertbrowii, 

All wither’d by that Uoilois, that low worm 
I wiae too proud to tiead on lierelofure; 
lie with some eohl and .aulii|u<ited plea 
Of bioken roiupael by the site, away 
Ih'ft with a vtllain stealth tli’ ill-jpiaided (pni. 

And hoard.s it in bis lone and trackless rau •> 

1 A darker and more precious tluTt b.is hc*eii 
This Britain bath been stolen, this f.iir isle. 

This laud of frce-borii (Mirislian men become 
The rapine of lierce Heathens. Uiber, bear, 

Hear, son of Constantine! most dear the tics 
Of wedlock earthly woven, yet seal’d by (lod ; 

But tliose that link us to our native land 
Are wnui(;lit out from Ih’ ctcinal adamant 
By the Almighty. Oli I tliy country's call 
Loud with a thousand voices drown.s the tone 
Of sweet complaining even from wife beloved— 

Forego the weaker, Ulhcr, and obey | 

The stronger duty.*—u Bloodless man and cold, 

Or wrong I Ihec, |>erchaiirc the Saxon holds 
Thy Emcric, and my claims must rode lo thine, 

Even as all beauties to that peerless star.*— 
u bpare, Utlicr, spare thy taunting, she is safe, 

Briton or Saxon harm not her.*—«'T is well, 

Fair tidings!—but thy shuddering hrow looks white.* 

■ There ’a a cold safety, Ullicr, with the dead, 

There is where foes disturb no more, the grave.n 
« Pardon me, friend—oh pardon—but my wife, 

She too will seek that undisturbed place, 

Ere yield to that pale craven’s love; if false 
dare not live, and yet, oh yet she lives!u 
Vprw the Avenger, and his way he took 
To iraere the rork broke off abrupt and sheer. 

Before trim yawn’d the chasm, whoso depth of gloom 



Sever'd the island Cistle from the shore: 

The ocean waves, as though but newly rent 
Tliat narrow channel, tumbled to and fro, 

Bush’d and recoil’d, and sullenly sent iip 
An everlasting toar, ileep echoed out 
Fioiii ih’ underwoiking c.iverns; the white gulls 
Were wandering in llie dusk abyss, and shone 
Faint sunlight here and there on the ni(>ist slate. 
The Cistle drawbriilgc liimg aloof, arm’d men 
Piieid the sUto ramparts, javelins look’d out, 

I'foin embrasure ami loop-hole aihalist 
And howsliing loaded l.ty with wei|*hr of shaft 
Menacing. On the (li<e/y brink stood ufi 
Tir Avenger, like a Serapli when absolveil 
lli> earthlY mission, on some sunny peak 
ife w.iils the {jathia'ing cloud, wlieicoii he wont 
To chaiiotccr along the azure sp.iee, 

111 v.iii: he u.iils not, under liis plumed feet. 

And lonml altoiil his spre.idiiig w'iiigs it lloals, 

^ And Mils off proiidlv with its heavenly freighl. 

Even tliii.s .It S.imor'b call down heavy fell 
Tlieiliawhriilgi*, o’er the .iliyss lb' Avenj'er springs, 
TiiiUgel’s huge ])nHi'ulhs gio.ining up 
Its gloves gives way : then up the je.ilous budge 
Ueliiiid him leaps, the gale falls eiasliiiig down 

Half wondei, ami half fear, Pemiragou shook 
The teimrs of hii, cu'^t, .iml gasping, stood, 

As when a hunter is jpuie in to hrave 
'I’liehe.ii wiihin his sha|;gv dim, down peets 
ills fellow ihioiigh llici dusk, and Feais to see 
Wli.it Iks keen eyssii.iiii afiei*. Butel.ite 
Appiur'd upon the r.iinpiri that l.iM (.liief, 

Sei'Miing on th’outpour'd g.irrison lo east 
Woids ]totenl as the fabled Wl/.ird’s oils, 

With the tciiilie .smootliiiess nf their fire 
Wide sheeting the husli'd ocean; tli’ arhalist 
])isehar|p.'d ii.s unaim’il holt, the arrow fell 
From the slack howstting; r.ireless nf Ins cli.irgo. 
The w'.itehiiian from his tiiriet leati'd, o’er hH 
Biighl'niug and stilling the high laugii.igc spread. 
Giving a cast of ]»ride to vulgar blows, 

Shinhling o’er stupor and lliiok-hrealhiiig awe 
A soleiiiii hue of glory : Far it spread 
Beyond the sphere of sound, th’ indignant hrow, 

The st.itely waving of the arm discoursed, 

Flow’d argumeDt from every comely liinli. 

And the whole man was eloquence. From cliff. 
From harkga/ed ITthei’s soldiery, one voire 
Held ill suspense the wild and busy war. 

And on the irioiion of his lips the fate 

<Jf two strong armies liung. Anon the gate 

Flew up, the bridge lay shiidderiiig o'er the chasm. 

Forth Samor comes, a Lady by his side, 

And Gorlois in the garb of peace Kdiind. 
Tremblingly she came gliding on, and smooth, 

As the West wind o’er beds of Bowers, a child 
Was with her: tlie cool freshness of the air 
Seem’d o’er her marble check a flush unused 
To breathe, and Iiuman faces o’er her tlircw' 

A modest, faint disturbance. Uther rush'd 
To meet her, cic he came her failing frame 
Seem’d as it sought some breast to sink upon. 
Though feebly resolute, tiiat none but his 
Should be the clioscu rcsting-placc. But he 
Severe withheld her.—^ Can the snowdrop bloom 
Untainted on the hemlock bank, near thcc, 


SAMOR. 


I([cri>a, IoTt{; trail’d » venomous ] 3 lanr, 
llast lljou the sullying; infhienrt; ’scaped’*—She stiuve 
To work displeasure to her brow, the joy. 

The fondness would not ({ive it pKice : s*he I»cld 
Her boy on hijjli, she pointed from the lines 
Of his soil face to Uiliei’s, with appeal 
uHair rajitiirc^ half reproach, and east herself 
' With timid boldness on her rightful couch, 

Her husband’s bosom, that received her in, 

1 ‘iven us the opening clouds an angel home 
ncliirning. But tlie joyous l)oy relax’d 
His features to n beautiful delight; 

To the ftercc Dragon on his father’s helm 
Lifting, his sportive hand, and smoothing down 
'I'lie horieiit sentes, and looking with glad eye 
Into the licrv hollow of his jaws. 

Mute lay the armies, the pale Goilojs wrought 
(lis features to a politic: jov, alone 
^tood Sainor and aloof, he stood in tears. 

Samor, iiinid the phiiii of buried men 
Teat less, and in liis own deserted home*, 

In tears mived'd before th' assembled camp; 
it was .so like a meeting after death, 

That union of the husband and the wife, 

So giiostly, so unearthly. Tints shall meet 
The disembodied, Kiiieric and liimself, 

Notwiiii Hide rocks their footing, tin* cold airs 
And cloudy siinslime of this world anmnd. 

Ilut.ill of life must intervene, and all 

The long dark {pave mysterious ■ yet even here 

It was a swc:et irnpo.'isibilily, 

Wherewith at times his soul m.id dalliance held, 

. 4 ii c.irtlily, bodily, sensible caress, 

liven long and rapturous, as that hatigiiig now 

tJn I) tiler’s neck from soft Igerna's arms. 

lipon tlicsilcnec hurst a voiee that dic'd 
>1 Ariliiir,* wlicn>at the child liis sport broke off 
With that eniho.s$ed st'rpcnt, and stretch'd out 
liis arms, where, on the fragment of a rock, 

Stood Merlin. <• Arthur, hail! hall, fatal Boy, 

Bright arrow from the bow of Destiny, 

Co foilh ii]>oii tby liery course’ tbe steeds 
Arc in tbe meadows tbat sli.dl bear tbee fortli. 

Thee and thy harded cliivalry! the spears 
Aie foi'ip'd w'herewiih in tourney and in fif’ht 
Ye shall o'erhear the vaunting Saxon I shields 
An* stamping w'ith your hri{di> devices hold; 

Anil Bards are b'aning on their hi{;h-striing harps, 
Aw’ailin{; thee, to (low'er out in their boon 
And ripe fertility of song. Co forth, 

Strong reaper in the harvest of renown, 

Arthur! the everlasting Lord of late 
Hath summon’d thee to thy immortal raee!» 

The infant clapp’d liis hands, Peiidragon flung 
Aloft hU scalv bickering crest, her child 
Igcrna folded to her heart, and wept. 

And forward Icap'd the Avenger to salute 
• Sii^don's dark Prophet, .Merlin was not there. 

• Good fortune on good fortune followcth fast; 
Tklingfc c'oriie rapid of a Breton fleet 
Si*t'n on the southern shore; the chiefs are past 
Tc» where ili’ Archangel's Mount o’erlooks llu-* sea. 

Oh {pj not to ihy eoiieh, thou bright hair d Sun! 
Though Ocean spread its welcoming breast, yet pause 
Mid that etherial architecture wrought 
• Abound thee by thine own creative light 
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How broad the over-vaulting palace arch 

Spreads up the tsavens with amethyst ceil’d, and hung 

With an enwoven Upestry of flame. 

Waved over by long banner, and emblazed, 

Like ball uf old barbaric Potentate, I 

With scutcheon and with shield, th.vt now unfold 
Mow in their cloudy texture shift; and p.vved 
With watery mosaic rich, the waves 
Ouick glancing, like a floating surface, Liid 
Witli porphyry and crystal iiiterwrought. 

Tlicre’s yet a sight, O Sun! to cheek awhile 
Thy sotting; lo, the failing brce/cs lift 
The white winj's of that fair Armoric fleet 
To cateli the level lines of light; the oat's 
Flash up the spray, that purples as it falls 
While, wearing one by one, their armed freight 
1 hey cast out on the siirfy beach. The Kings, 

King Kiiitysand Armoric Hoel meet 
Pi'iidragon, Samor, and their liaiid of chiefs. 

There meet they on the land’s extrcinesi verge 
To conquer, lo deliver, few, hut strong. 

Strong in the sinews of the soul; as rose 
The giant W'resller finin his niolhor’s breast, 

Karth-born Aniens, Ins bngc limbs refresh’d 
For the Herculean combat, so shall ye, 

Kiiqp), Chiefs, ami Warriors, from your native soil 
Draw to ibe inimorlal faculties of mind 
A spiinglido evei lasting and unebanj^ed. 

The* armour of a holy cause oiitsltiues I 

The non nr llie kiiospcd Iu.im, and hopes 
And niemorics to the homc-relurntng hiave 
Crowiliiq; fiom every spisek of sirred earih, 

Oniplead tlic tnimpei’s wakening Id.iNl, till le.ips 
Veiigeaiice lo Glory’s vanguard post, and leads 
The onset, and look.s proudly down to see 
Tlie red blood dec^ienmg roiiiul licr laving feet. 

Alas, that in your harvest uf high tliougbts, 

Tbiek si'l with golden pioruiM' uf renown, 

The puppy sec'ds of (‘iivy and disti list 

Should take their baleful root. Slow winds aloiq; 

Gorlois, the sower of that noxious erop, 

Sealtering it in with careless toil; now stands 
By royal Einrys* side, now mines beneath 
Poiidragnii’s lowerysoul, now s.idiyw.«rn.s I 

Willi cautions words and daiks|>eecli hniken off, 

Hoel, the crown’d Arnmrican; his looks 
Belying his feign’d eonfideneu of sjii-ecli, 

But half surmising f 4 '.ir, and killing hope 

By his cold e.ire of ki'Cpmg it alive. ! 

■ N«)t that f love not, wliotii all love, admiie 1 

On wliniti ihe admiration of all hearts ! 

Falls with such free profusion, ’t U no Hhame j 

For us mean lamps licrure great Samor’s light i 

To v^'diie and glimmer in oiir f.iint eclipse. ! 

Yet whence this fettering of all tr^’cs an<I heai Is' 

This .stern unsocial solitude of fame! > 

> True, from that fatal banquet ’senped he, tiu«', I 

rndaunled hath he rovexl tlic isle, nor doubt 
For some high purpose, that’t were rash for us 
To seareh out with our dim and misty sight; 

Nor think, King Emrys, 1 thy crown assert I 

llnstahiv set upon ihy royal lirow, 

But there’s a dazzling in its juwul'd round I 

Might tempt a less selF-masleritig grasp. bo bolds j 
The souls of men in thraldom w'itb his longue, I 

Makes bridges grow liefore him, stony walls j 
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I’rcuk up to him way ,—1 Kpcnk not now 
fn ven^jeancc of Tintagel, ’t was a decd^ 

Most worth my richest praise, Uiat made me friend 
To brave Pundrajron. but ambition wreck’d 
The au^’cls, and the climhinj; soul of man 
Math sinn'd for meaner |piin than nrilaiii’s throne.”— 
So one by one be wound bis scqicnt coil 
Around the Chieftains’ souls; and inly breathed 
The creeping* venom. But Pendrapnn's heart. 

Too fiery or too noble to suspect. 

In Samor’s teeth llunj' fierce ib’ oppjesMvc doiilu, 

'fh' AvcD(;er's tranrjuil smile was like the idiani'u 
Of a.spcct in a (jreon an<l lofty tree, 

Tourli'd by the wiojjs of some f.iint hicc'O, nor shakes 
The massy fnlia^e, nor is ((uite at rest. 

While languidly the iindistiirbin|[ air 
Falls aw.iy and expires, fc Will Kmrys hold 
At mulni^'ht on St Micli.iel's Mount Ins pomj) 

Of Coronation ? S<imor will ho tlieie.n 

■ At mi<lni|;ht!«—• Aye, the (ires will p,>(lly blaze, 

The silent air is meet for solemn oaths.*— 

Tlie nit^ht is starless, s(<ft and Mill, the heavens 
O’crwoveii with a thin and r.iyless mist; 

A Inn(; low heavy sound of breakint' snri;o 
nn,irns down the shore, and now and (Ik'II the woods 
Flutter and Ixmd wilii one shoit rush of wind. 

The tide li.illi risen o’er the stony belt, 

That Co the mainland links the Mount: where meet 
Kven now the Chieftains, ocean all around, 

On every side the white and moaning; waves. 

On the hare summit, ’ncalli the cope of heaven, i 

'riic eonelave stands, hare, save: a lofty pile 
Of wood rompaetiil like funereal pyre 
Of a depart’d hero in old time ^ 

On some /F,[tcin promontory n:ar’d, 

Or by the Bl.ick inhospitable Sea. 

The crown is on kinj; Kinry’s head, In'- hair 
Is redolent wiili the aiiointini' oil. 

■ Mail, Kin{f of Britain!*—S.imnr cried, and h llaill* 
Hcpliel that hantl of heroes; Mail' the shores 
Kelioeil, from hark and tent came pealing up 

The universal Mai!, the ocean waves 

Broke in with their hoarse murmur of applause. 

■ Air, earth, and wateis, ye have play’d your part, 
There's yet unoihur element,»—I'ried aloud 
Samnr, and in the pyre he cast a brand. 

A moment, and upriish’d the (pant fire, 

Picrcin(j the dim heavens willi its blazing brow, 

And on the still nir shakirii; its red locks. 

There by its side the Vassals and their King, 

Motionless on their shadows hii{;eanil dun, 

Show’d like destroyiiift An(;els, round enwr.ipp’d 
Id their carcerin(r pomp of flame; far flash’d 
T! < yellow inidnip.ht day o'er shore and sea' 

The waves now ruddy heaved, now darkly pluD(jed, 
Upon the rocks, within the waverinif li{;ht 
Strong featured faces fierce, and hard-lined forms 
Droki* out and disappear’d; the anchor'd fleet 
Were laving their brown sides in rainbow spiny. 

No sound was Iieard, bnt flic devouring flame. 

And the thick plashing waters,—« Keep your faith, 

(Cried Samor) ye eternal hills, and ye 

Heaven-neighbouring mountains:*—Eastward far anon 

Another fire rose furious up, licliind 

Another and anoflier: all tlic liills 

Each behind each held up its crest of flame; 


Along the heavens the bright and crimson hue 
Widening and deepening travels on: the range 
O’crlcaps black Tamar, by wliose ebon tide 
Cornwall is hounded, and on lleytor rock, 

Above the stony moorish source of Dart, 

It waves a sanguine standard; Maldon burns. 

And the red City * glows a deeper Imc; 

And all the southern rocks, the moorland downs 
In those portentous characters of (lame 
Discourse, and bear the glaring legend on, 

' Even to the graves on Airibri jilain, whore woke 
I That pallid woman, and rejoiced, and deem’d 
w.is sent to guide her to the tomb she sought. 

F.ist flash they up, those aiurs of i'cv(‘n(;c, 

As the sn.ike-tress’d Sister toicb-buiirers, 

Til’ Eiimenides, fioiti the T.iitanan depths 
Were leaping on ftom bill to hill, on each 
he.iving llic tracks of their flame-dropping feet. 

Or as the .souls of the dead fathers, wrapt 
In hriglii iiii'teoroiis gr.ive-clotlies, had arisini, 

And e.ich &.itu crowning his arcusloin’d bill, 

Silent and i.uliaiit: ot as th’ isle devote 
Mad vvioiiglil down by her hold and fieipienl guilt 
Th’ Almighly'.s lightning shafts, now iiumherless 
I'oilh raining from the lurid reeking clouds, 

And smiling all the heights. On spreads the tiain, 
Norlhwaid it hre.iks upon the Oiiantock ridge^ 

It reddens on the Mendip forests <lark. 

It looks into the cavern'd Cheddar cliffs. 

The boatman on the Severn mouth awakes 
And .sees the waleis rippling rnmid his keel 
In spots and stieaks of piir|)le light, each shore 
Abla/ewith all its answering hills; the streams 
Bun giitleiing down Pliuliminon’s side, fliuut'li thick 
And moonless the wan night: and Idris stands 
hike Stiomhoh nr ilvlna, wheie't was feign’d 
E'er at their flashing furnace wrought the Sons 
or Viilc.in, foiginf; with etorn.il tod 
•love’s never idle thunderbolLs. And thou, 

Snowdon, the king of momitnins, ait not dark 
Amid thy vass.i 1 liretlinMi {{learning bright. 

Is It to welcome thy returning Seer, 

That thus above thy clouds, above thy snows 
Tlioii wcarst that wreathed dudem of fire. 

As to outshine the p.ile and winking stars? 

O’ T Men.ii s wateis blue the gleamin{; spreads, 

Ttie Bard in .Mona’s secii't grove beholds 
A glitter on Ids liarp-siiin|;s, and looks out 
Upon the kindling cliffs of Penmanmawr. 

Is it a pile of martyrdom above 
Clwyd's green vale? beside the embers bright 
Stands holy Germain, as a Saint new come 
From the pure mansions of beatitude, 

The centre of a glory, that spre.ads round 
Its film of thin pellucid gold. Nor there 
Pauses the restless Me$$en(p:r, still on 
Vaults it from rock to rock, from to peak. 

Far .seen it shimmer’d on Ciicr Khrnnc wall, 

And Malwyii blew a bugle blast for joy. 

The sun iipiising m.'CS the dusk night fled 
Already from tall Pendlc, and the height 
Of Inglehoroiigli, sc'cs Ilelvcllyn cast 
A meteor splendour ox> the mountain lakes, 

Like mirrors of the liquid molten brass. 

'Ca«r rulh, Exolor. 
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Tiic bri|;l]to»l and the hrojidcst and the Ust, 
There flakes the beacon (^tnre, and in the midst 
Dnshini; the ruddy sparkles to and fro 
With the hlack remnant of a pioe>tree stem, 
Stands arm'd from head to foot Prince Vortimer. 


* 

BOOK XI. 


Micni'Y in iliy endurance, in reven{|c 
]di((hrior' thou shnkest thy dusky patience off, 

O Britain' as a srfiike its wither'd skin, 

That lioastfiil to the sunshine coils and spreads 
In hri|;ht and cruel heaiity. Not in vaiu 
Il.ive those wild beacons rear'd their (Ires, thou wakest, 
The slumber falls fiom thee, as dewdrops shed 
Ftoin the morii-kindlintf falcun’s win]|. On kill, 

In vale, in forest and in moor, in field 
And city, like the free and cuininon air, 

Like the wide>spreadin(( ('olden hue of dawn, 
ilnn('cs the houiulless passion uiicontroH'd. 

The « Vi{'ilancc,B hath diop’d absorb’d .iway 
From the licrce war-cry, one porfendiun won! 
u Vengeance,n lides lonely upon all llie winds. 

Alas, delicious Sprinj;' God sends tlice down 
To breathe upon his cold and pci'isli’d woiks 
Reauteous revival j earth should welcome tliec, 

Thcc and the West wind, thy smooth par.iniutir, 

With the soft laii{'hlcr of her (lowery ine.ids. 

Her Joys, her melodies. The ]iruncin(' stajj 
FluitiTS the shivcrin(' fern, the steed .shakes out 
Ihs mane, the dewy herhai^e silvcr-wehh’d 
With frank step rr.inipliii(', the wild {;oat looks down 
From his einpurplm)' htsl of heath, where break 
The wateis deep and blue with crvsMl {'learns 
Of llieir <]iilck-le.i])in(' people: the fn.'sh l.u'k 
Is in the murnin{; sky, the ni('hlin['.ile 
Times cvcson{j to the dropping waterfall. 

Grealion lives with loveliness, all melts 
And trernhles into one mild h.irmnny. 

Alan, only harsh and Inliarinonioiis Man, 

Strews for thy delicate feet the battle field, 

Makes all thy smooth and (lowing airs to jar 
Willi his hoarse trurnpctin(j's, scales thy sweet light 

ith ('Icnms of violent and aiij'ry brass. 

Away! it is a yearly common joy, 

A rapture that ne’er fails the solemn Sun 
In his eternal round, the hlossoming 
And rra{;rance of the green resolving earth. 

But a fresh springtide in the human soul, 

A nation from its wintry trance set loose, 

The bursting Ice of servitude, the bloom 
Of freedom in the wither’d mind obscure, 

The bleakness of the heart discomfited, 

And over the bow’d shape and darkling brow 
The (lowering out of faded glorie.s, sounds 
O^hoering and of comfort to the rent « 

^nd broken by the tyrannous northern blast, 

These are earth’s rich adoinings, these the choice 
Of nature’s boyntcous and in$pirin{* sliowrs. 

1 hcrefore the young Sun with his prime of light 
bhall beam on ensigns; the blithe airs shall waft 
Jocund the lofty pealing battle words; 

And not unwelcome, fierce crests intercept 
Xke spring-dews from the thirsty soil; the brass 


For vestment the admiring earth shall wear 
More proud tban€ll her tlowcry robe of grccii. 
j ' In all the isle was (lat subjection lame, 

In all the isle, liutli Freedom rear’d her, plumed 
With terror, saudal’d with rclenllessncas: 

Her inarch like brazen chariots, or the tramp 
Of horsemen in a rocky (;tcn; and clouds 
Of javelins in her front, and in her rear 
Dead men in grisly liea])S, dead Saxons strewn 
I Upon their trampled White Horse banners: Ihcta 
Her fury hath no time to seoin, no pause 
To look back on her deatliful deeds achieved, 

While aught remains liefore her to achieve. 

Distract amid the wide spread feast of blood, 

The w.indering raven knows not whore to feed, 

And (he (gorged vulture druo)}S his wing and sleeps. 

War hath the garb of holini.'ss, bear proof, 

Thou vale of Clwyd, to uiir cold late days, 

By the ciubalriniig of tradition named, 

Maes Garmon, of that s:iinlly Bishop. He 
Ills grey thin locks unshaken, his slow port 
Galin as he trod a chapel's rush-sirewn (Inor, 

('nines foremost of his Christian rnoiintuineers, 

A(;aiiist tir embattled Pa([ans’ fierce array. 

By the green riiar(;in of tlie stre.mi, the iiand 
Of Arngrim glitter in the morning light. 

Their shadowy lances line the marble stream 
Willi long and level rules of (remhiing shade, 

The smisliine falling in between in streaks 
Of hiightiiess. They th' unwonted show of war 
Behold slow winding dowm th(‘ wooded hill. 

■ Now by our Gods,» cried Arngrim, « disi'ontent 
To siMre onr midnight with llicir insolent fires, 

They break upon niircaliii and peucernl day.« 

But silent as the travel of the clntiils 
At bre.tlhless twilight, or .i Book that winds, 

Dappling the brown cliff with its snowy specks, 
Foldward along the evening dews, a Iwll 
Now and (hen linkiuig, faintly shrill, come on 
Oiilspie.idiiig on the meadow (he stern band 
Of Ibitons with their mitred (i.ipt:un; front 
OppostsJ to flout they staml, and spc.ir to spear. 

Then Germain clasp’d Ins hands and look’d to heaven, 
Th<'n Gcrrn.iin in a deep and .solemn lone 
Oied « Allclui.i I* answer was (lung back: 

From cliff aiid cavern, « Alleluia,* hurst; 

It seem’d stiuiig voices broke the hoMim’d earth, 

Dropt voices from the clolid^, and in the rush 
Of waters was a human cl.imoiir,' far 
Swept over all things in its hoiiiidless range 
1 ’Iic scatleimg and discomfiting appeal: 

’ r was shaken from the shivering forest leaves, 
Ceaseless and countles.s, lifeless living things 
Multiplied, * .Alleluia,* all the air; 

Was lh.it one word, all sounds became tliat sound, 

As the broad lightning swallows up all lights, 

All quench’d in me blue uuivers.il gl:ire. 

On rush’d the Britons, hut ’gainst (lying foes, 

Quick smote the Britons, hut no hrctist-plate clove 

Before them, then the i{'nnmiiiiniis death 

First throngli the back found way to Saxon hearts. 

Oil, Suevian forests! Clwyd’s vale beholds 
Wh.at ye have never witness’d, Amgrim’s flight— 

Fleet huntsman, thou art now the deer, the lierd, 

•Hollinikod, Book 5, Chap. 6. 
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j Wlierpof tliou wcrt l!te prime ami Inftv liorn’d, 

' Are fallintJ fanl around tliee, ih' unlejWrH dogs 
Of havnr on tlieir recking flanks .uid iliw, 

! Tl»c herdsman of the meek and peaceful goats, 

I Thee, the soft tuner of the rwdv flute 
' ifeside Nantfrangons stony rat<iracC, 

' Moi'drin pursues. So htroun that buttle wonl 
Its holy transmutation and austere 
, Works in the soul of man, Ihi* spirit sheailies 
; In the thrice folding brass of v.doiir, swells 
. The thill and lazy hlood t’ a cm rent fierce 
• And torrent like, and in the hrc.ist crewhilc 
I But open to the tremulous melting airs 
. Of passions gentle ami aff«‘Ctloiis hinooili, 

! Plants armed lio|>eK and c'i|;i<'>win;’’ii desires. 

! Therefore that youth his downy hand hath wreathed 
' In tlie strong Siieviau’s knollcd locks, drawn up 
' hike a wrought helm of ebon ; ibercfoic fix 
, llis eyes, niou* uscil to swim in languid light, 

! With an iinpl.icablc ami con'tinl start* 

Down on (ho fate of Aingiiiu, Ikk kward dr.iwii, 

. Ah he its wiilliuig .igony injoy'd,* 

And therefore he, whose wont it w.«s to bear 
I TIk; many sp.irkliiig ci\s|.i|. oi the cu|) 

I Of dtipping w.ilet lil\ fiooi the spiuig 
] 'lo the hliihe iri.iiden of his lo\c, now sliakob 
! A tfoiy aiitl disseveiM head aloft, 

! Ami bounds in wild ovation down the vale. 

I Hut in that dire ami hi‘n<*oii-!iauiilcd night 
1 King Voiiigcriii Ins wonteil v.ii bad la’en 
; bpoii Caei nietdilbyn's topmost ])al.ice tower, 
j Tlu-re, tbe best privilege ol {jrealness faH’ii, 

He saw iioi, nor w.is suiai: there wiapi in gloom, 
r was his soul’s Iroasiiied luMiiy and choice |oy 
To frame out of luinself ami his dre.u slate. 

Dark comfortable hki-ucsscs, and full 
And frcqinmt lhion(fd they tins wild luidnighf 
All cloudy and indistinct lav round, tlu- sole 
Dull glimmeiing like lo light was wh.it reniaiiiM 
Of day, just not so utterly cxtiiirl 
And rpieiicird ns yet to show splendour had been, 

And was not, tbe dusk siiiiih* of biinself 
Delighted, roy.ii once, now with a inoek 
Ami niiinie of his lustre haunted, ^^hy, 

Why should not liiini.iii glory wane, since elonds 
Ihit out the inimorlal planets in (he skv^ 

Why should not crowns have seasons, since the moon 
Hath but her hour to tpieeii it in the heavens? 

Wliy slioiild not high and eliiubing souls he lost 
In the beiiighliiig shroud of the worhl's gloom' 

Lo, one inglorious, iindistingitish'd night 
G.ithcrs (he ancient nioiiritains in its (r.iin, 

While e'er the diiiinesl and must tnrhulcnt cloud.s 
Thicken upon the slnleliesl; but beneath 
The lowly and couteiited Wald's be 
Asleep upon their wisalv hanks, \ct they 
Have all the faint blue hnghtnevs that I'emairi.s 
Then moodier the fantastic humour grown, 

Stoop'd upon mean and trivial tilings, them ton 
Wrought to his wayward misanthiopie si'npe. 

Amid the swaying and disturbed air 
The rooks hung miirmurtiig on the oak-tree tops, 

As plaining their uneasy loftiness 
W^iile, solitary as iihnself, the owl 
Sate calling on its deaf and wandering m.ale. 

Him at iliat sound seized merriment, that niad<; 
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The lip drop, the hrow writhe, • Howl on,» he cried, 
« Howl for thy dusky ]).iramour,»—and turn’d 
To where Howen.i’a c hamher casements stood, 

Void, silent, dark of their once-hrilliant liglitK. 

Sudden around ’gan spire the mountain tops 
K.ich with its intei twisted sheaf of flame, 

South, Noiili and Kast and Wi-st, fire evci^where, 
Kierywhcrc llasliiiig and tiimnltiious light. 

Then g.i/ed the unking’d, then crieil out the fallen, 
k Now, hy my hoiil, when comets {pi/c on kin{;s 
Mven fiom (he fai and v.miting heavens, ’t is faith 
There’s hollowness beneath their tottering thrones; 
But when they Hash upon onr earth, .fml stare 
Close ill our faces, 't is ripe time and full 
For pat.iecs to rjiiake and roval tonihs 
'I'o ope their wiile and all-receiving jaws. 

What IS't to me? ye menace at the Cre.it 1 
Ye stoop not to he d.iiigeroiis and dread. 

Oil h.nighly and inystei ions lights ! to throiu's 
Low and despiv.'d tike iiiliio , in earlier days 
Voriigerii would h.ive i{ii.nrd, lie mocks you now. 

Ye .ire not of the heavens, T know, I see, 

Discomfitiiies of il.irkiiess, Cnnipiciors 
Of midii]([hr, ye are of the c.iith. Why stands 
C.ieiinerddliYii ami the realm of Dyfed black 
Amid tins restless multitude of flame ' 

’T Is not for ul!e or for fruitless show 
'I hat with such splendul viol.itioii iM.ni 
lufiingeih on sl< tn n.itiirc's laws, .iml lends 
l-'ioiii night her consecrate an.l aiieii'nt p.ill ' 

Samni, thy h.ind is there! and Voitigem 
Hath not yet learnt the p.itieiice cold ami lame 
To lie oiillda/cd and .stilled thus.*— Dovmi past 
'I'lic 'Mon.neli from his scat, few minulcs fled. 

Ami lo, wiihiii that Palace all look’d red, 

And Inn l ied with a <lee]) conliisiiig glaie: 

.Vml over It I vaulting dome of smoke 
Surging aioseand vast, till to.iiliig out 
(ailuiiins of- immnting lire sprung up, ami all 
Whelm’d In one broad envelopcment of llanie, 
Stood; as when in heroic Pagan song 
Apollo (u Ills Claiiaii temple came; 

Atoiice the present Cndhead kimlludall 
Th’ i’laborate .ncliitceture, glory-wieutlied 
Thu pill.irs rose, tho sculpimed archilravo 
Saain in the lupiid gold, the wnnsliipper 
\\ illuii the vestibule of marble pure, 

Heltl up bis band before his blinded eyes. 

And so adoK'd ■ Init tli’ unronsuming lire 
Innoxious ranged ih' tinparehiiig edifice. 

But ne'iM' wis Palace or was Monarch seen 
More in tli.it ('.ity, one .1 smouldciiiig heap 
Lay in its ashes white; linw went the King 
And whither, no one knew, hut lie who knows 
All things. ’T w.is frequent in the viiig.ir talc, 

None sivv it, yet all knew them well that saw,' 

At mitliiii'hl mariififst a huge arm came 

Forth from the welkin; once it wavetl and twice, , 

And then it was not • but .1 Indl llirice fork’d, 

K.ich fork a spike of flame, burst on the roof, 

Ami all bec.'ime a fire, .ind all fell down 
And .smoulder’d, even as now the shapeless walls 
Lie ill scorch'd heaps ami Iiiack At that same hour 
A dark steed and a darker rider past. 

' Henry IIuotloQiion, llUi. 
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Willi speed bemockinj; mortal steed, or man, 

Duvin the stet'p hill preeipiloiw: 'iwas like 
Id shape and hue hlack F.ivoriii, on whose back 
Kinp Voriijjcrn wms wont to ride abroad; 
lake, surclv not the same, for fire came out 
From under liis ijiiick hoofs, aiul in his breath, 
Hknd sulphurous the blasted foot-Jracks smelt, 

Some dinted deep in the hard rock, some sear’d 
On nuMdow (frass, where never since have dews 
f«un {>111101 inp, never the fresh venhiro sprun({. 

Now IS the whole Isle war. But I must ciave 
Pardon from llmsc in meaner conflict slain, 

Or conquerors; Poesy’s fair Ireasnre-lionse 
Contains not all the hripjit and rich, that ('em 
The I'oitrsc of humankind ; in he.iven alone 
Preseives cnrollM th’iinperish.ildc hiass, 

In leircrs deep of .iinaraiuhini* li(;ht, 

All marl) IN lo iheir connlry and ilicir Cod 
Oh that m\ sjunt, holditq' the tnnad ^lass 
I Of Its inM'iilion, iniplit at once condense 
All iM)s of i'.huy from tlic kindliii{> Isle 
' Full einanaUiqr, .is of old 'l is famed 
I The philosophic Syracusan c.iu{>h( 
i The wide diM.r('m{; snnhc.ims, hy the forc<‘ 

' Of mind crcatiiq; to him.self :i rij'lil 
I And piopcity in naluie’s common {pfl'> 

I And doniiiieei in{; the free eliauents. 

I lie that lu’.ivcn-sei/cil .irliller) |H>iir'<l foilli 
I 'l‘o var llie hijjli beaks of llic ’sn-j-iiqj Heel, 

I That luirnt, iMikno%vin|;[ whem'C, 'mid llie wet waves 
So I ihe fine iiiimoiial Iq'lit would pour 
Ahio.id, in the lon|; :if tcr-lmie lo lic.im 
A cniisecr.iic and vesl.il file, lojrmde 
Thion{>h daiq'cr's precipicis wild, ihc slnpis 
Slis'py and smooth of luxniy and false liliss, 

All lovers of their connliy. They uiy hon(; 
Kmbosoiuiiq'within then lic.U't o( he.irl. 

Like mine own Samor should lii.str on, too stroiij' 

To pi'iish, and too h.iu|;lily to despair. 

They h.ippier, he u|ircarm{' on ihes-ind 
A Phams, steady for a while to sleiu 
The fieree a’is.mUiUf' waves, in .iftiT times 
To f.ill, they Imildmi' for eternity 
P>rit.im's lOck-fouiided temple of renown. 

In the Isle's eeiitre is a clianip.iin hrn.id, 

Now broken into rorii-lield and smooth meail, 

Near w'hioh a hill, now witli the min'd towers 
Of Conin(jshorou(;h (from that fip.lit of Kin{'s 
Natned in old S.ixon phrase), soars eiested, Dune 
Skills with her a/ure licit iIk* level pl.tin. 

Morn dawn’d with all her attrihut<-$, the slow 
Tmpearlin(> of the heavens, the sp.trklirij; white 
On the widih'd )'ra&», the fraf'r.mt inisimess, 

The fresh airs with the iwiiiklinj; leaves at sport, 
And alt the (|radu.il and emer(}in(j light, 

The crystalline distinctness settling clear, 

And all tin* wakening and the slrengllicning sound. 

I Tiure dawn’d she on a h.ittlisfield superb. 
Thc%caii!y that is war’s emhelhslimcnt, 

The splendour under whose quick-glancing pall 
Man proudly iiiovcs to slay aud to he slain, 

Uow wonderful! In semicircle huge, 

Hound that hill foot, the Saxon camps liis strcuglli, 
A many-colour’d dazzling cirque, more rich 
Than the autumnal woods, when the quick winds 
Sh|ke on them broken sunlight, than the skies 


When thunder clouds are hursting into light, 

And rainhow-ski^ed hangs each fold, or frinVed 

With lii|Uid gold, so waved that cresmu broad 

With moving fire, bloom'd all the fuild with brass; 

Making of dread volnpiiiniisness, the sense 

Of d.inger in deep adriiiratioii lost— 

Oh huaiiteoiis if that mnrniiq' had no cie' 

The L.istern horn, his tail slmUto lus c.ir 

IlariK'ss’d, wliose si'ytlus shone newly hinuisli'd, held 

Caswalloii; lie his p.iiiited soidieiy, 

Thi’ir naked hre.ists blue-gleaming with tiiicouih 

And sav.ige puilraitures of hideous things, 

Human and monstrous ( 4 'riihiv cnmliined. 

¥ ' 

Ari.()'d; liimself jio aiuiniii ul dcfeiicu 
(aimhei-'d, as he wi*re one Dc.ith d.uc not sl.iy, 

A being from m.in's vulgar lot exempt, 

OomirnssionVI to destroy, yet (lang«‘i loss 
Amid destrueiion, .igairisl whomwai shower’d 
All ilssloi'ed lei tors, hut still basiled li.n'k 
lleeoil'd (mm his unw'ouiideii fioiit si^reue. 

'I he ei'iilre were the* hhie-e\ed Ccrm.iiis, loose 
Then fioiee h.iii, v.irioiis e.ich strong nalion's arms, 

A Willi and leirihle dueisiiy 

In the r«‘ll skill of sl.iiigliler, in the art 

Of doiiq; s.ifidiei* lo cltMih. Some helm'd, 

W ln>si,'Msnr-. like dislemled j.iws .i()peai'd 
0( -.ylvaii moiislcr, some in hnuilml fms 
\\ rapt sliagjjv, oil whose shoilhh-ls se«*iu'd lo Minp 
Vet liviilj; the liv'd t laws, with eioss-biiws some. 

Some with long lanees, some with lalehioiis ciirvtsL 
The Ai laii, wont to make the sable m{;hl 
A pander to bis trirors, ' in sw.iiih .urns 
He buistmq from the forest, when the shade.s 
Were deepest, like » mbodied {'lonui .ulvauced, 

Sli.iped for some dieadliil pin pose, now he iiioved 

I. 'iiiMlur.il 'mitl the de.ir ami {;oldeii day. 

II. 'i'e lleiigisl, llois .1 iheie .iiiiid the Imop 
WniiTid their wai'-liorses, he Ins weapon fell 
Shook, a louiul hall of iron spikes eh.iin'd loose 
To a hiijfe pike-stave, like .< Iiab-ful sl.ir, 

Aye gle.imiug devastation in iis sw.'ep; 

Ui'iigist be;',iit with that famed (aleliion I'all'd 

T1 e • Widower of Wotneii;» over all 

The r.il.il W liile llni^se in the b.inuei* slioiie. 

Hound to the left Arj'.iiitvr willi the Jules 
And Aiigli.uiH, thesi; foi Olfa's slaughter wil«1 
T’exact the usurious piMiieiit of ri‘veuge; 

He sternly inmilfiil nl ih.d broken light 
Hy Wye’s «*lear slrc.uii, and Ins defiainled swonl 
Of its liope-promiseil h.iiiqiict, Sarnoi’s blood. 

Aliove the midtitiide of brass the liuighls 
I ^^ere erowded willi the wi\t>i aud inotherK, > they 
! Wiih their known prestmee working, shame of iHglit, 

! And tin; high fe.ir of being lhou{:hl lo fear. 

WiJh th«>m tlie spoils «»f Britain, n-ssels carved, 

Stitues, and vestments of ;!.e Tyrian dye, 

' (Iflti'rum Aril kupor virOH, ((uM>uk cRiitncrntoi imullnflotr |iO|iul<is 
•‘Uitucsiluni, trucek, insiliii luriuii artu iii tviiipore IruiKiHanUr; 
Diyra aMilu. tiorm orpoia: ntnu a<l prii liu not ira Ic^uni' ipii.i(|u(' 
tuimiUiau atque umlirtV luruliit cxcrcitHs lorritr. m itiferuiu, nndo 
hublium gukiinc'iite iiuviim at wliii inierouiu attfutriiiin : iiuin priiui 
10 oiniiiliu, iiMt'liis ot uii kiiu'uiiiur.— Ta<it. Veem. c. 4L 
'—ft in |in>xin)o piijuniu . uudoluiiiiiiarum ululuiut auJiri, tinJr 
Togilok infuBliiim; bt cuii]uu suacinuitui U'llea, In niniinii inutis- 
lore*. AU matruk, otl (>onjuc«« vuinerR leriint ■ unr iilti* iiumerart', 
uui esiifore plu(pi» puvriit. «t liorluiniua pufinaniibuk 

! taol.— Tacit. Germ. 
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Standards wiUi antique legend scroHM of deeds 
Dune in old times, and gorgeous arnA, and cups 
And lamps, and plate, or by fantastic art 
Minister’d to fond luxury’s wayward clioicc, 

Or consecrate to th' altar use of God. 

And there tlw Saxon Gods, the wood and stone 
AVhereto that people knell and deified 
Their own hands’ work; the Father of the race, 
Woden, all arm'd and crown’d; ifie leinpost liord. 
The lliundcr>shakiu{; Thor,* twelve radiant 
Ills coronet, and sceptred his right li.iud; 

He on his stately couch rerhniiig. tlercc 
In his mysterious niiiUilude of signs, 

Ariuinsul; and lli' Uiin-iuieahlc,’ he fix’d 
On his Hint pedestal, his skeleton sli.ipe 
Ganriented scaiitly in a windiiig-slicel, 

And ill his hand a torrli-l)la/«, meet to search 
Farlli’s utmost, while in act to spring, one hand 
Upon his head, upon his shouUlei one, 

Ills f.iilliful Lion ranip'd in siuilpliiicd iic. 
Southward, with cresceiil its nnl-slrctrhlng liorns 
Ctreliiig tlie foe, lay stretch’d the British camp; 

The centre held King Kriirys, »n the rigiit 
Peiidiaf'on, on the left ih'^triijoijc King, 

With all Ills tall steeds and lir.ivo riders; they 
'I'lio f.iilicrs of tli.it famed clilvalnc race 
Of kiiiglits and ladies, glorious iii old song, 
Wiiit(‘>tian(Ied Isnnll, Latiiicelol of llic Lak(>, 

Chaste Perceval, that w'on tin* Sangroal qm^st. 

But evei'Y where and in all parts alike 

The Avengei held his post; all heard Ins voice. 

All felt his presence, all obey’d his sway. 

As Western hurricane whirls up From e.irth, 

And hears where'er it will, the Inose-sheard corn. 
The fluttering leaves, the shatter'd fori'Sl houghs, 
Even so his spirit seized and hore along. 

And swept with It those proud hrigailes. Nor there 
Was not vouiig Malwyn, he his helmet woie 
fdght shadow’d by an eagle plume, so sued 
llis sire, lest in the wildering hallle nirt 
TlieirVars should ol.ish in impious strife, nor sought 
The father more oliedience from the son, 

For Briciin and with Saiiior 6 x'd to w.ir. 

And in his bcown aud wealhcr-Jieaien arms 
Came Vorliiner, a pine-tree stem his mace 
That clove the air with desultoi^Y sweep. 

Blit by the river browsed a single steed. 

Sable us one of that poetic pair, 

On the fair plain of Enna,in the yoke 

Of Pluto, when Proserpina let fall 

From her soft lap her flowers, and mourn'd Uujir loss 

Lavish, nor for hcrsi'lf reserved her tears. 

Tlie horseman, not unlike that ravishcr, 

Woi'c kingly aspect, and his slop and mien 
Were as Im realm were in a gloomier clime, 

Amid a drearier atmosphere, 'mid things 
Sluggish and melancholy, slow and dead. 

As thougfi disclaim'd by each, and claiming none, 

11 c lay with cold impuitial apathy 
Eying both armies, as their fates to him 
Were equal, and not worth the toil of hope. 

But over either army silence hung, 

Sileoce long, heavy, deep, as every heart 
Were busied with eternity; all thoughts 


Were hidding farewell to the Sun, wliosc rise 
They saw, whose setting they might never sec. 

And all the heavens were thinly overdrawn 
With light and golden clouds, as though to couch 
Tlie angels .tnd the spirits floating there, 

While lieavcn the lucid hicraiehy pour'd forth 
To view tliat solemn spectacle beneath, ,, 

A Battle waged for freedom and for faith. 

First rose a clamour and a crowding ruslt 
On the hill side, and a lialf-sliflcd cry, 
u The Pioplietcss! the Piopheless' was heard. 

Upon a waggon, 'mid her idol Gods, 

She of the seal’d lip and tlie haunted .heart, 

Tlie <)ged Virgin ' site, her thin giay hair 
And hollow eyes in a siiango spaikling steep'd . 

'fwico ill the mcmoiy of the oldest spake 

llei voice, when Collin' Alaiic hail set 

liis northern ensign on Borne's shalier'd walls, 

Tliiil d.iy along the linden-.shadow'd Elbe 
She went, w'idi hitter smile and broken song 
That mock'd at grandeur fall'n and pride in dust. 

Once more, when Vorrigeni m that famed feast 
Crown’d the tierce ileiigist; in the German woods 
She loam'd with lolly and Iriumphal tone, 

Shrieking of sceptres dancing lu liei sight, 

And Woden’s sonsendiadem'd lli.it lose 
Aiul swept and glitter'd p.ist her. Now with eye 
Beslless, and eliuriiiiig hp she s.ile, .iiid tliricc 
She iniilter'd—■ 1 ‘lightl Flight! Fli,;lil!» Then look'd 
she out 

Upon the ot lent Sun, and cried, eDowti I down '»— 
Then wi'Stwaid mrn'il she, and wilhdiew liet li.uid. 
From d.illynig with her loose and hanging chin, 

And heekun'd to the faint remaining haze 
Of twilight. uBaek, fail daikness, bcatileons gloom, 
Back 'x Still the Siin e.ime on, the shades ditpell'd. 

Then lo^e site up, then on the vae.int space 
Between both armies fix'd her eye; half laugh, 

Half agony hei cheek relax’d.—<■ I see, 

I see VC, ye liivisihlel 1 he.tr, 

.Soundless, I hear \el Chusers of the slain! 

Ye of the white forms horsed on thunder clouds! 

Ye of Vulhall.i! eulourless as air, 

As air iiiipalpalde! wind on and urge 

Youi s.ible ami self-govei a’d steeds; They come, 

I'liey Wiioin your mantling hydromel awaits, 

Wliose Clips arc crown’d, tlie guests of this night’s feast. 
They come, they come, for whom the Gods shall leap 
l‘ i*oin their cloud thrones, and ask ye whom ye bring 
111 stern troops crowding to their secret joy.* 

She shook her low dropt hp, and tlius went on : 

M Tile bow is broken, and the shafts are snapt: 

1 'lie lance is slaver’d, and the buckler rent; 

The helm is cloven, and the plumes are shed; 

The horse hath (oiinderd and the rider fallen; 

The Crown'd are cruwnless, kingdoinless the Kings, 

The Conquerors conquer’d, and the Slayers slain; 

One falls not, but he shall not stand, the axe 
Shall glean ili’ imperfect harvest of the sword; 

I he scaffold drinks the Ices of battle’s cup; 

And one is woundless amid myriad wounds, 

And one is wounded where there is but one. 
ilo, for the broad-horn’d Elk that leads the herd! 


* Vor«ie.;aa. 


* Verztegan. 


' Vuinre Bjind Gvrmiinos inora, (|iiopIera«|iicfcaitniiraiD btldfcai, 
cl aii{;ufeCcntv«upemitione, arLIlninlur dea*. —Tacit, Uitf. 4_ di. 
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I Ho, fur ibe Pine tliat top« the shattering wood! 

I IIo, for the Bark that admirals all the fleet! 

Tlie herd is scatter'd, and the Elk unscathed, 

! The wood is Icvcll’d, upright is the Pine, 

The fleet is wreck’d, the Admiral on the waves. 
That Elk is in himself a sacrifice, 
f hat Pine shall have a storm its own, that Bark 
Shall perish in a solitary wreck, 

A sacrifice of shame! a storm of dread! 

A bitter iipiominious solitude!* — 

She had not ended, when a single steed 
Burst furious from'the British line, with flight 
That had a tread of air, and not of earth. 

Fierce and direct he whirl’d to the hot charge 
Uis youthful Rider. Upright sate the Boy 
Arthur, at first with half reverted look, 

As to his mother to impart his joy, 

llis transport. Early, oh fame-destined Cliild, 

Putst thou thy sickle in tlie field of fame. 

Over his head a dome of fiery darts 

And cross-bow bolts vault o’er th* encumber’d air. 

Yet foi*ward swept the child his rapid ch.irgc, 

And all at once to rescue all the Chiefs 
Rush’d onward’ Uther’s dragon seem’d to scar 
The winds with its hot waving, Kmrys struck 
Ills courser's recking flanks, his weapon liuj'C 
Rear'd Vortimer, and Malwyn's wheels ’gan whirl. 
And on the other side Argaiityr till, 

Ilcngist and llors;i, all the titled brave, 

Burst from their tardy lines, that vast behind 
Came roiling in tumultuous older on; 

As when at spring-time under the cold pole 
Two islands high of ice warp Iicavy and huge 
Upon the contrary currents, first ih’ assault 
The promontoiies hrc.ik, till meet the whule 
With one long crash, that wakes the silence, there 
Seated since time was born, far off and wide 
Rock’d )>y tlie conflict fierce old ocean bolls. 

Still th’ upiight Child sc.’cm’d only to rejoice 
In (he curvetings of his wanton steed, 

And in the mingled dazzling of bright arms. 

But over liim a shield is spread, before 
A sword is waved, on every side the shield 
Uaslies rude death aside, wliiils evei'y where 
The rapid and unwearied sword; ihu rein 
Of the fleet steed hath Sainor grasp’d, and guides 
Amid the turmoil. As when the eagle sire 
Up in the sunshine leads his daring young, 
Sometimes tlie dusk shade of fiis wing spreads o’er, 
And soft and broken in through the tliick plumes 
Gleams the unblinding splendour. So secure 
Wagctl that fair Child his early war. But wild 
The wavering fray rock’d to and fro, and burnt 
Like one huge furnace the quick-flashing plain. 
Ever ns’t were the same the Apostle saw 
In the Apocalypse, Death’s own pale steed, 

^ Over the bioad fight shook the White Horse, spread 
V^h^e’er its gleaming lighten’d the dun gloom, 
Steamy and vast the curdling slaughter pools. 

And such confusion burst around of lines 
Mingling and interchanging, Valour found 
No space for proud selection, forced to strike 
What cumber’d and obstructed its free path, 

To hew out through a mass of vulgar life 
A passage to some princely foe; twice met 
llorsa and Vortimer, Argantyr twice 


Smote at Uendraj^n, but the whlilpool fierce 
Asunder swept them, and the deep of war 
Swallow’d them; many a broad and sbapehais cliasm 
Was rent in cither battle, but new fronts 
Rush’d in, and made the shiver’d surface whole. 

The sun was shut out by a sphere of dust 
That wrapt tlic tumult, 't was no sight for Heaven 
That rending and defacing its prime work, 

That waste of man, its masterpiece. Rut f.ir 
Til’ Avenger had home off the Child, his steed 
j First drew his breath before fgerna’s tent. 

With her soft face upon the dust she lay, 

: Struggling to hush her own lament, in hope 
From the fierce din of war might happily come 
Some sound of cheer and comfort; hut when full 
It rush’d upon her hearing, loud she shriek'd 
To drown the very noise she strove to hear. 

But when her Child’s voice sounded, she look’d up 
With a cold glance which sjiid, ■ Tliat sound I’ve hcani 
Every sad moment since ho went, my soul 
Is sick of self-deceplion, will not trust 
Again, to be again beguiled.» She saw, 

And forceil a sportive look to her sad face 
To lure him to her snowy arms. While he 
Back to ilic bailie, as a scene of joy, 

Look’d waywardly, she clasp’d him 10 her breast 
With a fond anger, and liolli smiled and wcpi. 

A iiioiiient S.iinor gti/ed on hi’r, and—<■ All, 

All liave their hopes, and all those hu]>es fullill’d, 

But 1 , this side the gr.ivc, no hope for me 
And no fulliiiricnt.*—Fast .is sight could track 
Thu battle full liiiii in its lhous.inil folds. 

But the uiidislinguisird and chaiice-miiigled fight 
Brook'd not young ftlalwyn; he liis virgin shield 
Disdain’d mean blood should stain * wlietc lleiigisl 
fought 

He swept, the Saxon saw the eagle plume 
And turn'd aloof, and on some other head 
Discharged the blow for him iiprear'd. But ho 
Next plunged where llonsi's star-like wciipou shone, 
Disastrous, shaking ruin, yet even that 
Glanced aside from the eagle plum<’* The Boy 
Utter'd a wrathful dis.ippointed erv, 

And ’gainst Arj'aiityr drove liis car. He paused, 

And cried aloud, u The eagle plume,* and plunged 
Elsewhere for victims That Fendr.tgon Iie.ird, 

Even as he (oil’d the third time to m.akc way 
Amid the circling slain to the Anglian crest, 

And taunting thus ,—« Metlimks the eagle plume 
Hath some few feathers of the dove, so soft 
Spreads i }8 pcace-brcathing influence.* But the Youth, 
u Ha, Father 1 thus, thus guilcst thou to a faint 
Aud infamous security thy son? 

Thus cDvicst thou a noble foe ? thus guardst 
With a base privilege from peril 7 Off, 

Coward distinction! off, faint-heiirted sign !• 

And helm and plume away he n:nt, his hair 
Curl’d down his shoulders, radiant on his brow 
The beauty of his anger shone, the piidc 
Of winning thus a right to glorious death. 

Then set he forth on his bold quest again 
Impatient. Him Prince Vortimer beheld 
Sweeping between himself and llorsa, met 
Tiieir sca-shore fight by Thanct to renew; 

But something of his sister in his foec, 

Something of Lilian harden'd and grown fierce, 
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As that ungodly creed were true, and^c 
Familiar to rude deeds of blood, had come 
One of Vallialla's airy sisters hence 
To summon him she loved. That gleam of her. 
That tliough ungentle and unfeminine toncit, 
Exquisite, in mid-air Im rugged tuaec 
Suspended; but fierce Horsa on the Doy, 

Just on his neck let fall the fatal spikes, 

And him the affrighted steeds bore off. Hut then 
Degan a combat over which Death seem'd 
To hover, as of one assured, in ho|>e 
Of both for victims at his godless shrine. 

Then wounded and bareheaded Malwyn urgcti 
On Ilengist his remaster’d steeds the scythe, 

Rased his majestic war horse. Dut aside 
lie sprung, and flank’d tlie chariot, long the strife, 
Long though unequal, like a serpent's tongue 
Vibrated Malwyn’s battle axe, twice Iiow'd 
The Monarch to his 8 ;iddle-bow.—'T was fame 
More splendid, Ihuswith Ilengist to have fought 
Than to have conquer'd hosts of meaner men. 

Heavy at length and fatal glided in 
The wily Chiers chiding falchion stroke; 

Fast (lew the steeds, the master lay huhind, 

Dragging with liis f.ice downward, still the reins 
Cling in his cold and failing fingers, trail 
IIi*i neck and spread locks in the humid dust. 

His sliarp arms character the yielding sand. 

On fly they, him at length deserting mute 
And gasping on the hank, their hot hoofs plunge 
Into the limpid Dune, and to the wood 
Rove on. 11 chanced erewhile that thither came 
To freshen with the water his spent steeds. 

And lave the clogging carnage from his wheels, 
Caswiillon, he his huge and wc.iry length 
Cast for brief rest upon the bank; a groan 
Game from a helmlcss heiad that in the gi.tsr 
Lay undistinguish’d. «’T is a Briton,* cried 
Caswallon, • cast the carrion off to fited 
The dogs and kites, that thus irreverent breaks 
Upon its monarch's rest.* Even as a flower, 

Poppy or hyacinth, on its broken stem, 

Liingiiidly raises its encumber’d head, 

And turns it to the gentle evening sun, 

So feebly rose, so turn’d that Boy hih fane 
Unto tlic well-known voice; twice raised his head, 
Twice it fell back in powerless heaviness; 

Even at lh.it moment from the dark wood came, 
Lured by their partners in the stall and field, 

His chariot coursers, heavily behind 
Dragging the vacant car, loose hung the n‘ins, 

And mournfulness and dull disorder slack’d 
The spirit of their tread. Caswallon knew, 

And he leap’d up; the Boy his bloodless lips 
With a long effort opened. • Was it well, 

Father, at this roy first, my earliest fight 
To mock mo with a baffled hope of fame 7 
Well was it to defraud me of my right 
To noble death 7 *—and speaking thus he died. 

Above him his convulsed uncoascious hands 
Horribly with bis rough black beard a t play, 
Wrenching and twisting off the rooted locks. 

Yet senseless of the pain, the Father lean’d. 

Then leap'd he up, with cool and jealous care 
Widiin his chariot placed the lifeless corpse, 

And with his lash fierce rent the half-unyokcd 


Ilalf-hamcss’d steeds; disorderly and swift 
As with their master’s ire instinct tliey flew, 

Making a wide road through the hurtling fray. 

Briton or Saxon, friend or foe alike, 

Kinsman or stranger, one wide enmity 
'Gainst general humankind, one infinite 
And undistinguishing lust of carnage fill'd * 

The Master and the Horses; so wild groans 
Follow’d where’er he moved, ’t was all to him, 

So slaughter dripp'd .md reek'dfrom the choked scythes. 
The low l.iy mow’d like the spring grass, down swept 
On tir eminent, like lightning on the oaks, 

His battle-axe, each time it fell, each time 
A life was gone, each lime a hideous laugh 
Shone on tlie Slayer's cheek and writhing lip; 

As in the Oriental wars where meet 
Sullan and Ommh, under his broad tower 
Moves stately the huge Elephant, a shaft 
Haply casts down bis friendly rider, wout 
To lead liim to the tank, whose cliildren shared 
With him their feast of fruits: awhile he droops 
Affectionate his loose and moaning trunk; 

Then in his grief and vengeance bursts, and lienrs 
In his feet's trampling rout and disarray 
To cither army, ranks give way, and troops 
Scatter, while, swaying on his heaving back 
His tottering tower, he shakes the sandy plain. 
Meanwhile hud risen a conflict Iiigh and fierce 
For Britain's royal banner; Hengist here, 

Argantyr, the Vikingur, llermingard, 

And other Chiefs. But there th' Armoric King, 

Einrys and Uther, witli the Avenger stood. 

An iron wall against their inroad; tuj'n’d 
Samor 'gainst him at distance heard and seen. 

The car-borne Mountaineer, then Uther met 
Argantyr, Hengist and King Erarys fouglit. 

The rest o’erhore King Hoel; one had slain 
The standard-bearer, and all arms at once 
Seised as it fell, all foreign and all foes. 

Wlicii lo, that sable Warrior, that rutireil 
And careless had look’d on, upon his steed 
And iu the Imitle, like a thundercloud 
He came, and like a thundercloud ho burst, 

Black, cold and sullen, conquering without pride 
And slayiiig without triumph; tliree that grasp'd 
The standard came at once to earth, while he 
Over his head with kingly motion sway’d 
The bright redeemed ensign, and as fell 
The shaken sunlight radiant o’er his brow, 

Pride came about him, and with voice like joy 
He cried aloud, « Arles! Arles!*—and shook his sword, 
• Thou 'sC won me once a royal crown, and now 
Shalt win a royal sepulclirc.*—The sword 
Perform'd its fatiii vliity, down they fell 
Before him, Jute and &xon, nameless men 
And Chieftains; what though wounds he scorn’d to 
ward, 

Nor seem’d to feel, shower'd on liim, and his blooiK 
Oozed manifest, still he slew, still cried, m Arles! Arles !a 
Still in the splendour the waved standard spread 
Stood glorying the arm’d darkness of his form; 

Stood from his wounded steed dismounted, stood 
Amid an area of dead men, himself 
About to die, none daring au assault, 

He powerless of assailing. But the crown 
That on the flag-staff gleam’d, he wrench'd away, 
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And on Ills crest vrith calm solicitude 

Placed it, then planting 'mid the liigli-heap'd slain 

^ The standard, to o'ercanopy his sleep, 

As one upon his nightly couch of down 
Composes quietly his weary head, 

So royally he laid him down to die.— 

• But now was every fight broke off, a pause 

’ Seised all the hattic, one vast silence quench'd 
All tumult; slain and slayer, life and death 
Possess’d one swoon of torpor, droop’d and fail’d 
All passions, pride, wrath, vengeance, hate, dismay, 

All was one wide astonishment: alone 
Two undistracted on each other gazed, 

Wliere helpless in their death-blood they lay steep'd, 
The ebbing of each other's life, the stiff 
Damp growing on of death ; till in a groau 
llorsa exhausted his fierce soul: then came 
A momentary tinge, soft and subdued 
As of affections busy at his heart, 

On Vortiiner’s expiring brow, his lip 
Wore something of the curl men's use, when names 
Beloved are floating o’er the thought, the flowers 
On that lone grave made frigrant his sick sense, 

And Eaiiiunt murmur’d on his closing ear. 

But he, whose coming cast this silence on 
Before it, as the night its widening shade, 

Curtaining nature in its soundless pall. 

An atmosphere of dying breath where’er 
lie moved, his drear envelopment, his path 
An element of blood: so fleet, so fast 
Thu power to fly seem'd wiilier’d, ere lie came, 

Men laid them down and said their prayers and look’d 
For the quick plunging hoofs and rushing scythes: 

As when the palsied Universe aghast 
Lay, all its tenants, even Man, restless Man, 

In all his busy workings mute and still, 

When drove, so poets sing, the Sun-born youth 
IK'vioiis through heaven's affrighted signs, his Sire's 
Ill-granted chariot, him the Thunderer hurl’d 
From th’ empyrean headlong to the gulf 
Of the linif-parch'd Eridunus, where weep 
Even now the Sister Trees their amber tears 

* O’er Phaeton untimely dead. And now 
find the Avenger reach’d the path of death, 

And sioml in arms before the steeds, they came 
hearing their ireful hoolit to dash him down; 

But with both hands he seized their foaming curbs, 
Holding them in their spring with outstretch’d arm 
Aloft, and made their lifted crests a shield 
Against their driver. He with baffled lash 
Goaded their quivering flanks, but that strong arm 
Held them above avoiding, their fore-lioofo 
Beat tU’ unhurt air, and overspread his breast, 

Like a thick snow-shower, the fast falitng foam, 

Then le.ip'd Gaswallon down, back Saroor hurl’d 
Coursers and chariot, and, • Now,» cried aloud, 

« Mow, King of Britain, in the name of God 

, 4 thee a Uirooc, two yards of earth 
ToVot on, and a diadem, a wreath 
Of death-drops for tliy haught aspiring brow.« 

• There, there, look there,* Gaswallon cried, his hand 

* Streti h'd low’rd his son, and in a frantic laugh 

, Broke out, and echoed,—* Diadems and thrones!* 

With rigid finger pointing at the dead. 

A moment, and the fury burst again; 

Dowsi came the ponderous ljallle-axc, from edge 


To edge it rived tempeFd brass, as swift 
^ shot-stars the thin ctlier; but the gbive 
Of Samor right into his bosom smote. 

Like some old turret, under whose broad shade 
At summer noon the shepherd oft his flock 
Hath driven, and in the friendly cool rejoiced. 
Suddenly, violently, from its b^ 

Push’d by the winter floods, he fell; his look 
Yet had its savage blasphemy: he felt 
More than the blow, tlie deadly blow, the cries 
Of joy and triumph from each army sent, 

Vaunting and loud; to him to die was nought, 

He could not brook the shame of being slain. 

But other thoughts arose; hardly he crept 
To where dead Malwyn from the car hung down, 
Felt on his face the cold depending hand, 

And with a smile, half joy half anguish, died. 

Til’ Avenger knelt, his heart too full for prayer, 
Knelt, and held up his conquering sword to heaven, 
Yet spake not. But llie battle, as set free. 

Its rugged game renew'd, nor equal now 
Mor now unbroken, Flight and sliameful Rout 
Here scatter'd. Victory there and Pride array'd. 

And mass’d in comely files and full square troops 
Bore onward. Mountaineer and German break 
Around the hill foot, and like ebbing waves 
Disperse away. Argantyr, Ilengist move 
In the recoiling flooil reluctant. Them 
Nought more resembled, than two mountain bulls 
Driven by the horse and dog and hunter spear, 

Still turning witli huge brow and tearing up 
The deep earth with their wrathful stooping horns. 

But as the hill was opened, from the top 
Even to the base arose a shriek and scream. 

As when some populous Capital besieged. 

Sees yawning her wide-brcach’d wall, and all 
Her shatter’ll bulwarks on the earth, so wild, 

So dissoD.ant the female rout appear'd 
Hanging with fierce disturbance the hill side. 

Some with rent hair ran to and fro, some stood 
With silent mocking lip, some softly prest 
Their infants to their heart, some held them forth 
As to invite the foe, and for them sued 
The mercy of immediate slaughter. Some 
Spake fiercely of past deeds of fame, some sang 
III taunting tone old songs of victory. Wives, 

With eye imploring and quick-heaving breast, 
Look'd sad allusions to endearments past; 

Mothers, all hasbfulness cost down, rent down 
Their gannents, to their sons displaying bare 
The fountains of tlieir infant nouri^ment, 

Now ready to be plough'd with murtherous swords. 
Some knelt before their cold deaf Gods, some scoffd 
With imprecation blasphemous and shrill 
Their stony and unwakening thundtfs. Noise 
Not fiercer on Cithaeron side, th* affright 
Not drearier, when the Theban Bacchic roat, 

Their dashing cymbals white with moonshine, loose 
Their tresses bursting from their ivy crowns. 

And purple with enwoven vine-leaves, led 
Their orgies dangerous. In the midst the Queen 
Agavb shook the misdeem'd Lion’s head 
Aloft, and laugli'd and danced and sung, nor knew 
That lion suckled at her own white breast. 

But Elfelin Che Prophetess lier seat 
Changed not, nor the near horror could recall 
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Her eye from its strange commerce with tii* unseen; 
There lind she been, there had she bcAi in smiles 
All the long battle; just before the spear 
Or falchion drank a warriors life-blood, she 
Audible, as a high-trilmnard judge, 

Spake out his name, and aye her spcecli was doom. 

Nor long the o'erbearing flight enwrapt thy strength, 
Argantyr! thou amid the sliatturiug wreck 
Didst rise as in some ruinous city old, 

Rabylou or Palmyra, magic built, 

A single pillar yet with upright shaft 

Stands, *mid the wide prostration mossy and flat. 

Showing more eminent. Past die Saxon by, 

And look’d and wonder'd, even that he delay’d; 

Cried his own Angliaiis—■ King, away, .iway !• 

First came King Ilocl on, whose falchion clove 
liis buckler, with a wrest he buiTit in twain 
The shivering steel; came Kmrys next, aside 
llis misaim'd blow he shook; last (Jthcr, him 
His war-liorse, by Arganiyr's beam-like spear 
Then first appall’d, bore in vain anger past. 

From his late victory in proud breathlessness 
Slow came the Avenger, but Argiiiityr raised . 

A cry of furious joy: • hong soiiglit, laic found, 

I charge dice, by our Inst impeded fight, 

I 1 charge thee, give me ]>.i<'k niiiic own, my sword 
Is weary of its bathes of vulgar blood, 

And longs in nobler streams to plunge; witii thine 
1 'll gild and hang it on my Father's grave, 

And llis helm’d ghost in Woden’s hall shall vaunt 
The glories of hU son.* ■ Cenerous and brave, 

Wlien last wc met, 1 shrunk to see my sword 
Bright with God’s sunlight, now widi dauntless hand 
I lift it, and cry On, in the name of God.* 

They met, they strove, as with a cloud enwrapt 
In their own majesty; their motions gave 
Terror even lo their shadows; round them spread 
Attention like a sleep. Flight paused, Pursuit 
Caught up its loose rein, Death his furious work 
Gea«ed, and a dreary respite gave to souls 
Half parted; on their elbows rear’d them up 
The dying, with faint effort holding ope 
Their dropping eyelids, Iiomage of delight 
War from its victims thus exacting. Mind 
And body engross’d the conflict. Men were seen 
At distance, for in their peculiar sphere. 

Within the wind and rush of their quirk arms 
None ventured, following with unconscious limbs 
Tlicir Iduws, and shrinking as themselves were struck. 
Like scatter’d sluvcrings of a scathed oak lay 
Fragments of armour round them, the liard brass 
Gave way, and broke tbe iiery temper’d steel. 

The stronger metal of the Immaii soul. 

Valour, endured, and power thrice purifled 
In'Danger’s furnace fail’d not. Victory, tired 
Of wavering, to those passive instruments, 

Look'd to decide her long suspense. Behold 
Arganiyr’s falchion, magic-wrought, liis sires 
So fabled, by tlic Asgard dwarfo, nor hewn 
From earthly mines, nor dipp’d in earthly Ares, 

Broke short. Th’ ancestral steel the Anglians saw, 
Sign of their Kings, aud worship of their race, 

Give way, and wail'd and shriek’d aloud. The King 
Collected all his glory os a pall 

I lPo perish in, and scorn’d his sworded foe 
Tu mock with vain defence of unarm'd hand. 


The exultation and flerce throb of hope 
Yet had not pass’d away, but look’d to death 
As it had look'd to conquest, death so well, 

So bravely earn’d to warrior fair as life; 

Stern welcoming, bold invitation lured 

To its last work the Conqueror’s sword. Him flush’d 

The pride of Conquest, vengeance long delay’d, 

Th’ exalted shame of victory won so slow, 

So toilsomely; all fiery passions, all 
Tumultuous sense-intoxicating powers 
Conspired with their wild anarchy beset 
His despot soul. But he—* All, faithless sword, 

To me as to thy master faithless, him 
Naked at his extreme to leave, and me 
To guile of this occasion fair to win 
Honour or death from great Arganiyr’s arm.* 

« Christian, thy God is mightiest, scorn not thou 
His bounty', nor with dalliance mock thy hour— 
Strikeand consummate !»>—»Anglian, yes; my God, 

Th’ Almighty, is the mightiest now and ever. 

Because I scorn him not, I will not strike.*— 

So saying, he his sword cast down. «Thus, thus 
Warr’st thou ?« the Anglian cried, *thun thou hast won. 
I, I Arg.iijtyr yield me, other h.itid 
Had tempted me in vain with that base boon 
Which peasants prize and women weep for, life : 

To lord o’er dead Argantyr fate might grant, 
lie only gnints to vanquish him alive. 

Only to thee, w'ell named Avcngerln Then 
The Captive and the Conqueror tli’ armies saw 
Gazing iijion each other with the brow 
Of high arch’d admiration; o’er the field 
I'roin that example flow’d a noble scorn 
Of slaughtering the defenceless, mercy slaked 
The anlour of the fight. As the speck’d birch 
After a shower, with th’ odour of its bark 
Freshens the circuit of the rain-bright grove; 

Or as the tender argent of Love’s star 
Smiles to a luiid quiet the wild sky: 

So those illustrious rivals with the light 
Of their high language aud heroic act 
Cast u nobility o’er all the war. 

That capture took a host, none scorn’d lo yield, 

So loftily iVrganlyr wore flic garb 
Of stem surrender, none inclined to slay. 

When Sanior held the signal up lo spare. 

But where the Lord of that dire falchion named 
The Widower of Women ? He, the Chief 
Whose arms were s<|uadron8, whose assault the shock 
Of hosts advancing? Hath the creain-hlunched steed. 
Whom the outstripp’d winds pant after, borne away 
His master, yet with hope nnchcok’d, and craft 
Unb.iffled, tli’ ei{ii.il conflict to renew? 

Fast flew the horse, and fierce the rider spurr’d, 

'riiat lionic that all the day remorseless went 
O'er dead and dying, all that Hengist slew 
All he cast down before him. Lo, he checks 
Suddenly, starliiigly, with ears erect, « 

Thick tremor oozing out from every pore, > 

His bmad chest palpitating, the thick foam 
Lazily gathering on his dropping lip: 

The pawing of his uplift forefoot chiU’d 
To a loose hanging quiver. Nor his Lord 
Less liorror seized; slack trembled in his left 
The bridle, with his right hand dropt his sword. 
Dripp’d slowly from its point the flaking blood , 




of liundredsy dm day fall'n beneadi its edge. 

For loy descended the hill side, stood up 
Right in his path die Prophetess, and held 
With a severe compassion both her arms 
Over lier head, and thus—• It cannot be, 

I've cried unto the eagle, air hath none; 

• I've sued unto the fleet and bounding deer, 

1 Vc sought unto the sly and mining snake; 

There's none above the earth, beoeatli the earth, 

No Might, no way, no narrow oliscurc way. 

1 've cdll'd unto tlie liglitning, as it Icap’d 
Along heaven’s verge, it cannot guide thee forth ; 

I've beckon’d to the dun and pitchy gloom, 

It cannot shroud thee; to the caves of earth 
1 'vo wail’d and shriek’d, they cannot chamber thee.* 

He spoke not, moved not, strove not: man and steed, 
Like some equestrian marble in the courts 
Of Emperoi'S; that fierce eye whose wisdom keen 
Pierced the dark dcptlis of counsel, hawk-like roved, 
Seizing the uniitlcr'd thoughts From out men’s souls, 
Wrought order in the battle's turbulent fray 
Ry its command, on the aged Woman’s face 
Fix’d like a moonstruck idiot. She upright 
With hirengtii beyond Iicr bow’d and shrivcll’d limbs 
Still stood, and murmur’d low, a Why comest thou not, 
Thou of the Vale ? Uiou fated, come! come! come!* 

The foes o’ertook, he look’d not round, their tminp 
W.is round him, still he moved not; violent hands 
Seized on him, still the enchanted falchion hung 
Innocent as a feather Jiy his side. 

They tore liim from his steed, still clung his eyes 
On her disiistrous fare*; she fiercely shriek'd 
Half pride at her accomplish’d prophecy, 

Half sorrow at Erie iicngist's fall, then down 
Upon the stone that bore her, she fell dead. 
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Oh Freedom, of our social Universe 
The Sun, that feedest from thy um of liglit 
The starry commonwealth, from those mean lamps 
Modestly glimmering in their sphere retired, 

Even to the plcnar and patrician orbs. 

That in their rich nobility of light, 

Or golden royalty endiadem’d, 

Their mystic circle undisturb’d round thee 
Move musical; hut thou thy central state 
Preserving, equably the fair-rank’d whole 
In dutiful magnificence maintain’st. 

And stately splendour of obedience. Earth 
Wonders, th’ approval of th* Almighty beams 
Manifest in the glory of the w*nrk. 

Though sometimes drown’d within the red eclipse 
Of tyranny, or brief while by the base 
And marshy exhalations of low vice 
^d popular license madden'd thou hast flash'd 
Hisastrous and intolerable fire; 

Yet ever mounting hast thou still march'd on 
To thy meridian throne. My waxen wing 
Oh, quenchless luminary! may not soar 
To that thy dazzling and o’erpowering noon; 
Rather the broken glimpses of thy dawn 
Visiteth, when thy orient overcast 
•A promise and faint foretaste of its light 


Beam’d forth, then plunged its cloud-slaked front in 
gloom. # 

• Even with such promise dost thou now adorn 
Thy chosen city by the Thames, where holds 
Victorious Emrys his high Judgment court. 

Thither the long ovation hath he led, 

Amid the solemn music of rent chains, 

The rapture of deliverance; where he past 
Earth brightening, and the face of man but now 
Rrow-sear'd with the deep brand of servitude, 

To its old upright privilege restored 
Of gazing on its kindred heaven. The towns 
I Gladden'd amid their ruins, churches shook 
' With throngs of thankful votaries,* till't was fear 
Transport might finish Dcsohiiion’s work, 

; And Idiss precipitate the half moulder d walls. 

'T is famed, men died for joy, untimely births 
Were frequent, as the eager mothers prest 
To show their infants to the brightening world. 

They that but now beheld the bicr-hornc dead 
With iriiscrahle envy, past them by 
Contemptuously pitying, os too soon 
Departed from this highly gifted eartli. 

So llic'y the Triiiohantiiic (Jity reacli’d. 

Without the walls, close by the m.argc of Thames, 

Tlic synod of the Goiiquerors met; a place 
Solemn and to the soul discoursing high. 

Here broad the bridgeless Tliames, even like themselves 
Thus at their flush and high tide of renown, 

Swcll’d his exuliiog waters, Tliutxi all waste 
The royal cemetery of llritain lay, 

The nioiiumcntH, like their cold tenantry. 

Mouldering, above all ruin as beneath, 

A wide profound, drear sameness of decay. 

Upon the Church of Christ hud heavily fallen 
The Pagan desolation, hung the doors 
Loose on their broken and disused hinge, 

And grass amid the chequer'd pavement squares 
Was springing, and along the vacant choir 
Tlie shrill wiud was God's only worshipper. 

Even where they met, tlirough the long years have 
sate 

In Parliament our nation’s high and wise. 

There have deep thoughts been ponder’d, strong designs 
On which the fate of the round world hath hung. 
Thence have the emanating rays of truth, 

Freedom, and constancy, and holiness 
Flow’d in tlieir broad bencficcnre, no bound 
Owning but that which limits this brief earth, 
Brightening this misty slate of man; tlie winds 
That tiicnee hear mandates to th* inconstant tlirones 
Of Europe, to the realms of th' orient Sun, 

Or to the new and ocean-sever’d earth, 

Ur to the Southern cocoa-foathcr’d isles, 

Arc welcome, as pure gales of health and joy. 

Still that deep dwelling underneath the eardi 
Its high and ancient privilege maintains, 

Dark palace of our island's parted Kings, 

Earlh-ceil’d pavilion of oiir brave and wise, 

Whose glory ere it swept them off, hath cast 
A radiance on the scythe of Death. Disused' 

For two long heathen ages, it became 

*Thco dill Aunlias Anbrotiai put the Saxons out of ud other 
perU of tho land, and repfllrod auch citlea. town*, ond alto clinrehea, 
at by them had been destroyed or defaced, etc. Holl. Book 6, 
Chap. S. 
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The pavement of our aumptiious minster fair, 

Tliat ever anil anon yet gathers in % 

King, Conqu’ror, Poet, Orator, or Sage 
To her stone chambers, there to sleep the sleep 
That wakens only at the Arcliangers trump. 

First in the synod rose King Kmrys; lie 
The royal sword of justice from his side 
Ungirding, placed it in the Avenger’s hand. 

And led him to the judgment-scat. He shrunk. 

And offer'd hack the solemn steel—■ Oh! King, 
Judge and Avenger! who shall reconcile 
The discord of those titles, private wrongs 
Will load my partial arm, and drag to earth 
The unsteady balance. Only God can join 
And blend in one the Injured and the Judge.* 

Hut as a wave lifts up and bears along 
A stately bark, so the acclamation swell 
Floated into the high Tribunal throne 
Heluctant Samor: on his right the King 
Sate sceptred, royal Utlier on the left, 

W’hile all around the assembled Nation bask'd 
In his effulgent presence. *T was a boast 
111 after ages this day to have seen 
Him whom nil throng’d to see; memory of him. 
Every brief notice of his mien and height 
Decotfie an heir-loom; mothers at the font 
Cave to their babes his name, and e’er that child 
Was held the staff and honour of the rare. 

So met (he Nation in (heir judgment Hall, 

Its pavement was the sacred mother earth, 

Jts roof the crystal and immortal heavens. 

Then forth the captives came, Argantyr first, 

Even with his wont^ loftiness of tread : 

Nature’s rich heraldry upon his brow 
Krablazing him of those whose scorn the world 
Hears unashamed, by whom to be despised 
Is n6 abasement. Men’s eyes ranged from him 
To Samor, back to him—in wonder now 
Of conquest o’er such mighty foe, now lost 
The wonder in their kindred Conqueror’s pride. 

Then said the Anglian^* Wherefore lead ye here ?• 

The sternness of Jiis questioning appall’d 

All save the Judge.—« What Briton,* he replied, 

» Witnesseth aught against the Anglian Chief?*— 
Thereat was proclamation, East and West 
And North and South: the silent winds came back 
With wings unloaded: so that noble mien 
Wrought conquest o’er man's darkest passions, hate, 
And doubt, and terror, so the Captive cast 
llis yoke on every soul, and harness’d it 
Unto his valiant spirit’s chariot wheels. 

Then spake the stately and tribunal’d Judge— 

■ Anglian Argantyr! Britain is not wont 
T inllict upon a foirand open foe 
Aught penal but defeat; her warfare bows 
Beneath lier feel but tramples not; her tlirone 
Hath borne the stormy brunt of thy assault, 

And dash'd it off, and thus she saith, ■ Return, 
Return tinto thy German woods, nor more, 

Once bafOed, vex our coasts with fruitless war. 

And thy return shall be to years remote 
Our bond and charter of security; 

A shudder and cold trembling at our name 
8^1 pass with thee, the land that ha/h spurn’d back 
A^antyr's march of victory, shall be known 
T ettfnai fr^om consecrate. Your ships 


Shall plough our seas, but turn their timorous prows 
Aloof, while on the deck the Sea King points 
To our white cliffs, and saith— The Anglian thence 
Retreated, shun tlie unconquerable shore.*^ 

» So nevermore shall my hot war-horse bathe 
In British waters, nor my falchion meet 
TItc hold resistance of a British steel, 

So wills the Conqueror, thus the Conquer'd 8Wears.» 

Thus spake Argantyr; sudden then and swift 
Loftier shot up his brow, prophetic hues 
Swam o'er his agitated features, words 
Came with a jush and instantaneous How.— 

« I tel! thee, Briton, that thy sons and mine 
Shall be two meeting and conflicting tides. 

Whose fierce relentless enmity shall lash 
This land into a whirlpool deep and wide, 

To swallow in its vast insatiate gulf 
Her peace and smooth felicity, till How 
Their waters reconciled in one broad bed, 

Briton and Anglian one in race and name. 

T is written in the ancient solemn Runes, 

'T is spoken by prophetic virgin lips. 

Avenger, thou and I our uai'thly wars 
Have ended, but my spirit yet shall hold 
Noble, inexorable strife with tliiiic. 

It shall heave off its barrow, burst its tomb, 

And to my sons discourse of glorious foes 

In this rich Island to be met: my shade 

Sliall cross tliem in their huntings, it shall walk 

The ocean paths, and on Uie winds, and seize 

Their prows, and fill their sails, and all its voice 

And all its secret inlluetices urge 

To the White Isle;* their slumliers shall not rest, 

Their quiet shall be weariness, till lull’d 
Upon the pillow of success repose 
The high, the long hereditary feud.* 

So saying, he the hark that lay prepared 
With sail unfurl’d, ascended. She went forth 
Momently with quick shadow the blue Thames 
Darkening, then leaving on its breast a light 
Like silver. The fix’d eyes of wondering men 
Track'd his departui'e, while with farewell gleam 
The bright Sun shone upon his brow, and seem’d 
A triumph in the motion of the stream; 

So loftily upon its long slow ebb 

It hiire tlmi bonour-ladcn bark.—Nor pause, 

Lo in the presence of the Judgment Court 
The second criminal; pride bad not pass'd 
Nor majesty from his boar brow; he stood 
With all except the terror of despair, 

Consciously in fatality’s strong bonds . 

Manacled, of the coming death assured, 

Vet fronting the black ^ture with a look 
Obdurate even to scomfulness. He seem’d 
As he heard nought, as though liis occupied ears 
Were pervious to no sound, since that dim voice 
Of her who speaking died, the silver hair'd, 

Tlie Prophetess, tliat never spake untrue: ^ 

As ever with a long unbroken How 
Her song was ranging through his brain, and struck 
Its deatli-knoll on his soul. Nor change had come 
Since that drear hour to eye or cheek; the craft, 

The wisdom that was wont to make him lord 

' Tbo WtiUh called U Inii Wen, the White l•lnIul. Speed, B. 5 . 
c. 2. Some derive Briieia from PrjdCnm—Beioi; and White. Ibid. 
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Over tlic shifting pageant of erents, 

Had given its trust up to o'er-ruling fate, 

And that stern Paramount, Necessity, 

Had seal’d him for her own. Amid tliem all 
lie tower'd, as when the summer thunderbolt 
'Mid a rich fleet some storm-accustom’d bark 
*llath stricken, round her the glad waters dance, 

Her sails are full, her strong prow fronts the waves; 
But works within the irrevocable doom, 

Wells up her secret liold th' inundant sm^c, 

And the heavy waters weigh her slowly down. 

For the arraignment made the Judge a sign, 

And the first witfless was a mighty cry, 

As't were the voice of the whole Isle, hills 
And plains and waters tlieir abhorrence spake; 
Hoarse harmony of imprecation seem'd 
To break the ashy sleep of ruin’d towns, 

And th’ untomb'd slumbers of far battle vales. 

As if the crowd about the Judgment Court 
Did only with articulate voice repeat 
What indistinct came down on every wind. 

Then all the near, the distant, sank away. 

Only a low and melancholy tone, 

Like a far music down a summer str&im 
Remain'd; upon tlie lull’d, nor panting air 
Fell that smooth snow of sound, till nearer now 
It sweli'd, as clearer water-falls are hesird 
When midnight grows more still. A funeral hymn, 
It pour’d the rapture of its sadness out, 

Even like a sparkling soporific wine. 

Rut now and then broke from its low long fall. 
Something of martial and majestic swell. 

That spake its mourning o’er no vulgar dead. 

Lo to the royal biiryiug-place, rhance borne 
F.vcn at this solemn time, or so ordain’d 
From their bright-scutcheon'd biers tlieir part lo bcai 
In this arraignment, came King Vortigern, 

And ill’honour'd ashes of Ills Son. But still 
And voiceless these cold witnesses past on, 

Unto the place of tombs. Along the Thames 
Far floated into silence the spent hymn: 

And one accusing sound arose from them, 

The heavy falling of tUeir earth to earth. 

One female mourner came behind the King, 

Half of her face the veil conceal’d, lier eyes 
Were visible, and though a deadly lia/c 
Film'd their sunk balls, she sent into the grave, 
Following the heavy and descending corpse, 

A look of sucli imploring loveliness, 

A glance so sad, so sclf-condcmuing, all 
(So softly, tremulously it appeal’d) 

Might wonder that the spirit came not back 
To animate for the utterance that she wish'd 
Those bloodless lips; forgiveness it was plain 
She sought, and one so beauteous to forgive. 

The dead might almost wake. And she sate down. 
Leaning iier check upon a broken stone 
(OdA a King's monument) as listening yet 
'fli' acceptance of her prayers: nor cloister’d Nun 
Hath ever since mourning her broken vows, 

And hit neglect for whom those vows she broke, 
Gome to the image of her Virgin Saint 
With such a faded cheek and contrite mien, 

As her who by those royal ashes sate. 

But lo, new witnesses: a matron train 
ln*flowing robes of grief came forth, the wives 


And mothers of |liosc nobles foully slain 
.At the Peace banquet, them the memory yet 
Seem’d liatinting of delicious days broke off. 

On liengist, even a captive, dared not they 
Look firmly, as their helpless loneliness 
Spake for them, they their solitary breasts 
Beat, wrung their destitute cold hands, and pass’d. 

Arose the mitred Germain, glanced his hand 
From that majestic criminal, where lay 
The ruins of God’s church, and so sate down. 

But Samor look’d upon the mourner train, 

As though he sought a face that was not there, 

That could not be, soft Emeric’s.—• 1 have none, 

I only none to witness of my wrongs.^— 

So said he, but be shook the softness off. 

On the tribunal rose severe, and stood 
Erect before the multitude. ■ Thou King, 

Anil ye, assembled Peitple of the Isle, 

If that I speak your sentence right, give in 
Your sanction of Amen. Here stands the man, 

Who two long years laid waste with fire and sword 
Your native cities and your altar shrines: 

Here stands the man, who by slow fraud and guile 
Discrown'd your sUtely Monarch, Vortigern; 

Here stands the man, bath water’d with your blood 
The red and sickening herbage of your land: 

Here stinils the man, that to yoiir peaceful feast 
Brought Murthcr, that grim seneschal, and drugg’d 
With your most noble blood yotu* friendly cups.* 

And at each charge came in the deep Amen, 

Even like the sounds men hear on stormy nights, 
When many thuudet^ are abroad. Nought moved 
Stood liengist, if emotion o'er him pass’d, 

’T was likest an elate contemptuous joy 
And glorying in those lofty worded crimes. 

Then, * S.ixoa Hengist, as thy sword hath made 

Our children fatherless, so fatherless 

Must be thy children !■ * And Amen knoll'd back, 

As a plague>visited Metropolis 

Mourning the wide and general funeral, tolls 

From all her towers and spires the bell of death. 

« Thy children fatherless I not so^-not 80 «-» 

Bose with a sliriek that Woman by the grave, 

And she sprang forth, as from beneatli the earth, 

As a partaker of, no mourner near 
That kingly coffin. Veil fell off, and band 
Started, through her bright tresses her pale face 
Glitter’d, like purest ivory chased in gold. 

Between the Griminai and Judge her stand 
Rowena took; him as she saw and knew 
Flush’d a sick rapture o’er her face and neck, 

A fading rose-hue, like eve’s parting light 

On a snow bank; but from lier marble brow 

She the bright-clustering hair wiped back, and thus: 

* Samor, the last time thou this brow heheld’st 
The moonlight was upon it, since that hour 
The water hath flow’d o'er it, holy sign 
Hath there been left by Christian hand, and I 
Thy creed have learnt, and one word breathes it all, 
Mercy,*—• But Justice is God’s attribute, 

Lady, as well as mercy, Han on earth 
Must be Vicegerent of both stem and mild, 

Lest over-imping Evil set its foot 

' Th« wonii DMd to Aga^ were applied on this oecaiibo, accordiog 
to the Welib tmdltlon. Kobert’e Translatioo of the Brel of Tyilllo. 
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Upon the prostrate world. The doon%s said, 

The doom must bc.»—• Ha! Man widi heart of clay, 
To answer with that cold and stcad^t mien; 

Oh, I 11 go back and sue the dead agaia, 
f here s more forgiveness in the cold deaf corpse 
Than the warm keen-ear’d living. From that vault 
1 fell sweet reconcilement stealing up, 

That turn’d my tears to honey dew, here all. 

All sullen and relentless on me glares. 

I ask not for myself, not for myself, 

The ice of death is round my heart, there long 
I ve fell the slow consuming prey, I feel 
The trembling ebb of iiiy departing life. 

Thai hoary head, thongli granted to my prayers, 

Shall never rest upon my failing knee, 

The father that ye give me back (I feel 

Ye give him, thou that bear'st the Avenger's name, 

I know thee hy a milder character), 

That father cannot long be mine; his hands 
May lay me in the grave, fiis eyes may weej), 

For they can weep, although ye tliink it notj 
Those hands yc deem for ever blood-cmbrucd, 

I Ve felt them fondling with my golden hair, 

\\ hen Wfith gay childish fool 1 danced to meet 
His fur-resoumling horn. That Iiorn shall sound, 

But on iny deaf and earth-closed ears no more, 

No more.u^ultowcna, when a Nation speaks, 

The irrevocable sentence cannot change.'i 

Then up her fair roun<l arm she raised, and wrapt 
Like a rich mantle round her; her old pride 
As the poetic Juno in the clouds 
Walking iu lier majestic ire, while slow 
Before her ih’ a/.urc-hrcasted peacocks draw 
Her chdriot.~M TcU me, thou that sitt’st elate, 

And ye, who call yourself this British realm. 

By what new right yc judge a German King? 

Where are your charters, where your scrolls of law 
Whose bright and blazon’d titles give yc power 
To pass a doom on crowned head? Down, down, 

Ye bold Usurpers of the .Tndgmenl seat, 

Insolent doomers of a sacred life, 

Beyond your sphere to touch, your grasp to seize.w 
• Lady, we judge by the adamantine law, 

That lives within the eternal soul of man, 

TJiat God-unacted charter, . Blood for blood. ■ 


Exhausted she sank down upon her knees, 

Her knees that fainted under hcr.^a Yc can, 

Ye will not show unto a woman's eyes 
That bloody consummation, not to mine. 

Oh, thou that speakest in that brazen tone 
Implacable, the last time thou and 1 
Discoursed, thy voice was broken, tender, soft, 
Rememberst thou ? *t was then as it had caught 
The trembling of the moonlight, that lay round 
With rapturous disquiet bathing us. 

Remember’st tliouTn —m Almost the Judgment sword 
Fell from the Avenger's failing hand, but firm 
He grasp'd it, and with eyes to heaven* upturn’d, 

• Oh, duty, duty, why art thou so 8tcm?n 
Then, Lady, lo, the headsman with his steel; 

To that dark Priest't is given to sacrifice 
The victim of to-day—depart! depart! 

Colours may flow too deep for woman’s sight, 

And sounds may burst too drear for woman’s car.* 
Stately as lily on a sunshine bank, 

Shaken from its curl’d leases the o'erehargingdew, 
Freshens and strengthens its bow’d stem, so while 
So briglitening to a pale cold pride, a faint 
And trembling majesty, llowcna sate. 

On HengUt's dropping lip and knitted brow 
Was mockery at her fate-opposing prayer, 

And that was all. But she—« Proud-hearted Men, 
Ye vainly deem your privilege, your right. 
Prerogative of your high-minded race, 

The glory of endurance, and the stale 
Of strong resolving fortitude. Here I, 

A woindu born to mult and faint and fail, 

A frail, a delicate, dying woman, sit 
I To shame ye.* She endured the flashing stroke 
Of ih‘ axe alhw'drt her eyesight, and Uic blood 
TJiat sprung around her she endured: still kept 
TJie lily its unbroken stateliness, 

And its pellucid beauty sparkled, still, 

But all its odours were exhaled—the breath 
Of life, the tremulous motion was at rest; 

A flower of marble on a temple wall, 

’T was fair but livetl not, glitter’d but was cold. 

While from the headlcs.s corpse t’ its great account 
Went fiercely forth the Pagan’s haughty soul. 


A DRAMATIC POEM. 


INTRODUCTION. 


I Thk subject of the following Drama had long appeared 
to me peculiarly adapted to the purposes of Poetry. I 
had, some time ago, imagined asketch, in a great degree 
similar to that which I have now filled up. The course 
of profissional Study, which led me to the early Annals 
of our Church, recalled it to my remembrance, and, as 
■ It were, forced it on my attention. In the outline of tlic 
Hot, and the development of the characters, especially 
iKal of Anne Boleyo, I have endeavoured to preserve 


historical truth: where History is silent, I havegiren 
free scope to poetic licence, and introduced a character 
entirely imaginary, fo endeavouring to embody that 
awfu spirit of fanaticism—the more awful, because 
strictly coDscicntious-which was arrayed against our 
early Reforincrs, I hope to be considered as writing of 
those tunes alone. The representation of tlie manner in 
which bigotry hardens into intolerance, intolerance into 
cruelty and amnfriBgement on the great eternal prin¬ 
ciples of morality, can never be an unprofitable lesson, 
^e Annals of all Nations, in which Reformation was 
begun or completed; those of the League in France, of 


I 


ANNK imLEYN. 


the Low Countries and Spain, as well as of Knj'land, 
will fully hear me out in the picture which I have 
drawn; but I have no hesitation in assertiu^f that even 
in those limes the wise and {'nod among the homan 
Catholics reproh.ile<l, as strongly as ourselves, the san¬ 
guinary and unprincipled means by which the 1‘ower 
’of the Papacy was maintained. I should observe, that 
I have, I trust with no unpardonable anachronism, 
anticipated the perfect organization of that Society, 
fiom which, as Uohertson has witli justice stated, 
■ mankind have derived more advantages, and received 
greater injurie.s, than from any other of the religions 
frateriiitics.* Though its Founder had already made 
many proselytes, the Society was not rormally incoi- 
poruled till about five years after the dcatli of Anne 
Boleyn. 

It may appear almost siiperniioiis to add, that tlic 
manner in wliich the Poem is writuni, as well as the 
religious nature of the interest, must for ever preclude 
it from public representation. 

Tlio Author of a Tragedy, recently piiblishctl under 
the Siimc name, having pointed out some coineidouccs 
of espiession between his Drania and mine, 1 heg to 
state, most explicitly, that previous to the publication 
of Anne Ihileyn, 1 bad never seen, either in HIS. or pi ml, 
any coteinporary Poem on the .same subject. 

CHARACTERS. 

hi:n. 

King Ulnsy VIII. 

Ancnoisaoe Cuanmick. 

Si'EPiikN CAHDiNsr,, Hishop of iVinchr.stcr. 

I.oan Uu(,iiPnRn, Brother of (^ueen June. 

Durr 0^ Norfolk. 

Sir IIrnry Nuhkkvs, 

StH Francis Wesion, Altcndanfi on Queen Anne. 
Sin Wiia.iAM RKKRkroN, 

Sir WiLi.nsi Kingston, Litmtennnt of the Towrr. 
Vngelo Car vffa, a follower of hjnatius Loyola. 

Mark Smkaton. 

WOMKN. 

OllIiFN AnNP. 

CouN 1 bss of IlociiFonn. 

CoiiNiFss q/WiLTSiiinE, MoVier of Queen Anne. 
Magdalrnk Smeaton. 

ANNE liOLEYN. 

SGKXE. 

A small Garden near JVestminster 
^ Mirk Smeaton, MagdalekrSmeaton 

* MAGDALENE. 

Oil Welcome, welcome—though 1 scarcely lioped 
That he who long hath dwelt in foreign climes, 

An»l now conics wearing the proud garb of Courts, 
Would waste the precious treasure of a thought 
On poor forgotten sister Magdalene. 

MARK. 

htsll the same humble tender Magdalene, 


Who deems, thal^one can rote her modest worth 
More high than her retiring self. Sweet sister 
I would not wound thy heaven-devoted cars * 

With the unwonted sounds of worldly (latleiv 
Hut in far distant climes, 'mid strangers' f^icu’s 
That night was sweetest when T dreaiuM of thee, • 

Our native garden here, our little world | 

Of common joys and sorrows. 

MAGDALENE. 

Dearest Mark, 

The heart deems truth whate’er it wishes true. 

And wilt thou now and then steal hither to me, 

When thou ’rt not call’d for at the Court? wilt bring I 
Tliy music, such ns in the royal ChH)>cl 
Thou ’rt wont to sing? ttnde though mine ear, it loves 
Thy music, hrothcr. j 

MARK. I 

Dearest, yes, I ’ll bring 

All these, and hymns forhulden tlierc; there’s one 
Was taught me by a simple lislier-boy, 

That sail’d the azure tide of that bright liny 1 

'I'hat laves the w.ills of Naples : ns he sung— I 

What time the midnight waves were slarr’d with harks, : 
K.irh W’ith its single glow’-worm lairip, that tipt , 

The waters round with rippling lines of light— ' 

You would have thought licavcn's queen had strewM • 
around j 

Silence, like that among the stars, when pause i 

The Angels in ccst.ilic adoration. 

MAOU^LkNE. : 

Speak on, speak on!—Were it a stranger’s voice i 

That thus discoursed, 1 could lose days in listeiiing{ ; 
hut lUino- 

MARK. 

O! Magdalene, thou know’st not here 
In our chill, damp, <ind heavy atiiiuspherc, j 

The power, might, magic, mysteiy of sweet sounds! I 
Oh! on some rock to sit, the twilight winds i 

Breathing all odour by—at intervals I 

'J'o hear the hyinnings of some virgin choir, 

With pauses musical as music’s self, j 

Come .swelling up from deep and unseen distance: , 

Or under some vast dome, like Jle.ivnii's blue cope, i 
All full and living with the liquid deluge | 

Of harmony, till pdlars, walls, and aisles, ^ 

The altar p.tiniings and cold images, 

Catch life and motion, and the weight of feeling 
Lies like a load upon the breathless iiosoni! 

But speaking llms, hours will seem minutes, sister, 

And- i 

MAGDALENE. | 

'riiou wouldst say farewell. Yet ere we part { 

I long to speak one word—1 dare not say J 

Of counsel—but the love, whose only study 
Is one heart's book, gains deeper knowledge, Mark, 

Of Its dark leaves, than schools can teach, or man 
Learn from his fellow men. 

MARK. 

Sage roonitress! 

MAGDALENE. 

Oh! Mark, Mark—in one cradle wore we laid, 

Our souls were bom together, bred togctlier; 

In all thy thoughts, emotions, my fond love 
Anticipated thine own consciousness; | 

1 felt them, ere thyself knew thine own feelings | 

And never yet impetuous wish was born ! 
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In tliat warm h«art, but, till fiilfilmcr| crown’d it, 
Thou wcrt its slaTC—>its boundcn, fetter'd slave. 

Oil I watch thyself, mistrust, fear—— 

MASK. 

What? 

MAGDALSIfl. 

Why nil thinfiS.— 
In that loose Court, they say, each hard obscrvuiice, 
Fast, penance, all the rites of holy (Mmr«.li, 

Are scofFd; the dainty limbs arc all too piDiid 
T endure the chastenin(f snckclnih. Sin is still 
Contagious: like herself are those that wait 
On tliat heretical and wicked 

MARX. 

The wicked Queen!—oh! sister, dearest sister, 

For the flrst time I’d see tliy pure clieck burn 
With penitent tears; go kneel, and ask Heaven’s panlon— 
Scourge tliy misjudging heart—the wicked Queen ! 
Heavoii's living miracle of all its graces! 

There’s not a hreulhind being in her presence 
But watches die least motion of .1 look, 

Th’ unutter’d intimation of desire. 

And lives upon the hope of doing service. 

That dune, is like the joy blest Angels feel 
In minist’ring to prayers of holiest S<iint8. 

Authority she wears as't were her birthright; 

And when our rooted knees would grow to earth 
In adoration, reassuring gaiety 
Makes the soul smile at its own fears. 

MAODALBNli. 

But, Mark, 

Believes she as the Church believes? 

MARK. 

I know not 

What she believes—1 see but what she does. 

Loose Court, and shameless Queen I —her audience 
Is of the wretched, destitute, forlorn : 

The usher to that Court is Beggary, 

And W’aut the chamberlain; her flatterers, those 
Whose eloquence is full and bursting hearts; 

Her parasites, wan troops of starving men 
Bound (he full furnish’d hoard—pale dowerless niatds— 
N’uns, like thyself, cast forth from their chaste cloisters 
To meet the biller usage nf the world; 

While holiest men are ever in her presence: 

\or can their lavish charity exhaust 
The treasures of her goodness. 

MAGDALSNS. 

, oh! Mark, Mark— 

My only joy 011 earth—that, if my soul 
E’er dreum'd of Heaven, wert evermore a part, 

Th’ intelligible part of its full bliss, 

Thou art not warp’d by pride of new opinion ? 

MARK. 

Is’t new ^ adore tlie mingled consummation 
: Of beauty, gentleness, and goodness? 

MAGDALENE. 

Cease! 

For this, for hearing this, 1 must do penance— 

Fast, weep, and pray; and, oh! beware, beware— 

Tlie holy Father comes, whose keen eye rends 
The inmost sonl; 1 've felt him pluck the thought, 

I dared not speak, from its dark sanctuary 
I’ the heart, and cast it down before mine eyes 
Till my wul shudder’d at its own corruption, 
lie sees us not—stand back—’t were ill t* intrude 


Upon his saintly privacy, whose soul 
Haply is prostrate at Our Lady’s feet. 

In our behalf, his poor unworthy flock. 

Half of his life, our lady Abbess says. 

Is spent in Heaven, while the pale body here 
Pines in the absence of its nobler guest. 

MARK. 


How, Angelo 1 

[ MAGDALENE. 

Peace, peace; seal lips and ears. 

[Tfiey retire. 

Angelo Caraffa. 

ANGELO CARAFFA. 

They cross'd me, an<l 1 needs must follow—to th’ Ablioy; 
T' insult tlieir fathers' graves; to mock the Saints 
That from the high empurpled windows glare 
On the proud worshippers, whose secret hearts 
Disdain their intci cession; scarce a lamp 
Burnt on the pr.iycrlchs shrines, and here and there 
Some wan s;ul vnt'ress, in Our Lady’s chapel, 

Listening in vain for the full anthem, (old 

Her heads, and shrunk from her own lonely voice. 

But wlu‘n 1 saw the Aich-heretic enrobed 
In the cope and pall of milred Canterbury, 

Lift the dread Host with mishelieving hands, 

And heard anotlicr's voice profane read out. 

In their own dissonant and harharous tongue, 

The living word of Cod, the choking wrath 
Convulsed my throat, and hurrying forth 1 sought 
A secret and uiiechoing ])Ucr, f unload 
My burthen'd lieart! 

’T was the nrst time—the last 
That holy Indignation hath n’erleap'd 
; Wisilorii’s strong hairicrs—the ill-govern’d features 
Play'd traitor to the close>wrapt heart. 

But lliou 

That art a part of God’s dread majesty, 

In whose dusk rohe his own disastrous purposes 
Til’ Almighty veils, twin-horn with Desliuy, 

Inuxorahle Secrecy! come, cowl 

This soul in deep iinpeivinus hl.ickness !—Grant 

I may deny myself the pride and fame 

Of bringing back this loose apostate land 

To the true Faith. Be all mine agency 

Secret as are the springs of living fire 

In the world's centre; bury deep my name, 

That niorul eye ne’er read it, till cmhlaeed 
Amid the roll of Clirist’s great Saints and Martyrs 
It shake away the oblivious gloom of ages. 

Angelo, Hark, Magdalene. 

ANGELO. 

Ye may approach—the youth, or I mistake, 

Of whom Saavedra wrote, whose dulcet voice 
And skilful handling thu sweet lute were famed 
Through Italy—most fair report, young man, 

Hath been thy harbinger. 

MARX. 

Good reverend fatlier, 

That men so wise, whose words are treasured counsels 
To mightiest Kings, should deign to note a name 
Like mine, moves wonder. 

ANGELO. 

Youth, thou liast a soul, 

For which thy spiritual guide must answer, 





ANNE BOLEYN. 


I p 

I As for a Monarch’s; in her care, the Church 
Tiiat (guards the loftiest, ne’er o’erlooks the maincst. 
Thoii ’rt new about tlte Court, and our goml (Jueun, 
'With gracious af^bility, will sit 
Listening to tliy sweet languuged lute; tliou ’rt there 
In high esteem. 

MARK. 

Her Highness hath been pleased 
To hear me more than once; but word of praise 
From her had been a treasure, that my memory 
Had laid in store, for iny whole life to brood on. 

ANGELO (ftsidc). 

So warm!-1 Iwil forgot thy stalion, yoiiili; 

But with the great we rank fji less by birth 
Thau ehtimution; and the power of ministering 
To their delight becomes nobility. 

MARK. 

What?—sa^ your wisdom so? 

ANGRt-O. 

(tood youth, 1 charge tlicc, 
Cherish that modesty that well becomes Ihcc; 

Rut yet if Fame belie thee not, thy powers 
May luiid high-scoped Ailvancement to ihy service— 
Thou rnayst compete ere long witit—which affects 
Her Mtijesty most of her servants? 


MARK. 


Kach 


Partakes alike of that all-winning east;— 

Not the proud condescension, wliioh di$«1aiiis 
Moht manifestly when it stoops the lowest— 
All are her slaves, seeming almost her crpiuls; 
She's loved— 


AN(lRI.O. 


Fnoiigh !—Report s{>eaks honniconsly 
Of Henry Norreys’ lie and Williuni Breretoii 
And Francis Weston, arc about her still— 


MARK. 


Not one, 1 do believe, would doeru his life 
III bartci’d for licr i>ervicc— 


ANGELO. 

And l^rd Uochford, 

Her noble broibcr—as a Poet, youtJi, 

His art is kindred to thine owu, its rival 
In making the mute air wc breathe an element 
Of purest intelleciiial joy—the Oueen 
To her close privacy admits. 

MARK. 

I’ve beard 

She takes delight beyond all w'ords to hear 
Our harsher Knglish longue, hy his smooth skill. 

And noble Surrey’s, and Icarn’d Wyatt’s, flow 
Melodious, as the lioiiey-lipp'd Italian. 

ANGELO. 

*r is well. Thy orphan'd youth, I learn, Mark Smeaton, 
Wants that imperious curb Heaven delegates 
To parents' bands; mine order, rank, and station 
OivQMo my councils tli’ impress of command: 

Pcharge tlice then, by thine own soul—beware— 
Should golden honours, as belike they may, 

Shower on thee, wear them still with humbleness. 

Serve that bewitching but too easy ^)ucen 
Assiduously, but still honourably. 

Aspire not, by whatever voice thou 'rt summon'd, 

To perilous distinction; youth, again 
1 say, lake heed—one single d.iy omit not, 


On forfeiture of^y paternal care, 

To pour diy fulreonfessing soul befura me. 

MARK. 

What can your Wisdom mean? 

MAGDALENE. 

He means, dear brother. 
To merit his poor servants' prayers for this— 

Prayers tliat sli.ill mount before the curliest Urk, 
Earlh’s first thanksgiving voice, t’ indulgent Heaven. 
Withdraw, withdraw, lie heeds no more—away. 

[ExetiHl. 

ANGELO. 

That w.'irning was a master-stroke: it brings 
The impossible within the Si'ope of thought; 

We do forbid but what may come to pass; 

And be will brood on it, because forbidden, 

Till bis whole soul is m.idncs5. All the rest 
Are full of their proud honour, and disdain 
To torture with vain villuiious inisconsiruction 
Each iiiuorent plinisc to looseuess. Cui'sed woman I 
'Gainst whom rcmorselc8snc.ss is loftiest duly, 

And merry sin bcyonil Heaven's grace—tliiuksl thou 
To be a (Jueeii, and dare to be a woman! 

Pl.iy fool upon thy di/zy precipice, 

Nor smile, tior word, nor look, nor thought but’s noted 

in our d.irk registers; each playful jest 

l» rliioniclcil, and wc are rich in all 

That’s ocular proof aiul circumstance of guilt 

To jealousy's distemper'd e.ir. 

And thou, 

Priiiul King * ihcChurcli's head!—each lustful thought, 
R,ieh murtlierous deed, is a new link of the eliain 
By \ibirh our slaves are tranimell'd: we ’ll let slip 
Thy own fierce passions, ruthless as the dogs 
Of war, to prey on tliy obdurate heart; 

And they sli.a!! drug thee down, base, suppliant, 
Beneath our feet—or drive thee maddening on, 

A hideous monster of all guilt, to fright 
The world from its apostasy, and brand 
The llcretic cause with tby eternal shame. 

^fhitehalL 

OuEBN Anne, Atiendants, Aer Almoner. 

ALMONER. 

So please your M:ijesty, your pensioners 
Flock in such hungry .and still gathering troops, 

The table's full. 

QUEEN. 

Then, Sir, spread more; the (^luecii 

Gommnnds it. 

ALMONER. 

But the cost, your Grace I 
QUEEN. 

Weigh that 

When thou dost serve ourself, not our poor neighbours. 
Why sale I down but yesterday, 'mid pomps 
And luxuries that might have fed a village? 

(^o coin those wines, barter for homelier cates 
Those candied superfluities. 

ALMONER. 

It Stands not 

With the King's honour thus to mulct and limit 
Your Highness' state. 

« QUEEN. 

Still less, Sir, to contract 
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And wcijjli Mfitli base fruRality the nlws 
H» Grace bestows through me, his hinnblc agent. 

The nounty of ihc King, Heaven’s delegate, 

Should be as lipaven’s' die Sun, that through the grate 
Of some barr'd dungeon lights the pallid cheek 
Of the poor prisoner, is a gracious gift; 

But that which urgiips the great God of Nature 
Is the rich prodigality of light, 

That kindles the wide universal sky 
And gladdens worlds. Rut to descend to (ruths 
Of homelier prudence. ’T is not well to feast 
A laty herd of sleek iinlabouiing drones. 

Most true, Sir; but his Majesty hath pK'ased 
To take some certain Convents and rich Ahhe^s 
Into his royal handi; they, that were bred 
To sun themselves in careless indolence. 

Are cast abroad to buffet die hard world 

For bare suh.sistcnce; even the once mitred Lords 

Of manors, benefices, lands, and palaces, 

111 liushanding their limited maintenance. 

Am hi ought to beggary and painful want: 

Therefore our hounly must outrun awhile 
Our better wisdom. 

AMMoarn. 

I obey your fligbiiess. 

QVtEN. 

And have our best tliariks For your prudent caution 
As for your prompt coinpUance.— 

(iracious Heaven' 

I iliotight a throne would give the power of blessing 
lllimitiblc—to speak, were to make glad 
I All heailB. Alas! the higher we aspire, 

The wider spreads hcneaih ns the daik scene 
Of human wn'trhedncss, which even to lighten 
Wants not Heaven’s goodness only, hntUeaven's wisdom, 
While easy inischicf waits on meanest minds. 

The idiot with a wanton brand may fin; 

Tir imperial eily, a base beggar’s brood 
Infect a paradise with pestilence. 

While decp'laid schemes of princeliest goodness end 
In wider ciil, and thrice hc.ivicr ruin. 

Ye smile to hear these solumn arguments 
Upon these l.iuglitcrduving lips. 

LADY Hociipono. 

Your Highness 

Is ever thus, or gladdening with your mirth 
Or teaching with your wisdom. 

QUEEN. 

Lady Bochford, 

Might I not add that thou art ever llatturing? 

A hnxhcr’s wife should too sincerely love 
To pamper a vain heart with praise. 

LADY nocuFosn {aside). 

Still shamcil 

And still rebuked—curse on her proud humility ! 

QUEEN. 

Enough of this—in truth the hoard that led 
To this grave reasoning forces oft a smile 
Even on Compassion's tearful face: the strange, 

Theanotley groups! the doubts, the awe, the fears, 

The pride of beggary! There are, who palcli. 

As lliough in honour of the royal feast, 

With scarlet and rich hues their loose*huiig tatters; 
And some will creep, as they were led to justice, 

Along the hall, and the next install pledge, 

Like jovial courtiers, (he Queen’s health. But those 


Of the olil religion move me most. They sti/al 
Reluctant with suspicions steps, eacli instant 
Crossing themselves, to exorcise, no doubt. 

The fiends beneath the board : each lime they touch 
Or ilish or llagon, they renew the charm. 

As though the viands flavour’d of rank heresy, 

AikI' t were a deadly sin to tistc (he dole 
Of wicked Gospeller, hast noon came in 
Two maids, whose tatter'd veils but ill conceal’d 
'I heir wan .ind famine-sunken cheeks, not worn 
With holy fast, hut hitter withering want; 

Desperate they ate, ns conscious of their sin; 

Anon a paltering sound of beads I litiiird, 

A voice half breathless muttering broken Aves; 

Lo, the goo<l lady ALhess, come to save 
Her soiil-en<Iaiigi‘r’d cli.uge; but, s.id to (ell, 

Tlic tempting fumes o'erpuwer’d her holy rigour, 
And the grave mother to the llcsh-pots fell. 

AI'TKNDANT. 

Madam, the Countess Wilishin*. 


Lady WiLrsniav. 


LAOY wiLTsninE. 

Dearest Anne! 

My child I —Your Highness’ pardon; my old lips 
Will never lisirn ih’ unwonted reverence; 

Still chugs the old familiar fondness round me. 

QUEEN. 

Dear mother, have I ceased to be your child 
Being :i Queen? for your attcudaDot*, Ladies, 

We thank you, aud ore long may task your service; 

But uow—in iriuh 1 pl.iv (hcQiK.'cn hut ill 
Beside the cradle of my ehitd—and thus 
Within niy mother’s arms- 

[Y/te Ladies retire. 


LAOY vviU'sninE. 

OIri who had thought 

Our little playful Anne, nil niiriii and frolic, 

The veriest ni.idcap that ere made a mother 
Tremble, rejoice, and smile, and weep at once, 

Sliotild sit on Kiigland's throne? Nay, if thou bribe not 
My garrulous age, I may betray str.inge Lilu.s 
Not all hcsceniing the high sceptred state 
Of the Queen's majesty. 

QUEEN. 

I much mistrust yon— 


In truth I do. 


LADY WILTSIlinS. 

Well, Heaven be pr.iised for all, 
Chiefly that 1 and thy good Father, Anno, 
llav(‘ lived with our own e>yes to witness it. 

And now, come when it will, thou ‘It have me buried 
In royal state; my funeral pomp shall have 
Sceptres and royiil scutcheons in its train : 

J 'll not endure that my base epitaph 

Write me plain wife of good Sir Thomas Boleyn; 

I ’ll be emblazed in characters ul gold, 

The mother of Queen Anne. . 


QUEEN. • 

Ay, in good time, 

Some twenty years or more wc 'll think of this. 

But, by my faith, best mother, there’s no joy 
Of all that wait like chain'd and harness’d slaves 
.\round the thrones of kings—llie pomp, the splendour, 
t Thu hearty voice of popular acclaim, 

I The grave esteem of godly men, the power 


I 

I 

1 

1 

I 

If 
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Boundless of succouriof' the distn^s'd, the grace 
And favour of a royal llusliand, worthiest, 

Were he a pcas^int, of our fondest dotage ; 

The consciousness of being a humble means 
To build anew ChrUl’s desolated Church— 

Tlicre ’s nought more full, sincere, and rapturous— 
nought— 

Tlian thus replying all the pains, tlic prayers 
Of her that liore lue, nursed me, train’d me up 
To this high doom, making mu like herself. 

Alother, all other joys make my check smile; 

Hut Ihy nffeotionatc and hiumelcss pride 
Makes gladness speak her truer language—tears: 

And here comes one will not rebuke our weeping, 

My noble Uorhford. 

Loau Rociiford. 

ROCIIFOKD. 

Does your Diglincss pardon 

Tliis bold intrusion ? 

Ot’EEir. 

I will pardon all 

Rut this cold courteous ceremony: 

I would not, Rrothcr, for rny throne, forego 
My station in thy heart. Wert thou a stranger, 

Thy letter'd fame had given thee entrance here. 

'T is such as thou adorn a eourt, less honour'd 
Th.in honouring; for you Poi;U hold a court 
Which whoso visits not hath lost all title 
To that nobility which lives for ages, 

Where Kings are proiul to enter. There's no clime 
Nor age not even the Heaven of Heavens, but sends, 
Sutiimon'd by your plumed beiald Fantaisie, 

Its etnb.issage of noblest images 
To do you sutvi('c; and ye cntcitain them 
Right royally, do make them move to music 
That they forgot the sounds of their own spheres. 

HOCHFORD. 

Your Highness! 

QUFBN. 

Nay, your Sister! 

RUeSFORn. 


Sweet rebuke: 

Dear Sister, I 'vc been toiling in your service, 

Or nitbur turning toil to sweet dcliglit; 

I 'vc been enriching tny rude verse with thoughts 

I stole from thee in that religious converse 

We held some days ago, when we discuss'd 

Thu vain idolatries of Rome, adoring 

With disproportionate and erring reverence 

The Holy Virgin. 1 'vc a Iiymn, methinks 

Will not offend.—Will't please yoiir Highness hear it? 

QULEN. 

Most willingly, it suits the hour—for eve, 

That steals so softly on the quiet world, 

Seems made for solemn music, even ns nature 
Breathed silence over all in eartli and Heaven, 

Vodhl alone with grateful man's thanksgiving. 

ROenFORD. 

Here—call Mark Smeoton, bid him bring bis lute. 

The above, SMsaroM. 

ROCHFORO. 

Now, boy, that tune I told thee of within; 

And look thou touch it masterly : her Grace 
Hath that nice car that vibrates to the touch 


Of harmony, so t|umbHngly alive 

The slightest discord jars on it like aiiguidh. 

Not with tliat shaking hand— 

Look, the Queen smiles* 
Right, boy, tliou own'st that inspiration. 

The Protestant's Hymn to the Firgin, 

I. 

Oh! Virgin Mother ! not with choral hymn 
Around the himp-dcck'd altar high and dim. 

Where silver bells arc faintly ringing, 

And odorous censers lightly swinging; 

Till blazing forth above, beneath, nroiind. 

Rolls the full oripin’s never-ceasing sound; 

Not with the costly gift of gold and gem, 

Where thy unshi incd image stands. 

Loveliest, tliotigh framed by daring human hands, 
And halo'd with thy siiu-like diadem: 

Not with the deep devotion of the heart, 

Glosc folded arms across tlie heaving breast, 

And words that find no breath, uud sighs siipprcst— 
Maty, we si‘ek not time 
With siqipliant agony 
Of burning teats, tliat all unbidden start; 

To nioitnl name our Jealous souls deny 
The incommunicable meed of Deity. 

And thou, where’er thy everlasting seal— 

If ever Immari prayer, with noise unmeet, 

Up to tliy radiint throne on high, 

Ascend through the reluctant sky ; 

Or earthly music its fond notes intrude 
Upon the silence of beatitude : 

Lowliest as loveliest among mortal maids! 

With all the grief that may abate 

The changeless bliss of thy empyreal state, 

Ever thy sad dejected look iiphraiiU 
The misdirected homage, vain and blind; 

Aside tlum turnest thy offended ears 

Wliere one Hosanna (ills ih’ aeclaiming spheres; 

Oh ! conscious child of Eve, 

Mary, thy soul doth grieve 
! At godhead's s.icrcil rile to ihec .issign’d; 

I Mourning the rash unholy injury done 
I To die vedceuiiiig name of thy Almighty Son ! 

3. 

Yet ne’er Incarnate Godhead might icside. 

Save where his conscious presence glorified; 

Thi*e, thcrcfoic, lovelier far we deem 
Than eye may see nr soul may dream. 
Unchanged—unwdslcd by the pains of earth, 

Thou didst bring forth the fair immortal birth ; 

And Hope and Faith, and deep maternal Joy, 

And Love, and not unholy Pride, 

With soft nncvancHcent glory dyed 
Thy checks, while gazing on the peerless boy; 

And surer tiian proplietle consciousness, 

That lie was born all human-kind to bless! 

The musical and peopled air was dim, 

M.iry, where’er Ihy haunt, 

With angels visitant, 

Nor always did the viewless Seraphim 
Stand with their plumed glories unronfest, 

To sec the Eternal Child while cradled on thy l»rc.'isi. 


( 
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AnJ whatf tliougli in the winter^ bleiuL and wild, 

Thou didsit bring forth the unregarded rhild, 

The summon'd star made liaste to shine 
Upon that new-born face divine, 

And the low dwelling of the stabivtl beast 
Shone with the homage of ihe gorgeous East. 

Though driven far off lo Nilus’ rmly shore, 

As thou didst slake thy burning feet, 

Where o'er the desert fount the arcliing pahn-lrees 
meet: 

Still its soft pillow'd charge (liy )>osom bore ; 

And thou didst watch in rupture his sweet sleeps 
Or ga/e, while sportive he tliy locks carcst, 

Or drank the living fountain of thy breast, 

Yet, Mary, o'er thy soul 
A silent sadness stole, 

Nor could thy swelling eyes refuse to weep, 

For Rachel, desolate, in agony, 

And Uelhlehem’s mothers childless all but thee. 


Nor fail’d thy watchful spirit to behold 
The secret inhnrii Dciiy unfold : 

Nor e'er without a painless awe, 

Thu woiiderons youth ihu iriotliur saw'; 

For in the Baptist’s playful love appear'd 
The homage of a heart that almost fear'd. 

And though in meek subjection still lie dwelt 
Rciicalh thy hushaud's lowly home, 

Oft from his lips would words mysterious come; 
Thu soul untaught the present Saviour felt. 

As more than prophet raptures o’er him broke, 

And fuller still (he inspiration pour’d, 

ILilf-bow’d to earth unconscious knees adored. 
Mary, before thy sight, 

The wonder-working might, 

Prerogative of highest Godhead woke; 

Uiifenrful yet!—when instant at his sign. 

The water vessels blush’d with generous wine. 

(i. 

Rlest o’er all women; did thy heart repress, 

Humble as chaste, each thought of loftiness, 

When wonder after wonder burst 
Around the child thy bosom nurst;— 

The dumb began to sing, the lame to leap; 

Ills iiowct footsteps trod the unyielding deep; 

Still at his word dise.asc and anguish ceased, 

And healthful blood began to flow, 

Ruddy, beneath the leper’s skin of snow; 

And shuddering fiends the tortured soul released; 
And fioin the grave arose the summon’d dead? 

Yet, ah! did ne'er thy mother’s heart repine. 

When lie set forth upon his dread design? 

Mary, did ne’er thy love 
Ilis piteous fate reprove, 

When on the rock reposed his houseless head? 
Seem’d it not strange to thy officious zeal— 

} All pains, all sorrows, save Ins own, to heal 7 

t 

I 

! 

I Yet, oh 1 how awful, Desolate! to thee, 

; Thus to have shriued the living Deity! 
j When underneath the loaded Rood, 

I Forlorn the ehildless mother stood: 


Then when that voice, whose first articulate breath 
Thrill'd her enraptured car, had now in death 
Bequeath’d her to his care whom best he lovcil; 

When the cold death-dew bathed his brow, 

And faint the drooping head began to bow, 

Wm thou not, saddest, ton severely proved? 

As in thy sight each rigid limb grew cold. 

And the lip wliiteu’d with the burning thirst. 

And the last cry of n’erwroughc anguish hurst, 

Where then the Shiloh’s crown, 

Mary, the Christ’s renown, 

By Prophets and Angelic liarps foretold? 

Was .strength to thy undoubting spirit given ? 

Or did not human love o’erpuwer thy trust in Heaven 7 

8 . 

' Rut when Death’s conqueror from the tomb reiiirn’il, 
Was tliine tJic lienri that at his voire ne’er burn'd’ 
Follow’d him not thy constant sight, 

Slow melting in Heaven's purest white. 

To take Ids .inciont endless seat on high, 

On the light band of Parent Deity? 

And wlien thine earthly pilgrimage was ended. 

We deem not, lint that circled runiid, 

With I itigiiigharpsof Heaven’s most glorious sound, 
Thyspint, redeem'd tlirough ihy Sun’s blood, aseended: 
Tbere evermore in lowliest loftiness, 

Meek iliou adinirest, how that living God, 

That fills the Heavens and Earth, in tliec abode* 

Mary, we yield to (hue 
All but idolatry; 

Wc ga/e, admire, and wonder—love and bless. 

Pure, blameless, holy, every praise be tliiue, 

Alt honour save thy Son’s, all glory but divine. 


SCENE. 

’llic Palace of the Bhhop ofWvtchester. 

ANGELO. 

More blood! more blood '—throe noble brethren more, 
From the Carthusian’s decimated bouKe(i), 

Doom’d to the block—ay, pour it forth like water! 
Make your Thames red, till your proud galleys plough 
Their way, and leave a sanguine wake behind them: 
Set wide the gates of Hell, and sunimou thence 
Murder, enthroned on your high judgment-scat; 

Arm her dark sister. Iawles.s Massacre, 

With the dread axe of public FiXecution; 

Can Hell, or Earth’s confederate Kings prevail 
’Gainst the true Church ?—But, oil! ye martyr'd souls! 
Spirits, with whose saintly blood their robes are wet— 
Oh ! all-accomplisli'd More, and sainted Fisher, 
Rejoice ye not that with your death yc rouse 
The fire-wlng'd ministers of Heaven’s just wrath. 

That welcoming your souls to tli’ abode of liliss, 

SUnd with spread wings, and ready girt for vengeance! 

But ye, the pulpit Captains of the ScliUni, 

Worse than the worst—soul murderers, Uell’sAposttes— 
Ye would pour oil into the Church’s wounds ' 

That your own parricide hands have rent, and tliiuk 
They will not plead against yon.—Oh! ye blind 
To earthly w’isdom as Heaven’s light, that dare not 
Greatly to sin, or, politicly severe. 

Crush where yc conquer—yc will stand aloof 
From the lilack scaffold, preach, protest, forswear 
All deeds of blood; yet your infected cause • 
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Sliull smell of it to latest {fenerations! 

Oh fools! to plunge in internecine strife^ 

Yet pause, an»l fear to slay:—deserving none, 

And by Heaven's throne receiving none, to dream 
Of showing mercy; either way ye perish, 

Or shed the martyrs’ blood, whose dying voices 
Arm Karth, Hull, Heaven, ’gainst your ungodly cause; 
Alvitain, the uncheck’d recoil of our fierce vengeance 
Shall sweep you to the appointed pit of Hell 1 

Angklo, Gabdinkb. 

AN6BLO. 

My Lord of Winchester, thou hast received 
Our full credentials from St Peter’s chair? 

GABDINBB. 

Brother in Christ, thou know'st this land rejects 
Home's Bishop and his tyrannous usurpation. 

ANGELO. 

That Stephen Gardiner owns no power in Borne 
I know, nor yet in England. What cares he 
For King or Pontiff, so he may maintain 
The proud supremacy of Stephen Gardiner. 

A second, hut ;i greater Wolsey, thou, 

With thine unbounded soul, wouhlst rule.o'er all— 
Church, State, the world- 

GARIUNBR. 

Italian, thou ’rt too bold- 

ANGELO. 

Too true, good Islander! but tbink not, (iardiner, 

1 or lament or deprecate tliy greatness. 

What qualities that make man lit to rule 
Meet not in Winchester’s capacious soul? 

The statcsmnirs laqfo and comprehenbive mind ; 

The politician's keen prophetic eye; 

The scholar’s mastery o'er the realm of knowledge; 
Smooth manners, that with courtly art persuade; 

The eloquent pen, pregnant with thought profound; 
Ouickiiess to penetrate each dark design; 

Sagacity to wind the unwilling soul 
To Ills own purpose : wisest in the council; 

Deep read in books—in man's dark licart still deeper; 
Host knowing in all Europe’s courts. Blest F.iigland, 

If she but prize his worth; himself most blest, 

If but to his own interests blind, he err not 
Ou his ascendant patli- 

GABDINER. 

Your meaning, brother? 

ANGRLO. 

A CburchniaD, and abase the Church’s rule! 

To wrest the thunder from Ins awful grasp, 

Whose delegates arc we, as he is Heaven’s. 

And place it in the temporal tyrant’s hands, 

That hath no scope nor end but his own pride 
And carnal lust of sway! Rome covets power, 

But for her sons, with wholesome tyranny, 

To tliuir own weal, to govern kings and nations. 

Oil! traitor to lliy people, King, and God, 

As to thyself! to cast away the sceptre 

That sways man’s soul to his immortal vantage! 

Son of the Holy Church, 1 exorcise 

The liend of disobedience from thine heart; 

Dy all tboii lovest—pomp, majesty, dominion, 

By all thou batest—-th’ apostate cause and crew, 

Til’^11 powerful Cranmer!—ay, 1 see tiiy cheek 


Blanch, thy low njivering lip—by all iliou fear’st. 

By all thou hopest, thou ’rt ours, thou 'rt Rome’s, thou ’rt 
Heaven's! 


GARDINER. 

Good Father, walls have cars—the treacherous air 
With terrible delation, wanders round 
The thrones of Kings. 

ANGELO. 

Thou think’st not, 1 or Rome 
>Yould urge a rashness, which might wreck our cause: 
Would have thee east this wise disscinhling off, 

By which thou hast won the easy confidence 
Of foolish heretics: be supple still, 

And seeming true, thou 'rt wnriliicr of nnr trust. 

We know thy licart oiir own, and lend awhile 
Thy tongue, thy pen, to the proud King, t' abase him 
To a more abject slave of thee and Rome. 

Now bear me, Prelate, glut thine ear witli tidings, 

For there are dark and deep'delved plots, that ’scape 
Even Gardiner’s iynX'Cyeil sight—thy soul shall laiigli. 
Tlie (^)ueen—the Bolcyn—the false harlot heretic— 

She's in our toils—lost, doom’d- 

GARDINER. 

I know the King 

Is f.ilh'n away to a new lust, and hates 
\Yliere once he doted.—But her death !— 

ANGALO. 

What! versed 

In courts like Gardiner, and not know how close 
Death waits upon the blasting hate of Kings? 

I tell tbee, she shall die—die on a scaffold! 
ni(‘ branded like a base adulteress!— 

Dio like a heretic—the Church’s foe!— 

Die unabbolved, unliousel'd—die for ever! 

GARDINRB. 

Ay, hut her blameless life; the love she wins 
By subtle sorcery from every rank. 

ANGELO. 

Blameless!—a heretic avow'd, proclaim'd, 

The nursing mother of Apostacy I 

Heap crime on crime, load all her soul with blackness, 

Make; her n.ime hideous to the end of lime; 

Yet is she not, to a true son of the Church, 

More odious, more abominable—nil sins 
Arc in that one! Adultery, murder, nought 
K wanting but desire or meet occasion, 

And the loose heart gives way. 


GARDINER. 


Is of no better brood. 


But this Jane Seymour 


ANGELO. 


I What reck we who 

Dr what she is? she shall give place t* another. 
Another still, till the fierce Hanic burns out, 

And sliamu, remorse, and horror, nil the furies 
That howl and madden round the guilty bed, 

Seize on the abject Monarch! He shall lick 
The dust beneath our feet, and pay what price 
The (jhurch ordain, for tardy reconcilement. 

GARDINER. 

Brother, draw near! thy speech hath bodied forth 
What hath come floating o’er my secret thought. 

ANGBLO. 

And own’st thou not Heaven's manifest inspiration ? 

GABDINER. 

So thou will bring to pass what Gardiner left 
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In unaccompliftli’d vision! Man of irusn, 

WliiU fame shall wait, what canonirOig glory 
On sainted Angelo! 

ANGELO. 

^hilu Stephen Gardiner 
Must sink into the baser rank. Oh! fear not,^ 

Nor jealously mistrust me, last I cross 

Thy upward path : L have forsworn the wm Id, 

Not with the formal oaths that burst like llax, 

Hut those that clinin the soul with triple iioii. 

Karlh hath no guerdon I rn:iy eovel, none 
I may enjoy.—’Jhnu, Stephen Gardiner, 

Shalt rule submissive Vrelates, Hcers and Kings, 
Loftiest in station, .is in mind the uiighiiest, 

< And a perpciual noon of gulden power 

< Shall hla/i: around thy hirdly iniiivd state. 

1 hu girt for other joitrney.s: at that hour, 

When all but crown'd the righteous woik, this Isle 

■ H.ilf bow'd iig.iin to the Holy See, I go 
Far in some sav.ige Und unkuow'ti, icmotc 
Ftoiii civilized or reasonahlo life, 

From letters, .irts—where w'ild men howl around 
Their hlood-sUiin’d alr.irs^ to uplift lit' unknown, 

‘ Hn.iwful Cruoiljx: 1 go to pine 

I Witli f.imine ; w.istc with stow di.sease; the loathing 
And scorn of men. And when thy race is ruu. 

Thou, WiueUesier, iu marble eeineti.Ty, 

Where iliy eathcclr.il roof, like some rich grove, 
Spreads o’er, and all the walls with 'scntrlieons bla/e, 
Sli.ilt lie. While .inlliein'd choirs and pealing organs, 
And incense clouds, and a bright liciiven of lamps, 
Shall solemnize thy gorgeous obsequies; 

O’er my iinsepiilchied and houseless hones, 

Cast on the barren beach of the salt sc.i, 

Or arid desert, where the vulture fl.ips 

Her dreary wings, sh.ill never wandering Priest 

Or bid his Iicads or say one passing pray'r. 

Thy memory shall live in this land's rceords 
While the sea girds the isle; hut mine shall perish 
As utterly as some base beggars child 
Tliatunhaplired drops like abortive fruit 
Into unhnllow'd grave. 

GAIIDINER. 

Jin possible! 

Home cannot waste on such wild service minds 
Like thine, nor they endiirp the base obedience. 

ANGELO. 

Man of this world, thou know’s! not those who tread 
The steps of great Ignatius, those tlmt bear 
The name of .Tesus and liis Cross. 1 've sunk 
I'or ever title, rank, wealth—even my being; 

And self-annihilated, boast mysrif 

A hmb, a nameless hmb, of that v.asl body 

That shall bespread the world, uncheck’d, untr.'iccd— 

Like God’s own presence, every where, yet no wlicie— 

Tir invisible control, by which Rome rules 

The universal mind of man. On me 

My Father’s palace-gates no more shall open, 

I own no more my proud ancestral name, 

I have no property even in these weeds. 

These coarse and simple weeds I wear; nor will, 

Nor passion, nor affection, nor the love 
Of kindred touch this earth-estranged heart; 

.My personal being is absorb'd and dead. 

Thou think’st it much with cihcc, sroui^c, and fast 
To macerate diy all-too pamper'd body, 


That thy sere heart is seal’d to woman’s love. 

That child sliall never climb thy knees, nor call thee 

Ills father:—on the altar of iny God 

1 ’vc laid a nobler sacrifice, a soul 

Conscious it might have compass’d empire.—This 

I 'vc done; and in no Iiricl and frantic fit 

Of youthful lust nngralirietl—in the hour 

Of disappoinlcil pride. A noble, bnin 

Of Rome’s patrician blood, rich, letter'd, versed 

In the aff.tiis of men; no iiioiikish dreamer 

Hearing Heaven’s siiiurnons in cesUtic vision. 

God spoke within this heart hut with Uic voire 
01 stern deliberate duty, and I rose , 

Rcsolveil to sail the flood, to lre.ad the 6rc— 

That‘s nought—to quench all natural oompiinetion 
To know nor |•i([la nor wrong, nor crime nor \irtiio, 
Hut as su1)SLTvi«'nl to Rome’s muse anti lle.ivcn's. 

I've S('hoor<l my haughty soul in subtlest cr.ifr, 

I've strung my tender heart to liloodicsl havoc. 

And stand prepaied to wear the martyrs llamcs 
Like nupti.il robes,—far worse, to di.ig to the Stake 
My friend, the hiolher of iny soul—if thus 
I s<>ar the hydra's heads of heresy. 

(.AROi.vr.n. 

Think not thine order, hroihcr, nor thy tenets 
Siihlitne as that unqiie.slioning devotion 
Wiih which God’s Seraphim perform his mandates, 
Unknown, unnoticed, unobserted. I lay 
'I lie volume of this hc.iil, that man ne’er reatl, 

Hcfoi’e tlictj. Here i*. Iialc of hcccsy. 

Deep, desperate as thine own. In the dead night. 
Anil in the secret piMvcrs of my dark rliainbcr, 

Like tlicc I cry, Holy and Trui*, how long— 

Oh! when will they blaze up ami gladden heaven, 
The ghuious purifying fires, and purge 
The land of its pollutions; when the CImrch 
Its pure .lud virgin whiteness re-array, 

-Vnd Its true Sons sli.ikc off dissembling darkness? 

ANCI-LU. 

Oh ! Gardiner, bewaro’ No lust of vengeance, 

No eainal hate, nor hope of worldly triumph, 

Must leaven our lieroie /.cal: God’s will 
Its sole commission, its sole end Goil's glory. 

We must gird up our souls to ihis high seniee, 

Alike .siihdiie and heiid our pii<lc and passions 
To our great wope; with iiouglil loo stem or dread 
But tii.il we '11 on relentless, nought too b.ise 
Rut wc will stoop—miirli is already done— 

nARl>lN>R. 

Knniigli, I ask no more, would know no more. 

1 ’ll stand aloof, and wait in holy hope 
Til' appointed hour. 

ANGELO. 

In safety reap the harvest 
Sown in the sweat of othcra' hiuws. 'T is well, 

Thus shall it be, thus hi’si the cause will prosper. 

And, prosper but the cause, my work is done. 

-—— « 

friiitekaH. * 

QUEEN {dismissing her Ladies). 

Away—we are not used to order twice; 

Away—depart.— 

I am alone—alone— 

Nor that cold hateful pomp of fawning faces 
Pursues me, nor the true officious love 
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Of those whose hearts I would not wrint;, by seeming 
The wretch lam: so pour thee forth* mine heart, 

Pour thy full tide of bitterness; for Queens 
must weep in secret when they weep. I saw it-> 

'T was no foul vision^with unblindcd eyes 
I saw it; his fond hands, as once in mine, 

Were wreathed in hers; he pazed upon licr face 
Even with those fatal eyes, no woman looks at~ 

I know it, ahtoo well—nor madly dote. 

That eloquence, the self-same burning words 
Tlint sei:sc the .iwe-struck soul, when weakest, thrill’d 
Ilur vainly-dcuf averted ears.—Oh, Heaven 1 
I thank thee that J cursed her not, nor him. 

Jane Seymour, like a sister did I deem thee; 

But what of that? Thou ’rt hcaven-ordain'd to visit 
Her sins upon the head of her that dared 
To love, to wed another's lord. Mayst thou 
Ne'er know the racking anguish of this hour, 

The desolation of this heart! But thou, 

Oh! thou, my crime, my madness 1 thou on whom 
The loftiest woman had been proud to dote, 

Had he been master of a straw rooPd cottage 1 
Was't just to awe, to dazzle the young mind, 

That deem'd its transport loyal admiration, 

Submissive duty all, till it awoke 

And found it thrilling, deepest woman’s love! 

Too late, too early ilisabused—would Heaven 
That I were still abused! Long, long I 've felt 
Love’s bonds fall one by one from thy pall'd heart. 

Oh ! the fond falsehoods of my credulous soul 1 
War, policy, religion, all the cares 
Of kingdoms, Europe's fate vAliin thy hands, 

1 pleaded to myself to justify 
Thy cold estrangement. 

Well, 't is o'er, and I 
Must sit alone on my cold eminence. 

All women’s envy, mine own scorn and pity. 

And all the sweetness of these virgin lips, 

And all the pureness of this virgin bosom, 

And all the fondness of this virgin heart, 

Foi^otten, turn’d to scorn—perchance to loathing. 
Heaven! was no way hut this, and none but He 
To scourge this guilty heart? Thy will be done. 

I *vc still a noble Father, and a Brotlier, 

And, Powers of grace! my Mother—kill her.not, 

Break not her heart,—for sure it will break to hear it. 
My child, my child, thou only wilt not feel it: 

' Thy parent o’er thy face may weep, nor thou 
De sadder for her misery; thou wilt love me 
Though thy false father scorn and loathe. My Mother— 
Oh! ne'er before would I have fled thy presence: 
Betray me not, my tear-swoln eyes. 


QuBBif, Lady Wiltsbibb. 


LADY WILTSBIBB. 

Dear Anne, 

I come to task thy goodness: thou must use 
Tha^ witching influence none e'er resists; 

That, with a sweet and pardonable treason, 

Makes the King’s Grace thy slave, nor leaves him power 
To think or speak but at tliy pleasure— 

quBBN (azide). 

Heaven! 

Each word wrings blood from my torn heart. 

LADY WILTSBIBB. 


In truth, 


There never livcd|who could refuse thee ought; 

For thou were never known to ask amiss. 

But, tliou 'rt all tears. 

QUBBN. 

Nought—nought—lUy story.Motber. 

LADY WILTSBIBB. 

Ay, nothing sure will chase away thy weakness. 

Be't of the body or the mind, so soon 
As that sweet consciousness that thou art using 
The power Heaven gave thee in Heaven's cause, His 
Grace 

The Primate waits without t' implore your Highness, 
That the old high-born Prior of the Carthusians, 

And two right noble brethren of that liouse, 

That, obstinate .and itelfowill'd, still subscribe not 
The King’s supreme dominion, may find mercy, 

Nor perish on the ignominious scaffold. 

QUBEM. 

My Lord of Canterbury at our door! 

The presence of that righteous man, dear Mother, 
Breathes sanctity as though from Heaven; our hearts 
O’erflow at once with prayer and holiest thoughts. 
Admit Ins Grace. 

The above. Cbanmbb. 


QUBBN. 

Your blessing, holy Father. 

CBANKBR. 

Heaven save your Highness! But, remember, Lady, 
Prayers of anointed Priests or mitred Prelates 
Are poor and valueless to such as come 
From those that wear Christ's truest livery, 

The wretched and the broken-hearted. 

QUBBN (aztiie). 

Hc.ivcn, 

1 own thy voice—then mine are surely lieard. 

GRANMBR. 

I ’ll teach your Grace to do Heaven violence, 

By shrining your blest name in vows of men. 

From death released, from cruel public death. 

The Countess Wiltshire hath made known our suit; 
And though my soul abhors the wilful hardness 
Of these proud men, yet they were nursed in error— 
In error, but for all-enlightening grace, 

That still had darken’d our own souls. W'ere Heaven 
Extreme t* avenge its outraged majesty, 

Would the red roaring thunder ever cease? 

And shall tlic axe earth’s injured Monarchs wield 
Be never satiate witli the offending blood? 

QUBBN. 

Had I the power I 


CRANMBB. 


The power! thou 'st ever been 
The rainbow o’er the awful throne. The King, 

That lives but in thy presence, ne’er disdain’d 
Thy righteous supplication. Oh! great Qiicen, 

Our cause, the Gospel cause, the cause of Christ, 

Is spotted o'er with shame. Rude sacrilege 
Usurps tlie name of godly Reformation, 

And revels in the spoil of shrine and attar. 

Men have cast down the incensed heathenish image 
To worship with more foul idolatry 
The gold of which *t was wrought; and all the blood 
The too relentless Law for Treason sheds, 

Attaints our blameless faith of direst cruelty. 
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More woe, moro woe—to know Utese fioly hopes, 

This nohlc tnut, misplaced and frustrate all! 

Your Grace ocrvalues our poor influence, 

Sucli as it is. 

LADY WILYSilEBB. 

The King! 

qUJC£N. 

I '11 know the worst. 

Dear Mother, leave us. Come contempt or shame, 

She must not witness it: hut he the rather 
Will seek to compensate the heart’s deep wrongs 
By outward gracioiisncss. Wretch, wretch myself, 

I may relieve the wretchedness of others 
Be 'tas it may, the world shall never know 
Through me the secret of his sin, hU falsehood, 

But deem him hy my love the gentlest husband 
As the most noble Monarch upon Karlli. 

Kino IlBNnv. 

KINO. 

Befuse onr mandate—shut their Abbey gates 
Against our Poiirsiiivnnts—refuse our oaths— 

Now, hy Sr Paul, not one of them shall wear 
His sliaven crown on his audacious shoulders! 

CBANMKK. 

Your Majesty will hear your faithful servant. 

KING. 

I *11 none of it—their heads or their allegiance. 

God s death! have all our Parliament and Peers, 

Our Uev*rcnd Bishops, given their hands and seals, 

And shall we thus be mock’d and set at nought 
By beggarly and barefoot monks? Archbishop, 

Out of our love to thitie o^n reverend person, 

We do refuse thy most unwise petition. 

Good foolish man, not one of them but ur(;cd 
By that old Priest of the Seven Hills would Intrn us, 
Body and soul. Wc '11 have no Kings l)Ut one, 

None but ourself.—Tut, not a word. How now? 
What, Nan? what blank? what all a moi t? Thy jests, 
And thy quaint sayings, and thy smilch— 

QUEBff. 

My Liege, 

I have been sued to be a suppliant 

For those who, fall’n liuneath lliine high displeasure— 

KING. 

'Sdeath! ye 'vc your answer—as 1 pass’d but now 
Jane Seymour was set on t' entreat our mercy; 

We yielded not, nor tliouglit of being wearied 
At every step with the old tedious talc— 

Art answer'd? 

QUEEN. 

Wliat 1 am, 1 owe your (*race, 

And in most deep humility confess it; 

But being as 1 am, your Grace's wife, 

1 knew not that i^onaid's rejected prayer 
Precluded further speech- 

SING. 

Why, how now, wayward! 
Your maid * good truth. Sir Thomas Boleyn's daughter's 
Right nobly served. 1 'd have you know, proud woman, 
What the King gives, the King nuty take away— 

Who raised up one from dust, may raise another. 

Look to thytslli 1 say—thou mayst have cause; 

Look, aad be wise—be humble. For your Grace 


We 'vc business iu our Council—not a word— 

Our Queen's our subject still. 

QUEEN (alone). 

Ami this is he. 

The flower of the world’s chivalry, most courtly 
Where met the splendor of all courts! When Europe 
Sent its three Sov'reigns to that Golden Held, 

Who won all eyes with liberal noble bearing? 

Who charm'd all ears with high and gracious speech ? 
Who made all hciirts his slaves by inbred worth 
But English Henry? by his pattern all 
Moved, spoke, rode, tilted, sliapcd their dress, their lan> 
guage, 

And he that most resembled Enghind's King 
Was kinglicst in the esteem of all. This he 
That lay whole hours before my worshipp'd feet, 
Making the air melodious with his words? 

So fearful to offend, having nffrciidcd 
So fearful of his pardon, not myself 
More jealous of my maiden modesty; 

The bridegroom of my youth, my infant's Father! 

All! me, my rash and inconsiderate speech. 

My pride, hath wrought from liis too hasty nature 
This shame upon mine head : he 'll turn, he ’ll come 
My prodigal back to mine heart—if not, 

1 'm born his subject, sworn before higli Heaven 
His faithful wife ; then let him c.i8t me from him, 
Spurn, trample me to dust—the foe, the stranger 
That owns no law of kindred. Mood, or duty 
Is taught, when: every word is Heaven s own truth, 

To love where most he's hated. I will live 
On the delicious memor]^f the past, 

And bless liiiri so for my few years of bliss, 

My Ups shall find no time for harsh reproach; 

I 'll be as one of those sweet flowers that, crush'd 
By the contemptuous foot, winds closer round it, 

And breathes in every step its richest odours. 

An Apartment in IVesUnimter. 

Angelo, Lady Rocbpobd. 

ANGELO. 

In that proud Prelate's heart a noble chord(a) 

1 touch'd, now harp wc on a baser string. 

The Lady Itochfc rd! thou art here to tell me 
That thou fullill'.st the terms on which the Church, 

In its high plenitude of power, .alisolvcs 
The guilty soul. 

LADY Bocaronn. 

1 come, Sir, to advise 
With your wise sanctity. 

ANGELO. 

We 'vc judged already, 

And look but for obedience—hast thou scatter’d 
Those hints and seeds of hale in the King's path, 

That he behold this Queen in her true colours? 

LADY BOCBFOBD. 

I have; with zeal so fetal, with success 
So manifest, mine inmost soul recoils 
At the base service. 

ANGELO. 

Hast obtain'd that paper 
In Lady Wingfield's hand ? 

LADY BOGirOBD. 

T is here. 
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AlfGBLO. 

Good! ^od! 

LADY BOCBFORD. 

Inexorable !~mu$t I show no mercy T 
Mtut crime be still atoned by crime? Ob! think. 
She is my husband's sister—liis, the bridegroom 
Of my fond youth—— 

ANGBLO. 

To whom thou art so true; 


And faithful! 


LADY ROCHPOBO. 

Ha! what need of words to thee, 
That reads! the iiguost depths of this dark heart 
Alore clearly than myself-^l hate that husband, 
For that I've injured him so deeply; hate 
Ifcr virtue that reproaches mine own shame: 

But yet to slander her pure fame—— 

ANGSLO. 

You said 


Krewliile you doubted her yourself. 

LADY ROCHFORD. 


The sinful 

Uave a base interest to drag down tlie holy 
To their own level. Set me some strange penance, 

To grind the flesh, and wring the hrart's>blood forth , 
Oh! any thing but this base wicked service! 

ANOSLO. 

Thou wilt do all but what the Church commands. 
>Vhat is it for a life like thine—a life 
That doth confess, bewail, forswear its sins, 

But with new zest t' indulge—that comest so oft 
With the foul tale, that 1 do fear to breathe 
The tainted air of my confessional ? 

For such a life isnot that place ordain’d 
Where air is (ire, life pain, and language howling' 
LADY ROCHFOan. 

Oh I horror ! * 


A.YGELO. 

Look that Uiou perform our bidding 
To the strict letter, the extremest point, 

Wary and secret, as becomes a servant 
Would merit grace and favour. 

LADY ROCOFORU. 

I’m DO servant— 

A slave—-a lash'd, a crouching, ahjcct slave, 

In the iron bondage of luy sins! 

ANGBLO. 

Ungrateful! 

When 1 might hurl thee, black with malediction, 
Whore all thy direst visions of remorse, 

The racking moments of remember’d crime, 

The fangs of Conscience tearing at thy heart. 

Thy tossing, feverish, spectre-staring midnights, 
Would seem remission, peace, delight to years 
Interminable- 

LADY ROCHFORD. 

Oh ! my soul 1 my soul! 

ANGBLO. 

And 4 have taught thee bow to merit favour 
FVom those to whom the eternal keys are given— 
Tinged your black desperation with the hue 
Of hope——Away! back to lliy duty—watch! 

Aiiil those who weigh in the everlasting scales 
Service against rebellion, and obedience 
Against transgression, may at length strike down 
The balance, and pronounce theewhat thoudarcst not 
Tlfou dost not—hope may be thy lot.—Away! 


A/te Garden, as before. 

Mabk Smbaton, Magdalene Shbaton. 

MAGDALENE. 

My brother 1 

MARK. 

Oh! her voice—it will not cease— 

It sounds within my ears, within my heart. 

And thou, my harp once loved, but now a treasure 
Which kingdoms will not buy; of her sweet tones 
Thou ’It keep the perfume, us the Arabian air 
The smell of spices. 

MAGDALENE. 

Mark, thou 'rt strangely moved; 
Speak to me—keep from her no jealous secret. 

From her wlio loves thee with so whole a iicart: 

Nor thy unkindnm, were’t in thy soft nature— 

Nor sorrows, they would but endear thee more— 

Nor even thy sins, if that way 1 could fear thee— 

Could e’er estrange—— 

MARK.. 

The Queen! the Queen! my sister; 
She sent for me—she made me sit before her. 

As iny hand trembled on my lute, she smiled 

With gracious playfulness—oh I what a store 

Of precious memories I’ve treasured up— 

took, motion, word, like reli(», have I shrined them 

In the heart's sanctuary, where all my thoughts 

Shall come in daily pilgrimage devout 

Till I am dust and clay. I miserable, 

With such a refuge! sinful, with the power 
Of her controlling holiness about mo! 

MAGDALENE. 

Oh! brother, brother, my misgiving heart 
Becoils, it knows not why, from words that sound 
Like dangerous profanation: I have forsworn 
All love but diut of holiest cloister’d maids 
Before the bleeding crucifix; but yet 
1 feel that there is sin in thy wild language, 

Sin, not less deep in thouglit because in deed 
Impossible.—Lo! Father Angelo. 

MARK. 

This awful man again!—must we ne’er meet 
But his appalling look, inscrutable 
Yet scrutinizing all, must cite to judgment 
Each passing thought, each word, each wish—— 

MACDALBNE. 

Mark, Mark, 

Do any but the guilty dread the presence 
Of holiest men? He comes to visit here 
The mother of my youth, whose outcast age 
Hath none but me, of all our scatter’d convent, 

To smooth her dying pillow, watch her wants; 

And none but Father Angelo t' attend her, 

So constantly as though no soul but hers 
Needed his zealous function. 

Angelo. TIte above. 

ANGELO. 

So, fair youtli, 

Our prophecies fall true—thou ’rt i’ the sunshine. 

Last eve, 1 ask not, if the dangerous song 
Beseem’d a son of Holy Church—that sin 
Be theirs, not thine. 



AHNE BOLEYN. 


m 

As thou wert wont. And now to horse, Sir Knif^hts— 
Go forward, and Heaven speed the brave and noble' 

So now to Greenwich, to look (;ay and light 
As this May morning, with a heart as heavy 
As dull November; to be thought the happiest, 

Be the most wretched of all womankind. 

[Fxeunt. 

Near ^kitekalL 
Gabdinbr and Angelo. 

* ANOELO. 

My Lord of Winchester—thou 'st seen the King? 

GABDINBR. 

I 'vc seen a raging madman loose; he came 
From Greenwich at full speed; their horses seem'd 
Like those who ride for life from a lost battk: 

What hatli befallen 7 

ANGELO.^ 

The game is won ere played! 

It fires beyond our hopes, the sulphurous train 
Flames up, they 're hurl'd aloft, but not to Heaven. 
Wake, Hell! and lift thy gates; and ye, that tenant 
The deepest, darkest, most infuriate pit, 

Th’ abyss of all abysses, blackest blackness, 

Where that most damning sin, the damning others, 
With direst, most remorseless expiation, 

Howls out its drear eternity, arouse 
The myriad voices of your wailing; loud 
As when the fleshly Luther, or the chief 
Of liis cursed crew have one by one gone down 
To tread your furnace chambers!—liise! prepare 
The throne of fire, the crown of eating flames ! 

She comes—’the Queen, the fatal Queen, whose beauty 
Hath been to England worse, more full of peril, 

Than Helen's was to Troy, hath seal'd for death, 

For death eternal, irremediable, 

Whole generations of her godless sons. 

And made Iier stately church a heap of ruin! 

GABOINER. 

I am no Iicretic: why keep me thus 
Upon die rack 7 

ANG EI.O. 

When sliglitest accidents 
Lead to effects that cliange the doom of nations. 

Dost thou not read die visible hand of Heaven ? 

GARDINER. 

Who questions it 7 

ANGBLO. 

Why ikcn behold—adore it! 

My Lord, we *r8 wise and polidc, but yet 
A foolish kerchief falling to the ground 
Shall more advance our high and righteous cause 
Than months of subdest craft. 


GARDINIR. 


Explain. 


ANGILO. 


I stood 


Or shot, like sworping hawks, in straight career; 

The old Caraffa rose within my breast— 

Struggled my soul with haughty recollections 
Of wlien I rode through the outpour'd streets of Rome, 
Enamouring all the youth of Italy 
With envy of my noble horsemanship. 

But I rebuked myself, and thought how Heaven 
Had taught me loftier mastery, to rein 
And curb with salutary governance 
Th’ unmanaged souls of men. But to our purpose; 
Even at the instant, when all spears were levclVd, 

And rapid as the arblast bolt, the Knights 
Spiirr'd one by one to the ring, when breathless leant 
I Thu Ladies from their galleries—from the Queen's 
A handkerchief was seen to fall; but while 
Floating it dallied on the air, a Knight, 

Sir Henry Norreys, as I Icamt, stoop'd down, 

Caught, wreath'd it in his plume, regain'd his spear, 
And smote right home the quivering ring: th' acclaim 
Burst forth like roaring waters, hut the King 
Sprang up, and call'd to horse, while tumult wild 
Broke up the marr’d and frighted ceremony. 

GARDINEII. 

Something of this I augur’d; as the King 
Swept furious by, lie beckon’d me; yet seem’d 
Too busied with his wrathful thoughts to heed 
Whom thus he summon’d; and I heard him mutter 
• The saucy groom !> and terms, which to repeat 
Were not o'erfitting priestly lips, but coupled 
With tliu Queen’s name mosistrangcly. Seeing this, 

I thought it in mine office to administer 

Grave ghostly admonition, mingled well 

With curtain homily and pulpit plirases 

Of man's ingratitude, and gracious Kings 

Whose bounties are abused; the general looseness 

Of tlie age. The more 1 spake, the more he madden'd, 

As though my words were oil on fire. 

ANGELO. 

'Twaa well. 

But must be better; 1 have further tidings. 

1 pass'd the Tower, and ssiw Sir William Kingston, 
Summon'd't was said, witli special haste, come forth 
Among his archers. 

GARDINER. 

Ha! there's more in this. 

ANGELO. 

Prelate, there shall be—where's the King? 


GARDINER. 


Near the apartment of Jane Seymour. 


1 left him 


ANGELO. 


Good! 


The field of battle where we have them all 
At vantage,—Lead me to him. 


Within the tilt-yard, not to take delight 
Carnal, unpriestly, in the worldly pageant: 

Though, Heaven forgive me! when the trumpets blew, 
And the lists fell, and Knights as brave, and full 
Of valour as their steeds of fire, wheel’d forth, 

And moved in troops or single, orderly 
A% youths and maidens in a village dance. 


GARDINER. 

Thee? 

ANGBLO. 

Whatljealousstill? Then go tliyself—be speedy. 
Thou lovest the King, my Lord of Winchester: 
Suits it thy reverence, then, and holy station. 
Nearest his heart, and in his closet counsels, 

That he retain a wanton in his bosom, 

Wlien there is one hath damning evidence 
At peril of his life? 

GARDINER. 

I Where? who? 
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ANGBLO. I 

T)i« Man 

Am I.——Thou Beest, my Lord, thine all the glory, 

The gratitude for this great service—mine 

The pcrif. Strike, strike now, strike home, my Lord. 

GARDINER. 

f see it: as we pass, thou shall unfold 

AH that remains behind; and, trust roe, Brother, 

Thou shall have ihy reward. 

ANGELO. 

I shall—in Heaven. 


ff^hitekall. 

QUEEN. 

What can it mean? Each face as I pass’d by 
Was gatiicring blackness; and a silent pity 
Sate upon brows tliat turn’d aside to avoid me. 

Tile menials arc infected: not a groom, 

As I descended from my litter, lent 
His Imnd to aid me; and my ante-rooms 
Are mute .'ind empty, even as though the plague 
Had tainted all the air. Well, what of this? 

Oh, God of Grace! thou ’rt bounteous still! Pall off 
The cumbrous tr.'tppin{^ and appendages 
Of mine uneasy state, tliou leaves! me yet 
One f.ir too old and one too young to change: 

My child, Illy Motlier, and niy Iimocunce, 

Shalt make me up a blest society 
An Empress girt about with handmaid-queens 
Might envy.—At her chiirge I left my Mother, 

Uur charge, whose joy renews her youth, and makes her 
liikc some food nurse o'er her nrsl-born- 

Ladt Wiltshire. 

LADT WILTSaiRB. 

I Come, come, 

' She sleeps—thyself, dear Anne, not half so lovely: 
(k>me sit by her, and gaxe on her, for hours, 

For days: a violet on a bed of snow, 

A pearl in ivory set, die brightest star 
I Where all arc bright in the soft milky way— 

I There's no similitude she doth not shame. 

I Her forehead arch’d by Heaven to fit a crown I 
1 've almost wish’d thou ne’er shouldst bear a boy, 

Dear Anne, to bar her from the throne she’s bom to. 

QUEEN. 

Mother, i follow tliec. 

Tlie above. Kingston and Guard. 

QUEEN. 

Ha! in my chamber 

Arm’d men! Sir William Kingston, thou ’rt o’erbold 
To press unbidden on our privacy. 

KINGSTON. 

By the King’s special mandate, 1 attach 
: Your Highness. 

QUEEN. 

Stay, Sir, as you hope for mercy. 

. My mother! she is old and fond—her heart 
Will break. Dear Mother—back—go back—the King, 
Willing to do your daughter honour, sends 
Good Kingston and his guard. God pardon me! 

The first untruth that e*er defiled my lips. 

Now, Bir, your message: the King’s Grace, 1 lieard, 

In hit displeasure for some weighty cause, 

Gomm^lds his Queen to prison; I obey, Sir. 

_dttSkK____ 


KINGSTON. 

Your Majesty must hold yourself in readiness 
T imbark on the instant for the Tower. 

QUEEN. 

The Tower! 

Oh, mother! mother! that the time should come 
Wlien I should wish ihcc in ihy quiet grave. 

My child—that I should wish thee yet unborn;— 

Shall 1 find justice, Sir?(3) 

KINGSTON. 

The meanest subject 

In all tlie realm would not impeach the equity 
Of the King's Grace with such a daugurous doubt. 

Your Highness! 

QUEEN. 

Start yc thus to sec me laugh I 
There’s laughter that is griefs most bitter language, 
Laughter that hath no mirth—and such is mine. 
Lieutenant of the Tower, I loll thee this: 

I’ve done, Sir, in my days, some good, thiough Christ; 
If they misjudge my cause, yea, but a jot. 

The 6ery indignation from above 
Sliall blast the bosom of this land, the skies 
Shall be as brass, nor rain nor drop of dew 
Shall moisten the adust and gaping earth. 

KINGSTON. 

1 would beseech your Highness to compose 
Your too distemper'd mind. 

QUEEN. 

Where are the Bishops, 

Tlic holy Bishops ? They will plead my cause, 

And make my enemies kneel at my footstool. 

1 needs must laugh, Sir, but 1 '11 weep anon, 

Weep floods, weep life-blood, weep till every heart 
Shall ache and burst to see me. Now 1 ’ll kneel— 
Behold mo kneel!—and imprecate Heaven's vengeance 
If 1 'in not guiltless. Come—away—away— 

Is your barge ready? Sooner to my judgment, 

Sooner to iny deliverance.—So, back 
To tlioso I dare not name, I dare not think of. 


The Garden as before. 

Angelo, Mark Smbaton. 

ANGELO. 

Good youth, 1 know not if it grieve me more, 

Thy fair preferment thus is nipp'd i' the bud. 

Or give me joy that thou hast 'scaped the snares 
That might have limed thy soul. 

mark. 

Is it then true, Sir? 

Is’t possible 7 Thou art all truth, tliou wilt not 
Torture my heart witli such a hideous falsehood. 
There was a rude tall fellow with a halberd, 

Who spake of it, and with )iU vitlanousjesis 
And fiendish laughter tainted the Queen’s name, 

Her snowy, spotless, air*cmbalming name! 

I told him to his teeth he lied; and if 

His scoffing fellows had not troop’d around him, 

1 ’d struck him to the earth. 

ANGELO. 

Rash boy, beware! 

This sounds like treason. 

mark. 

If the King himself 
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Set such example to high lieaTcn, cost off 
Its richest bounties with such insolent scorn, 

What wonder if ingratitude become 

The fashion of his court, and the most favour d 

Change to the blackest traitors! 

ANGSLO. 

Mark, 't is true 

The Queen is order'd prisoner to the Tower- 
Most true; yet know’st thou not the worst: the King 
Has changed to such a deadly hate against her, 

That she must die- 

MARI. 

. Die! die!—No, Sir, no soul 
Will load itself with such a deep damnation: 

Earth would break out in execration, Heaven 
With unexampled thunders interdict 
The horrible sentence! 

ANGELO. 

Youth, I 'll trust thcc hirthcr. 
Come hither, close—thy love to thy lost nastress 
Warrants my somewhat dangerous confulence: 

She stands between tlic King and a new lust— 

He must be widow’d, e’er his guilty heart 
Glut its foul appetite. 

MARK. 

Oh I rcverimd Father, 

Docs not thy flesh grow cold, thy holy heart 
Sicken still more and more at this bad world ? 

For mo, for me, she will so hallow death— 

She will so darken and make void tliis earth 
At her departure—I and all true servants 
Will Seek out our nntimely gmves, to attend, 

Adore her, in a better worhl; at least. 

Not live in lliis, when sunless of her presence. 

ANGELO. 

Now, as a heretic I love her not, 

nut yet my charity would not siic were cast, 

Where she must perish body and soul in bell; 

1 ’d have her live—live on, in shame and sorrow; 

For sorrow is the mother of true penitence. 

MARK. 

Is there no way to save her! 

ANGELO. 

None. 

MARK. 

Tlicn, farewell 

All hope, all joy in this world’s wilderness, 

A barren waste of sand, the fountain dried 
That was its life and gladness.— 

ANGELO. 

None, hut that 

At which our nature shudders, which would damn 
The name to blackest branded infamy, 

Would peril die eternal soul, would give 
The fiends such awful vatiuige, by a crime, 

A wilful crime, so like th’ accursed Judas, 

That good men would not stay to seek the cause, 
But heap the head with merciless execration. 

• Wiiere shall we find, in these degenerate days. 
Devotion more than Roman?—Who will risk 
■ His fame; his soul, to save a woman’s life, 

And give a heretic time to pluck the brand 
Of her lost soul out of hell fire! 


MARE. 


Wrgp not thy speech in darkness. 


Good Fadier, 


f ANGELO. 

If the King, 

On some just plea (and these new Gospellers 
Do admit none but foul adultery) 

Were but divorced—how long, how honourably 
Lived the Imperial Catherine!—which were best— 

Her spotless name be tainted, or her body 
Wridie on a scaffold, and her soul in flames! 

MARI. 

Horrible! horrible I—to live witli name 

Spotted with shame, or die for aye I- 1 

ANGELO. I 

E'en 80 — 

To bear a branded life, nor maid, nor widow, 

Nor wife; for wbo would wed a tainted outcast? 

She were beueath the lowest groom. 

MARX. 

True, true. 

On, 1 beseech you, Sir. 

ANGELO. 

Do wc not force 

The deadliest poison down the best-loved lips, 

If, by its wholesome intervention, life 
Be prison’d in tlic inortil frame? We hate 
At first ilie stern physician, but crewhilo 
The wiser heart o’erflows with grateful love. 

MARK. 

Good reverend Sir, tell me at once—directly, 

With no prudential riddling in thy phrase. 

What must he do would save the Queen ? 

ANGELO. 

Avouch, 

And with a solemn oath, in the face of Heaven, 

That they have done together that foul sin | 

That taints the lips to speak, the heart to think on. 

MARK. 

Oh! but’t must he a nobler perjury. 

Who would believe th' impossible falsity 
Averr'd by baser Ups? 

ANGEI.0. 

Those that would fain 
Believe, are ne’er o’er-nice or scrupulous. 

MARK. 

Too much at once, with falsehood to bl.ispheme 
Such goodness, on this side of Heaven unknown, 

And be a base and peijured wretch! 

ANGELO. 

Tlic Church, 

On meet occasions—and what cause more noble 

Than possible redemption of a soul 

Like hers, sold captive to the heretic crew?— 

Hatli power to absolve the guilt of falsest oaths. 

MARK. 

Dost say so? 

ANGELO. 

Oh! that soft luxurious neck 
Bare on the cold dark block to lie, the axe 
Come gleaming down with horrid expedition— 

MARX. 

I ’ll do't- 

ANGELO. 

Thou! soft and timorous boy! 

MARK. 

rii do't. 

If fiends stand plucking at my soul, and Hell 
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Yawn at my feet! Thou, Father, tho% wilt case 
My soul in adamantine resolution. 

1 'll save her, if I die, on earth—for ever! 

Do withr me os thou wilt—1 'll speak, I *11 swear, 

I 'll pull down good men's imprecations. Heaven's— 

No, Heaven will pardon if I save the heavenly! 

Upon my head rain curses, contumelies, 

She will crewhile be taught to bless me; ways 
Will sure be found to teach her why 1 Ve dared 
Thus ‘gainst my nature, bold and false—she 'll know it, 
She *11 know it all—my pains, my liopcs, my truth 1— 


Anmb Bolbyn landing at the Tower. 

SiB WiLLUM Kingston, Guards. 

QUESN. 

Here—here, then, all is o'er!—Oh! awful walls. 

Oil I sullen towers, relentless gates, tliat open 
Like those of Uell, but to receive tlie doom'd, 

The desperate—Oh ! ye hlack and massy barriers, 

But broken by yon barr'd and narrow loop-holes, 
Ilow do ye coop from this God's sunshine world 
Of freedom and delight, your world of woe. 

Tour midnight world, where all that live, live on 
In hourly agony of death! Vast dungeon, 

Papulous as vast, of your devoted tenants! 

Lung ere our bark had touch’d the fatal strand, 

1 felt your ominous shadows darken o'er me, 

And close me round; your thick and clammy air, 

As though't were load^ with dire imprecations, 
Wailings of dying and of tortured men, 

Tainted afar the wholesome atmosphere. 

KINGSTON (to the Guard). 

Advance your halberds. 

QUBBN. 

Oh 1 Sir, pause—one look, 
One last long look, to satiate all my senses. 

Oil! thou blue cloudless canopy, Just tinged 
With the faint amber of the setting sun, 

Where one by one steal fortli the modest stars 
To diadem the sky:—tbou noble river, 

Whose quiet ebb, not like my fortune, sinks 
With gcnile downfall, and around tlic keels 
Of those ihy myriad barks makestpassing music:— 
Oh! tbou great silent city, with thy spires 
And palaces, where I was once the greatest, 

The happiest—I, whose presence made a tumult 
In all your wondering streets and jocund marts:— 

But most of all, thou cool and twilight air, 

That art a rapture to the breath! The slave, 

The beggar, the most base down-trodden outcast, 

The plague-struck livid wretch, there's none so vile, 

So abject, in your streets, that swarm with life_ 

They may inhale the liquid joy Heaven breathes— 
They may behold the rosy evening sky— 

Tliey may go rest their free limbs where they will: 

But I—but 1, to whom this summer world 
Was all bright sunshine; I, whose time was noted 

But by succession of delights-Oh! Kingston, 

Thou dost ranember, tbou wert then Lieutenant, 

"f is now—how many years?—my memory wanders— 
1 set forth from yon dark low-brow'd porch, 


A bride—a monarch's bride—King Henry's bride? 

Oh! the glad pomp, tliat bum'd upon the waters— 

Oh! the rich streams of music that kept time 
With oars as musical—die people's shouts, 

That call'd Heaven’s blessings on my head, in sounds 

That might have drown’d the thunders-I've more 

need 

Of blessing now, and not a voice would say it, 

KINGSTON. 

Your Grace, no doubt, will long survive this trial. 

QUEBN. 

Sir, Sir, it is too late to flatter me: 

Time was I trusted each fond possibility, 

For hope sate queen of all my golden fortunes; 

But now- 

KINGSTON. 

Day wears, and our imperious mandate 
Brooks no delay—advance. 

QUEEN. 

Back, back, I say!— 

I will not enter! Whither will yo plunge me? 

Into wliat chamber, but the sickly air 

Smells all of blood—the black and cobweb’d walls 

Arc all o’crtraced by dying hands, who've noted 

In the damp dews indelible their tale 

Of torture—not a bed nor straw-laid pallet 

But bears th’ impression of a wretch call'd forth 

To execution. Will ye place me there, 

Where (liose poor babes, their crook-back’d uncle mur¬ 
der’d, 

Still haunt?—Inhuman hospitality! 
lA>ok there! look there I fear mantles o'er my soul 
As with a prophet's robe, the ghostly walls 
Arc sentinel’d wilh mute and headless spectres, 

Whose lank and grief-attenuated fingers 
Point to their gory and dissever’d necks, 

The least a lordly noble, some like princes: 

Through the dim loop-holes gleam the haggard hces 
Of those, whose dark unutterable fate 
Lies buried in your dungeons’ depths; some wan 
With famine, some with writhing features fix’d 
In the agony of torture.—Buck! 1 say; 

They beckon me across the fatal tlircshold, 

Which none may pass and live. 

KINGSTON. 

The deaths of traitors. 

If such have died within these gloomy towers, 

Should not appal your Grace with such vain terrors; 
The chamber is prepared where slept your Highness 
When last within the Tower. 

QUKEN. 

Oh! *t is too good 
For such a wretch—a dcalh-doom'd wretch, as me. 

My Lord, my Henry—he that call’d me forth 
Even from that chamber, with a voice more gentle 
Than flutes o’er calmest waters—will not wrong 
Th’ eternal Justice—the great law of Kings! 

Let him arraign me—bribe as witnesses 
The angels that behold our inmost thoughts, 

He '11 find no crime but loving him too fondly; 

And let him visit that with his worst vengeance. 

Gome, Sir, your wearied patience well may fail: 

On to that chamber, where I slept so sweetly, 

When guiltier far than now. On—on, good Kingston. 


Whitehall. 

King IIenby and Attendants. 

KING. 

’Sdeatli! yc ’re all traitors: tlie King's l>ed defiled. 

And by his grooms, and ye must pause and parley 
For proof and witness! Find me demonstration, 

Or [ 'll be taw, witness, and judge. A King 
Mot to cast off a wanton from bis bed, 

But must be (rammel’d, thwarted, ehcck'd, control’d 
By quirks of law, old formal statutes, rolls 
Of parchment scribbled o'er with musty phrases! 

I 'll lot you know our will's this kingdom’s law. 
Where’s NorreysT 

ATTENDANT. 

lie awaits your Highness' pleasure. 
KING. 

Gome hither, Norreys: we have loved, have trusted you— 
Gould you find out no nobler way than this 
Of being a traitor ? could your daring lust 
Stoop to no bumbler paramour than our Queen ? 

NOREETS. 

Your pardon, Sire, but s:ivc your Highness' presence. 
Show me tlic man dare taint my name with treason, 

I'd dash my gauutlet in his face, and choke 
Th* aiulacious lie within his venomous throat. 

And more, excepting still my hiege’s person. 

Whoe'er hath slander'd the Queen's honour, be it 
With me, or Knight far worthier of her favour, 

1 do defy that man to mortal battle. 

Body to body, as a Knight—I 'll prove him 
Tlic most convicted, recreant, foulest slanderer. 

Whose breatli e'er soil'd a Lady's spotless name! 

XING. 

Thou hast done us service, Norreys; for that reason, 
Though we impeach our honour by our mercy, 

Confess, if treacherous opportunity 
Or her too easy virtue did allure thee, 

(For in the beat and wild dUtemperature 
Of passion, noblest souls forget themselves). 

Be bold, be d.iunllcss, but be true: we pledge 
The honour of a king, to give thee back 
Thy forfeit life; for look ye, she shall die— 

She and her minions'.—Stand thou forth our witness, 
Perchance, beside thy life, our grace may find 
Some meet return. 

NORREYS. 

I do beseech your Highness, 

What act of mine in all my life avouches 
The slanderous hope, to buy or life, or what 
I value more, my ^v’rcign's gracious favour, 

I'd perjure mine own soul, accuse the blameless? 

My Liege, you are abused—foully abused! 

Some devil hath beset your easy ear. 

If you strike off this unoffending head, 

Your Majesty will lose a faithful servant— 

That's soon replaced; but fur the Qdeen, 1 say, 
^niTwill maioiain it with my life, the best. 

The chastest Queen, the closest nun in Europe, 

Is Messalina to a Vestal- 

KING. 

Off! 

Away with him to the Tower.—What! have we stoop'd 
Thus to be gracious, to be scorn’d and rated, 

Apd by our slaves? 


above. Wixchestir, 

KING. 

Why how now, Winchester? 
Another Churchman come l’ impeach his King, 

And with mock charitable incredidity 
AtTaign his justice ? I'd but now a missive 
From Cranmer;—he, forsooth, good blameless man, 
Knowing no sin bimself, believes there *r noiu- * 

Til others.—'Sdeatli! I '11 bear no more excuses; 

The fact's as clear, or shall be, as yon Sun. 

Thou lliink'st her guiltless? 

GARDINER. 

Till this hour, my Liege, 

I could have pledged my life, sworn strongest oaths 
That such a monstrous siu—a siii that darkens 
The annals of mankind, makes us suspect 
Some moral plague broke out in human n.’iturc— 

Had been impossible. Ob 1 best and greatest, 

Tbat best and greatest to ungrateful men 
Should be a licence thus to wrong the bounties 
By which they lived!—And that the Queen—raised up 
From a Knight’s daughter to the throne of England— 
A partner of King Henry's bed—the strange, 

Th' unnatural act doth give itself the lie! 

It doth outargue closest demonstration. 

And make us rather deem our senses traitors 
Than trust the assurance of mo-st damning proofs. 


Ha! proofs? 


KING. 


GARDINER. 


Would there were none, my Liege, who bears 
Tidings of shame to an abused husband, 

Tliat husband too a King, a glorious King- 
Sire, my ungracious presence still will seem 
A base remembrancer of these foul deeds. 

Odious as they- 

KING. 

Your proofs, good Prelate, proofs. 
GARDINER. 

Is the confession of the guilty, forced 
By no stern tension of the searching rack, 

Nor laceration of the bleeding flesh, 

But free, unbribed, unsought- 


XING. 

Ha! which! 

GARDINXE. 

My Liege, 

'T is tbat outdoes all record of old crime, 

Makes true nil tales of fabulous wantonness; 

It is the boy—the beardless boy!—Oh! lust, 

Blind as unbridled, frantic as impure, 

Th.it no discrimination knows, nor choice 
Of base from noble, foul from fair—to fall 
From the allow'd embrace of such a King— 

XING. 

Now, by St Paul! thou wear’s! our patience.—Si^cak, 
How got ye this? look ye confirm it. 


GARDINKl. 


Sire. 


May *t please your Highness, that a holy Friar, 
Albeit I know your Grace for weightiest reasons 
Mistrusts their order, hath perpetual access 
Unto the prisoner Smeaton. 


XING. 


11a! a priest 
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r the plot—why tlicn *1 is ripe and preji^unt. Gardincr 
\Ve are bound to thee. My Lonl of Winchester, 

Look thou make {;ood this char(;c against our Queen, 
Or, by St Paul! thou shall have cause to rue it. 

So, back to Greenwich; we 'll go hunt the <loer ’ 
blow horns—yell dogs—wo ’ll have a gorgeous da> ' 
The Sun U in the Heavens, and our high heart 
Is mounting with him. Off—to horse—to horse. 

The Tower. 

QUEEM. 

» Blessed are those that wcep.n—Olf triuli of Iritlhs, 
Not understood till felt—thou grace of Heaven, 

Spirit of Christ, thou didst not ail forsake me, 

When iny whole life was like a b.inquei—served 
By Pride and Luxury—dangerous cup-bearers 
Prayers, all unwontetl on the dainty couch, 

Where Queens arc lapt in purple. Liil’d nut ni<‘, 

Mine heart, a place forbid to pain or sorrow, 

Thou didst incline to other’s grief: I reaii 
In the deep lines of wotsworn i hi'eks, the bliss 
OF resignation to the Eternal will j 
And felt, admired, .ulored the Christian beauty 
I Of graces that I liad no scope to practise. 

But now, oh Christ! that tboii vouclisnfcst me 
The mercy of aniieiion—oh! llie warmth 
Of prayer that burns upon my lips, the deep, 

The full religion that o’erflows my heart. 

Hy cited tliongliLs stand ready at iny call, 

And iiiidistractcd memory ranges o'er 
My map of life—wliuru it is wilderness 
Or weed-o'ergrown, pours streams of penitence, 

But where the sunshine of Heaven’s grace, though cross'd 
By hasty clouds of earthly passion, gleams 
Hpon the golden harvest of good deeds, 

It gloiilics tliat Sun in hiirnblust ihankfiilneiw. 

Thee, therefore, amiable prison, thee— 

Oh! Solitude—dreadful in apprehension; 

When present, to the friendless, the best friend! 
Henceforth will I esteem, as much beyond 
The pride and press of courts, as 1 feel nearer 
To Heaven within you. 

Queen, Cavnmbr. 

QUEFN. 

Good my Lord Archbishop, 

I will not wrong thee by the idle qiicsiion 

Why here? T is sorrow's dwelling, and thou art hero 

But in obedience to thy heart and function. 

CRANMER. 

I come not, Lady, to erect anew 
The liiucli misused Confessional, where Sins 
Best hid in shameful silence, or wrung forth 
In voicolcHS anguish, to lleaven’s midnight ear. 

Arc at led o'er again in foul recital:— 

But oh, if iboii art fallen, the s.iintllcst pupil 
In otir young school of Christian graces, thou 
That to the living fountain of the Gospel 
earnest duly, to draw forth the eternal waters, 

What infamy will blacken o’er our cause I 
A horror of deep darkness bath oppress’d 
The Church, that waits in awful hope th* event. 

QUEEN. 

Cranmery behold this book, my sole companion, 

Yet whose sweet converse mak^ my prison day 
So shorL 1 'b fain t’ encroach upon the night. 


___- _ ___ 1 

Sir, were I guilty (and in truth I know 
My rrimc but v.igucly), iheic \ a passage here 
Of one detcctetl in such nameless sin, 

That had been blotted with my scalding tears- 
’T is stainless, and ill truth tinicad ; nor ask I 
If my accusers are less deep in Sin. 

Jf J am guilty, let who will cast first i 

The avenging stone, and heap the death upon me. I 

CR.\NMFR. I 

Heaven’s Grace he praised I but oh! the obdurate King. 

QUEEN. 

Tlicrc's death in tliy sad looks: spe.ak, I ’ll endure it. j 
He tliat has placed this cross upon my shoulders l 

Will give me strength to hear it. I defy not, 

With bo.istfuincss unfennnine, tlie sliumc, 

The agony; nor yet ungrateful speak 
As we.ii-y of .i world only too full I 

Of joyani'e. Thou, iny child, woiildst well rehiike 
Tliy mother’s selfish soul if she could leave th(*c 
Willioiit a rending of her hcat't-sirin('s: tlioii 
Not less, rny mother! ntost of all, my husband! 

If unreluclant I could loud thy soul 

With the foul crime of myjudirt.il murder; ! 

Even our ulflicled Church may ill sustain 

The loss of my unworthy aid. 

CRANMEB. 

Oh! rate not 

Thus low your Liithfiil service: farewell now 
Vain hope, tliat the whole land should lie.ir tlie Word 
Of God go forth on all tlie winds; no more 
Fatigue the deaf cold Sainlwith fruitless pr.ty’r, 

Or kiss with pilgrim lips liic unheeding slirme. 

That not a village, not .a silent hamlet 
In mountain solitude, or glen, of traveller 
Cntrod, should want its sabbath hell to knoll 
To purest worship : that a holy priesthood. 

Chaste, simple, to iheinselves alone severe. 

Poor Jielow luxury, iidi beyond contempt, 

Environ’d with their hcavcn-lcd families, 

Should with their lives most saintly eloquence 
Breach Christ—Christ only: — while all reverend 
Learning 

III arch’d cathedral cloister, or the grove 

That bosoms deep llic calm and tbouglitfiil college, 

Sbotild licavc'>s.'ni'd merlitale, and bring lo earth 
The knowledge learnt amid llie gulden stars. 

But now shall irreligious Avarice 

Pluck from his lips the Scholar’s dole—the Tcmpl(» 

Lie desecrate in ruin—or (he night 
Of ancient i(pinrancc and error sink 
On the datk land for ever and for ever. 

QUEEN. 

Alas! Sir, why enamour me with life, 

Making me deem myself of value here. 

Here in this world, which I must leave?-So young 
To be cut off, and so untimely! cast 
A blooming branch to the cold grove* Yet Heaven,* 
Whose cause it is, will raise defenders up. , 

My child! my daughter! oh prophetic soul! 

I dare not trust, yet will not disbelieve 

Thy glorious omens. Good my Lord Archbisliop, 

Thou ’It not endure these knees should grow to earth, 

To less than Heaven; but 1 adjure thee, watch 
Her ripening spirit,'sow the se^, ne’er lost 
Though cast on the waste waters. 

« 
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CRAIfMER, 


The life and power! 


Aly sinti, my him! 


Heaven hut (tniut 


QUEEN. 

T another subject now> 


CRANMBR. 

Of them to Christ alone;— 
That heart bleeds frecliest Uiat inly bleedh. 

QUEEN. 

near with me yet, my Lord, for I must tax 
Vour kindness further. There is one, hut oue 
In all this w*orld,*my memory names, hath cause 
To think of me ns of her enemy. 

The Lady Mary; for a dyin(; woman 
Entreat her pardon. I 'vc a letter Iiciy:, 

Writt’n to the Kin^f with such poor cloqucnrc 
As I am niistri^ss of; beseech thee hear it; 

Then, if thou wilt, be thou the bearer of it. 


The LeUer. (/j) 

wSiie, your displeasure and imprisonment 
Arc all so stranj'c to me, that what to write 
1 know not, what t* excuse: you sent crcwhiie 
Mine enemy to ui(je me to confess, 

And so biTiirc your favour;—willin('ly, 

If to confess a truth ml^ht purchase me 
My ne’erHiespised safely—but Jma|;inc not 
Your wife will own a sin neVr soil’d her thou{j[liis. 
Never had Prince a wife so loyal—duteous, 

So to affection true, as your Anno Bolcyn. 

I TIi.ii name and place had been my life’s content, 
(]od and your (inicc so willini; it; yet ne’er 
Forjjol 1, that the fancy which had raised me 
AM{;ht wander to another fairer uhject. 

Yon chose me, nor de8erviri[;, nor dcsirin[', 

Your t^uecri and Partner:—hnvintf so honour’d me, 
Good, your Grace, let no li^'ht unworthy motive, 
Nor my malicious enemies' false counsel, 

NVitlidraw your favour from me, lest the slaui, 

Tir indelible stain of u disloyal heart. 

Attaint your duteous wife and royal daughter. 

Try me, (jood Kin({, but with a lawful trial, 

Not willi my foes my jiidj'cs—try me openly ; 

So shall iiiy innocence sliine forth as day. 

Your nice and jealous honour be absolved, 

Th* opprobrious voice of llie world’s slander silenced 
Or by the undoubted plainness of my (>uiU, 

Your Grace escape all censure of rash harshness, 
And God auj man approve ih’ extremest ri((our 
Of ven{*eniice on a lawless wife:—ilicii freely 
Your Grace may follow that your heart’s affection, 
Fix’d where I know, but where I may not name. 

But if my death, worse than my death, my shame, 
III your bi^h councils is already doom’d, 

I make my prayer to God to pardon you. 

To blot this most unprineely usage of me 
FronPyoitr account, when thou and I shall meet 
Before his judgment throne, where I shall stand, 
.ludge howsoe'er the world, in saintly whilcncsb. 

I’ve but one more request; on me alone, 

If It must fall, fall all thy wrath—Oh! touch not 
The innocent lives of those poor gentlemen 
In prison for my sake. If e’er thy wife 
Found favour in thy sight—if e’er thine ear 
Fo&nd music in Anne Boleyn's name—deny not 


This last, this dfing prayer. No more I tmuble ihcc. 
.The Holy Trinity keep your good (hd.'c 
In health, life, happiness, and holiiicas. 

Written from my doleful prison in the T<i\\.t. 
Your loyal and moat faithful wife, Anne Boh yn 

CRANMBR. 

God, that can make the marble heart like wax, 

Alakc this his instrument of grace! 

QUEEN. 

Amcii. 


A Prison in tlie Tower. 

Anoelo. 

ANORI.O. 

Down, iriipotcnt lemorsc! temptation, down* 

My soul ahjmes tliec ! and thou, carnal pride. 

That wilt not use the means this world calls base 
For that grc.it end, t’ advance the faith of Christ' 
What if the sp.in of some few mortil lives 
Be somewhat .sliniiik, some eyes untimely cloM'fl 
On this world's Sun, will not ten thousand souls 
Live Ihrniigli eb'niity’s unfathom’d years. 

And a whole nation walk in moral light? 

’ r is hilt the wise reicntlessncss of Heaven. 

Doth the dread earthquake fci*l remorse, th.it makes 
A populous city one vast tomb, where Guilt 
And Innocence he side liy side? Does Pity 
Pale the iiluo check of pestilence, that blasts 
Whole nations ? Doth the swci‘piiig deluge paiivi. 

And hold siispendeil its vast weight of waters. 

To give tlu* righteous time to Ily the ruin ? 

The best, the wisest, holiest Saints and Pontiffs 
Have sent fiarrc war with undisceniing vengeance 
To waste the heretic's land; for though just ileav’u 
Turn from the held of carnage—from the city 
Made desolate, far r.ather it beholds them. 

Than tlie Hercc tossings of the infernal pit, 

And Hell made rich with everl.isting souls.— 

Mere arc hut two: one guiltless, and one guilty. 

On—and be fearless—on, iny soul! 

He sle(‘ps; 

Poor wretch, thou ’It sleep ere long more deep->)icdrcariis. 
MARK (in hit sleep). 

Her voice—her voice—je heard her lute-like voice, 
Who loosed these bonds, who led me forth from dealli ? 

'T was I, your servant, I- 

Where am 11—who 

And what art thou?—The Father Angelo! 

Oh I sleep, sweet sleep, art thou a prophetess, 

Or but a gracious and most kind deceiver ? 

Oil! pul ice-biiilder—oh! thou Queen of hridal.s. 

That in the silent prison makest the hells 
Sound for the jocund marriage—oh! magician 
W'itli realm of witchcraft wide as thought—lime, plnci-, 
And circumstance, combine, and shift, and change, 
lake spirits on tliy sorcerous wand that wait, 

And all things are that ore not—night is day, 

Grief joy, death life, th' impossible becomes 
Breathing renlity; thou dost take up 
Th’ unpiilow’d beggar, and dost proudly seat biin 
Upon a throne—dost bring the Queen of queens 
Down to the level of a boy like me. 

ANGELO. 

Mark Smeaton, I am here to know thy purpose. 
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Thy calm deliberate purpose: yet’t U Cmc 
To disavow tliy dani’erous evidence— 

Yet, but not long: 1 saw the Judges pass 
Across the court, and one that bare an axe 
Went first, as to denote they sate in judgment 
Upon a capital crime. 

MASK. 

Thun she must dic^* 

If by mine oath she is found guilty, who 
Shall intercept that bloody instrument?— 

ANOELO. 

There has been stir and parleying to and fro 

Concerning a pre-contract, said to exist 

Retwet n the Queen, when young, and the Lord Piercy; 

And wherefore this, but the relenting King 

Would he content to break the chain asunder 

That galls him. 

MARX. 

Yet to swear—before iiigh He.ivcn— 
All-seeing Heaven!—Heaven, that in thunder spake 
The stern command, • Thou shalt not bear false wit¬ 
ness !■ 

ANGELO. 

'T is well:—what is't to thee if (he fierce King 
Add to his riilhless soul the crime of murder; 

And one unliousel'd heretic more bear down, 

Her soul all leprous witli its gangrene taint, 

To bum for endless ages ? I liad brought 
The deposition, that but wants thy signet 
And oalli before some witnesses that wait 
r the court without—hut to flames with it, 

And to the block with her—not worth the jeoparding 
The immortal spirit—— 

MARK. 

Not worth 1—if't were but death, 
To go to sleep in the cold grave, and know 
That she walk’d harmless in the living world. 

Oh I Sir, but Hell has some thrice darkest chamber. 
Some outcast dwelling, where the perjured hear 
The hissing and the execration of the damn'd. 

ANGELO. 

Crime is not crime but in its motive:—thou 
Art false but to be true—false to her fame, 

True to her belter interests.—But 1 came not 
To argue. Yet wlion ihou go'st lienee, take heed 
Tliott pass not o’er the hill where Traitors die; 

Lest, trammcl’d in the press, thou 'rt forced to sec. 
From first to last, tlie hideous deed—the stroke, 

The agony, the despair, the writhing hands, 

Tlie sever’d neck, the cry to Heaven, that Heaven 
Shall turn away from, and—— 

KABK. 

Give me the paper; 

Le* me not read it, lest its hideous falsehood 
Shake my faint resolution. There—’t is done! 

ANGELO. 

What, ho! within,—ye see this youth deliver 
This instrument as his own deed. 

WITNESSES. 

We do. 

ANABLO. 

Now in and sleep again. 

MABX. 

Sleep!—never more; 

The pfijtiied do not sleep; the slanderers, those 
That bear false witness-^yet Heaven knows, and Heaven 

I _ 


Will pardon—and she loo, like Heaven, will know, 

Like Heaven will pardon! Sir, I cannot think 
Thou hast deceived me; if thou hast, the tortures 
Of all eternity will be too sliort 
T avenge this wicked subornation! 

ANGBLO. 

Peace! 

MAHK. 

Oh I pardon. Sir, my thoughts do swim so strangely; 
Things all so monstrous and incredible 
Have come to puss, there *s nought that seems too strange, 
And nothing is but what could never be. 

That thou, a man of such strict saintlihess, 

Sliouldst be so false, finds credit with me only 

Because it is impossible, and far 

Beyond the reach and scope of our belief. 


A Hall in the Tower. 

Duke of Norfolk, Duke of Suffolk, Mahquis Exeter, 
and others as Judges. The Queen and Officbbs. 

MOBFOLX. 

Bead our commission. 

officer. 

Thomas Duke of Norfolk, 

The Duke of Suffolk, Manpiis Exeter, 

Earl Arundel, and certain other peers 

Here present; ye are met in the Tower of London, 

By special mandate from the King, t* arraign 
Of certain dangerous and c.ipil.il treasons 
Against the peace and person of the King 
, Anne, Queen of England. 

j CfllEB. 

Come into (lie Court 

Anne, Queen of England. 

QUREN. 

Here. 

OFFICER. 

Anne, Queen of England 
(Be seated, it beseems your Grace’s station), 

Look on this Court, these peers of England, met. 

By the King's high commission, to pass sentence 
Between thyself and the King’s Grace—hast ought 
T’ object ere thou ’rt arraign’d? 

QUEEN. 

I'd thought, my Lords, 

It had stood more with the King’s justice, more 
With (ho ustige of the land, a poor weak woman 
Had not been forced t’ abide your awful ordeal 
Alone and unadvised; that Counsel, learned 
In forms of law, and versed by subtle practice 
In forcing from the hrilxid or partial witnesses 
Tir unwilling truth, had been assigned me.—Well, 

Be’t as it is—I have an advocate 

Gold cannot fee, nor circumstance appal: 

An advocate, whose voiceless eloqucuce, 

If it should fail before your earthly court, 

Shall In a higher gain me that acquittal , 

Mine enemies* malice may deny me here— 

Mine Innocence. Proceed. 

OFFICEB. 

Anne, Queen of England, 
Thou stand’st arraign’d, that trcasonously and foully, 

I To the dishonour of bis Highness’ person 
I And slander of his issue, tliou hast conspired 
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With certain Traitors, now convict and sentenced— 
Geor(je, Viscount Rochford, Henry Norreys, Knight, 

Sir William Brercton, Francis Weston, Knights, 

And one Hark Smeaton,— ' 

QUBBR. 

Pause, Sir; heard I rightly 
My Brother's name, Lord Rochford's? I beseech you, 

My Lords, what part hears he in this Indictment! 

orricBR. 

The same with all the rest. 

QUBBN. 

Great God of Tliunder, 

Refrain thy bolt!>^my Lords, there are among ye 
Have noble Sisters, if ye deem this possible, 

I do consent ye deem it true. Go on. Sir. 

OPFICBB. 

And one Mark Smeaton. 

QUBSR. 

Would they make me smile 
With iteration of that name—a meet 
And likely lover for King Henry’s Queen! 

NORFOLK. 

Read, now, the Depositions. Kacb and all, 

My Lords, ye have perused that dangerous paper 
Written by the Lady Wingfield, now deceased— 

Heard sundry evidence of words unseemly 
And most unroyal spoken by her Grace. 

QUEER. 

The Depositions! good, my Lord—I'd thouglit 
T have seen my accusers face to face: is this 
The far renowii'd aud ancient English Justice? 

OFFICER. 

The Deposition of Lord Viscount Rochford:— 

That for lii’ impossible and hideous char^^^, 

His soul abhors it with such sickly loathing. 

Words cannot utter it: to stab the babe 
V the mother’s arms, to beat the brains from out 
A father’s hoary head, had been to nature 
Less odious, less accurst. 

QUEBR. 

There spake my brother. 

OPFIOBR. 

The Deposition of Sir Henry Norreys: 

That the Queen’s Grace is as the new-born babe 
For him—for others, he will prove her so 
In mortal combat ’gainst all England. 

Sir Francis Weston—doth deny all guilt, 

Willi an asseveration, if in thought 

Or word he liatli demean'd her Grace's honour, 

He ira))rccaies Heaven’s instant thunder-bolt. 

Sir William Brerctou—if all women here 
In England were as blameless as her Grace, 

The Angels would misbike this land for Heaven. 

Mark Smeaton doth confess- 


QUEER. 


Confess! 


OFFICER. 

• That twice 

hi guilty commerce with the Queen—— 

QUEEN. 

My Lords, 

W 110 u it hath lubom'd this wretched boy! 

] do arraign that man, in the dread court 
Whose sentence is eternity! My soul 
Shall rise in judgment, when the Heavens are fire 
Aijpund Christ’s burning throne, against that man; 


And say on eartli^e murder’d my poor body, 

And that false swearing boy's lost soul in Hell. 

OFFICBE. 

This full confession—sign’d and in the sight 
Of witnesses deliver’d, in due form 
Of law, in every part clear and authentic. 

NORFOLK, 

Anne, Queen of England, ere this high commishioii 
Pass to their final sentence, hast thou aught 
To urge upon their Lordships in defence 
Or palliation of these fearful charges? 

QUEER. 

My Lords! th’ unwonted rigour of the King 
And mine imprisonment have something sliaken 
My constant slate of mind: I do beseccli you, 

If 1 speak not so reverently or wisely 

Of the King’s jiistire as I ought, bear with me. 

I will not say, that some of you, my Lords, 

For my religion and less weighty motives, 

Arc my sworn enemies—’t were to disparage 
The unattainted whiteness of my cause. 

That had defied the malice of the Imest, 

Nor deijpis mistrust the high-soul’d enmity 
Of English Nobles. When liiut I have forced you 
To be the vouchers for niy honesty, 

My fame's pure gold shall only blaze ibe briglitcr, 

Tried in the fiirnarc of your deadly bate! 

My Lords, the King, whose bounties, numberless 
And priceless, neither time nor harsher usage 
Shall ever raze from my heart’s faithful tablets— 

The King, 1 say, took me an humble maid, 

With not a jewel but my maiden fame: 

That 1 'm bis wife, seeing the infinite distance 
Between my Father's daughter and a throne, 

Argues no base or lowly estimate. 

Tliink ye a crown so galling to the brows, 

And a Qtuiun’s name so valueless, that false 
And recreant to the virtue which advanced me, 

I should fall off thus basely ?—I am a mother. 

My t.nrds, and hoped (hat my right royal issue 

Should rule this realm; had 1 been worse than worst, 

Looser than loosest—think ye 1 *d have peril’d 

The pride of giving birth to a line of 

And robb'd my children of tlicir sceptred heritage I 

Your proofs, my Lords 1—some idle words, that spoken 

By less than me, had been forgotten air: 

The force of words dwells not on their mere letters, 

But in the air, time, place, and circumstance 
In which they 're utter’d—the poor laughing child 
Will call himself a King, will ye indite him 
Of treason! If less solemnly I 'vc spoken 
Or gravely tlian beseem'd iny queenly state, 

'T was partly tliat his Grace would take delight 
In Jicaring my light laughing words glance off; 

As is the wont in gay and courtly France:— 

Partly, that raised from such a lowly state 
Haply to fall again, I watch’d my spirit. 

Lest with an upstart pride 1 might offend 
The noble Knights whose service honour’d me. 

If thus 1 'vc err’d through humbleness familiar, 

Heaven will forgive the fault, though man be merciless! 
To the rest, my Lords! knowing nought living dared 
Attaint my fame, my enemies have ransack’d 
The grave; the Lady Wingfield hatli been summon'd 
To speak against me from her tomb—and what?— 
Vague rumours t that 1 will not say base Envy 


102 


MILMAN’S POKTICAL WOIIKS. 


(I 'U have more charity to the dead tl^ui tiiey 
, To me), hut pardonable error, zeal 
I For the Kind's honour, may have swollen to charges, 
{ Which if yo truHt, not the shrined Vestal’s pure, 
j My Lords, my Lords, ye belter know than 1 
What subtle arts, what gilded promises 
Have been employ’d to make the iiohic Knights 
• My fellow criminals, my Accusers! wdiicli 
Might uot have purchased life hy this base servioo. 
And crept into a lute and natural grave? 

But let me ask, my Lords, who, base enough, 

And so disloyal, us ('abuse thus grossly 
The bounties of so good a King, had risen 
To this wild prodigulily of honour. 

For a loose woman to lay down his head 
And taint his name, his hlooil with infamy f 
For this besotted hoy!—my Lords, I know not 
If to rehut this charge with serious s|Kiech ; 

Such ns it is, my lamis, (his iiiodcst beauty 
Made me a Queen, and other Kings disdain'd not 
To lay their Battering inccnst* at its shrine. 

My Lonis, (here’s none amongst your noblest sons 
llich in nnrestral titles, none so moulded 
By nature's cunning symmetry, so high 
In station, but my favour bad cTidan{fered 
His truth t* his King:—and I, 1 that disdain’d 
Less than a crown, with wayward wantonness 
Demean me to a half form’d, base-born slave!— 

J do demand—if that ye will not damn 
Your names to everlasting infamy 
Here, in this court, this instant, ye bring forth 
This boy: if with one word I forec you not 
To do me justice on this monstrous sl.utdor— 

Do with me us ye will. I've done, and now 
lU’iiew an old piailion —if the King, 

Abusetl and clieatcd of his wonted mercies, 

Hath sworn my death;—so order it, I pray you 
That on my head alone fall all his wrath. 

Lot these untainted gentlemen go free, 

And mine all honour’d Brother. Spare the King 
Tlie anger of iinnceusiwry crime. 

And with less blood defile your own fair names. 

NORPOI.K. 

Anne, Queen of England, first this Court commands 
You lay aside the state and ornaments 
Of England’s Queen. 


QUEKN. 

As cheerfully, my Lords, 
As a young bride her crown of virgin flowers. 


NORFOLK. 

Prisoner, give oar! I, Thomas, Duke of Norfolk, 

In the name of all th' asscmbleil Peers, declare 
The verdict of this court:—all eireiimstance. 

All proof, all depositions duly weigh’d, 

We do pronounce thee guilty of High Treason.— 
And, further, at (he pleasure of (he King, 

Adjudge thy body to be burnt with fire, 

Or thine head sever’d from thy guilty shoulders. 

QUERN. 

Lord God of Hosts!—the way I the truth! the life' 
Thou know'st me guiltless; yet, oh! visit not 
On these misjudging men their wrongful sentence— 
Show them that mercy they deny to me. 

"r Lords, my Lords, your sentence 1 impeach not! 
Y0 have, no doubt, most wise and cogent reasons, 
Bqsc beard perhaps in tli' open court, to shame 


The wretched evidence adduced. My Lords, 

1 ask no pardon of my God, for this 
Of which ye've found me guilty—to the King 
In person and in heart I’ve been most true. 

Haply 1 ’vc been unwise, irreverent. 

And willi unscetnly jealousies arrai(pi’d 
His unexampled goodness. This 1 say uot 
To lengthen out my too protracted life, 

For God hath given, will give me strength to die. 

I am not so proudly honest, but the grief 

Of niy suspected chastity is gall 

And wormwood to me; were’t not my sole treasure, 

It less had pain’d me thus to sec it blaekcn'd. 

My Lords, I feikc my leave :—upon your heads, 
Upon your families, on all (his kingdom, 

On him who is its head and cliiefost grace, 

The palm of Europe's sovereignty, may He.avcn 
Tt.iin hiessltigs to the end of time—that most, 

And most abundant, liis redeeming grace! 


A Prison. 

Magdalene, Mark Smeaiun. 

MAUOAI.BNE. 

Oh! M.aik, Mark, Mark, to find thee here, and thus! 
Brother, that I slinnld come to shaiiie through thee! 
Through thee, my heart's one pride ! 1 pray'd my w.iy j 
Through mocking men (o find thee. Some dkl spurn me, i 
Did almost void their rheum on me; and some 
Pitied me with more barbarous charity 
That 1 'in thy Sister; thou whom 1 had cliosen 
Before the proudest Knight of all the Court. 

And thou iiiiisc die—all croak’d that in mine car, 
ThcBavcus! All in drear accord.— 

MARK. 

Die! die! 

Oh! yes—the solemn forms must he gone through, 

And (he stern sentence read and register'd. 

And then!—oh then ! what pride of rank, what distanre ; 
Shall keep two branded criminals asunder? 

Oh ' pardon me, that ihus my selfish soul 
Bijoice in thy debasement: thou wilt Know 
What I have risk’d, have suffer’d, all for thee. 

Oh! what's the world—its infamy—its pride— 

To those thrf love ? they 're their own world. 

MAGDALENE. j 

Oh ! Mark, ! 

Dear Mark, this dreadful prison, and the awe 
Of death—tlie guilt—oh! would I dared deny it; I 

The guilt hath made thee frantic: not a word 
Hath meaning to mine cars—thou look’st on me, 

Not as a man condemn’d to die, with eyes 
All gleamiug with a Iiorrid joy. 

MARK. 

Thou, too, 

Thou only, Magdalene, shall find free entrance 
To the retired garden of our joy. 

The above, Angelo. 

MARK. 

Oh I Father Angelo! is she set free 7 
Where is she gone? may I yet follow her, 

And tell her with wdiat violence to my soul 
1 've forced and bow'd myself to crime to save her ? 

ANGELO, 

She will be free anon; thou first. 
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MARK. 

Dost say so ? 

Now will I wait, and linger all unseen; 

And when the massy doors roll baek, and slow 
The huge portcullis groans along its grooves. 

And down the drawbridge falls—I shall behold her, 
Along the frowning (lies of gloomy archers, 

*CJoinc gliding like a swan on turbid waters. 

ANGBLO. 

Deceive thyself iio more—I spake of freedom, 

For death it is that frees tli' encumber’d spirit 
From the dark prison of this world; nor she 
Nor thou nhall ever*p<iS8 those iron gates, 

Rut to til’ appointed stroke of death. 

MAGDA LKNE. 

Look, look! 

Flo cannot speak! lie chokes, he shivers'—look, 
lie’s dying. Oh ! already you have kill'd him. 

My Brother, awake! 

ANGELO. 

Oh! youlli, whom Heaven hath chosen 
For its blind inslniment to work the ruin 
Of its most deadly enemy, I ’in come 
To fit thee for iliy sacrilicc—arise 
A Martyr to the glorious caasc. 1 open 
The gates of Heaven before thy mounting soul. 

MARK. 

Devil! no man of God! unmeasured liar! 

My soul is sirk at thee. Thou hold the keys 
Of Heaven, thou bloody wretch forsworn 7 thou worse, 
If worse can be than mine own perjured seif, 

1 spurn thee, curse ibcc, execrate lliy faith 
And (lice! 

ANGELO. 

Die, then! die lost, accurst for ever! 

(lO With thy leprous soul unwasli’d to Hell, 

To sec what hideous torments wait on perjury. 


MARK. 


Avaunt! 


ANGELO. 

Weak hoy and thankless, whom 1 ’ve wrought 
To be a sharer in this great design; 

> Were tliine bead crown’d, thy body rough with scars 
Won in the service of the (Church, the joy 
And piide of nations wailing on thy footsteps, 

1 'd trample on ihy corpse with mcrcile^ heel, 

If o’er it lay my way to lift the throne 
Of Peter o'er the carnal I.ords of earth. 

MAGDALENE. 

Oh! save him—save him! 1 have heard thee speak 
In language (hat might melt the stoniest hearts, 

I’ve heard thee pray with such souUkindling warmth 
Beside the lied of our departed Motlicr, 

That iron bonds had burst like flax before thee. 

ANGELO. 

It stinds not in my power; but oh! rash youth, 

Go not a rebel to the Cburcb, to meet 

The Cititreh’s Lord:—kneel, I entreat thee, kneel; 

'•Let «ne not say 1 ’ve slain thy soul; confess, 

Aepvnt, and be absolved. 

MARK. 

Avaunt!—away !— 

Wash thine own soul from thine own sins: kneel thou, 
ilowl for thy crimes, thy treasons, and thy murders! 
And* if Christ give me power to pardon tliec, 

T wiy more avail thee in thy hour nf need 


Than all thy formftl conjuring absolutions. 

With her—with her—the gracious, good, and chaste, 

I ’ll take my everlasting portion; trust 

Even where she trusts; go where sliu goes_Oh! no, 

My perjuries! my murders! when my soul 
Would rise to track the starlight path of V.ers, 

They’ll hiss me, howl me down, down, down to black¬ 
ness, 

'Fo liorror, now the element of my soul. 

ANGRLO. 

The bell! It sounds for thee, it summons thee, 

I hear the trampling feet down the long galleries; 

Thu grating bolls full back : kneel, kneel—tlie Churcb 
Will pardon thy wild words—be reconciled. 

MARK. 

Off!—I will have no share or portion with you. 

Think you your crimes and murders, ye, no Priests 
Of the great GihI of Truth and Holiness, 

V«'ill not out-prcach you from the face of earth: 

This air at length shall purify itself 
From your curst doctrines. 

ANGELO. 

Saints and lioly Angels, 

Hear not his bl.'isphcmies! but thee, luy daughter, 

Will I bestow among some holy Sistui's. 

MAGDALENE. 

W’ith thee, my Rrntlicr’s Murderer? thee, whose guile 
Has tainted his imniortel soul with sin 7 
Sir, I’m a weak and foolish maid; 1 know not 
The niee distinetion of yoiir rival creeds ; 

Rut this 1 know—’t is not the f.iith of Christ, 

Of Christ the merciful, the sinless Christ, 

To guile an innocent youth lo such asin, 

And make .a murderer of a heart had paused 
To take the meanest insect’s life. Oh ! Rrolher, 

Dc.ir Brother, 1 will die with thee; they *11 leave 
A corner in thy narrow bed where I 
May creep and hide my weary head. 

ANGELO. 

Be wise. 

MAGDALENE. 

No—if I may not die, I ’ll starve—I 'll beg— 

I ’ll serve the bas«tt aud most loathsome office, 

Ere owe my pittance to my Brother’s murderer. 

ANGELO. 

They 're here—they arc at the door. 

MAGDALENE. 

All !— 

MARK. 

Peace, my Sister! 

Look you, I'm calm. I've hope—but not of life. 

I 'll tell thee—bark! I will go fortli—I ’ll stand 
Before tbe public eye—and then and there 
1 will undo the deadly crime I’ve done; 

Unswear what I have sworn, with such strange oatlis 
That they perforce shall cancel their rash doom, 

And she shall live, and not quite curse my memory. 
Thougli their drums roll, and trumpets blare, I ’ll 
shriek 

The audible trntb—and then I '|1 lay me down 
And take my quiet death—my quivering tongue 
Still murmuring of her slander'd innocence. 

And God shall give me grace not to denounce thee; 
Thou shall live on, and eat tliy heart to see 
Thy frustrate malice. Live, and still behold 
Man after man, and kingdom after kingdom, 
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Fall from the faith that perjures—mftrdcn! Hark I 
They ’re here—oh, Magdalene!—Farewell. 


MAGDAL£Nt. 

Not yet, 

I ’ll not part yet; there's none to pray for thee 
Uut 1; there ’a none to wind thy corpse—to weep, 

To die upon it. 

MASK. 

Call on Christ, my Sister, 

On Christ alone; cry loudly, fervently. 

They ’re here—come, come. 

MAGDALKNB. 

Go on, I 'll follow thee, 
Even to the brink, into the grave, go on; 

Till 1 am pluck’d perforce from thee, 1 *11 follow. 

ANGELO (alone). 

Oil! thou that thrice dentedst the Lord of f.ife, 

Yet wert the Hock on which ih’ Ktcrn.'il Gliiircii 
Was built, thou knowst, O Petei I that in zeal 
For thy soul-s.iving throne, against my nature, 

1 've cost away this life. Oh! ihy servant 
Have ou|;ht deserved by this self-sarriHcc, 

Thou with thy powerful intercession stand 
Between his soul and endless hurnings. Grant 
The AJasst's I will pay, while life is mine, 

.May stake full .soon the Purgatorial lires, 

And gales of Paradise come breathing o’er 
His rescued spirit! 

So on to death, poor youth. 

Not uiiabandon’d, not unwept by him 

Whose aid thou scorncst now; but thou shalt own 

There, where all motives and all hearts are known. 

A Chamber in the Totver. 

QUEEN. 

O Heaven I will they keep up this heavy din 
For ever, mocking me w'illi hope, that now 
For me they ’re knolling—roll on roll, and clash 
On clash!—Oh ! music most unmusical I 
That never soundest hut when graves are open, 

And widows’ hearts arc breaking, and pale uqihans 
Wringing their hands above a silent bier.— 

Four knells have rung, four now are dust—thou only 
Remain’st, my Brother! thou art kneeling now, 

n.ire ihy majestic neck-A pause—more long 

Than wonted; hath the mercy of the King— 

The justice rather?—shall thou rush again 
To our poor Mother’s arms, and tell her yet 

She *8 not all childless?-Still no sound!—alas! 

U may be that the rapture of deep pity, 

And admiration of his noble bearing, 

Suspends all hands at their hlood-rccking work. 

And casts a spell of silence o’er all sounds.— 

Ha! thou low-rolling doubling drum—I hear thee! 
Stem bell, that summon*8t to no earthly temple! 

Thou *rt now a worshipper in Heaven, my brother, 
And thy poetic spirit ranges free 
Woilds after worlds, confest th’ immortal kindred 
Of the blest uiigcls—for thy heaven-caught fire. 

Still like that fire sprang upward, and made pure 
Th’ infected air of this world as it pass'd. 

My child—my mother—they've forbidden me 
To see ouce more on earth your dear loved faces; 
There's mercy in their harshness—here’s no place 
To entertain the future Queen of England, 


And God hath given me courage to keep down 
The mother in my heart; thou too, my parent, 

What liadst thou done but tom my heart asunder, 

And all distracted my calm thoughts of Heaven? 

£nter Sia William Kingston. 

QUEEN. 

Now all is o’er witli those brave gentlemen— 

They died, I know, Sir, as they lived, right nobly. 

KINGSTON. 

They gave their souls to their Redeemer, Lady, 

Witli protestations of your Highness’ innocence, 

’T was their sole care and thought in death; they dnred 
Heaven’s utmost vengeance if they falsely swore. 

QUFEN. 

And that false youth, clear’d he our honour ? 


KINGSTON. 


Loud 


He shriek’d and struggled, not with fear of death, 

But with the liiirthcu of some painful secret 
He would unfold—the rapid CKccutioncr 
Cut short his wailing. 

QUVEN, 

Most unrighteous speed! 

KINGSTON. 

Your Majesty's prepared ? 

QUEEN. 

Oh! pomp of phrase. 

To fell a sinner to prepare for judgment; 

And yet, I think, Christ Jesus, throiigh thy blood, 

I ’ni but about to change an eaithly crown 
For one that s amaranth. 

Tliere is no end 

Of the unexhausted bounties of the King: 

He made me first the Alarcliioncss of Pembroke, 
Duchess of Dorset, then his sceptred Queen ; 

And now a new advancement he prepares me. 

One of Heaven's nngcls.— 

1$ it true, Sir William, 

You've brought from Calais a most dextrous craftsman 
In th* art of death?—here's much ado, good truth, 

To smite asunder sucli a neck as tins, 

My own slight hands gfiisp easily. 

Ye weep 

To see me smile—1 smile to sec yon wc'cp. 

1 have no teura. 1 have been reading o’er 
His agony that suffer’d on the cross 
For such poor sinners as myself, and there 
Mine eyes spent all their moisture. 

KINGSTON. 

We rejoice 

To sec your Highness meet your doom thus calmly. 

QUEEN. 

I am to die—what’s that?—why, thou and I 

And all of us die every night; and duly 

Morn to our spirits* resurrection comes 

With rosy light, fresh flowers, and birds* sweetanthems; 

But when our grave's our bed, that instant comas 

A morning, not of this world's trcaclierous light. 

But fresh with palms, and musical witli angels. 

Oh! but a cruel,shameful, public death— 

There’s no disease will let the spirit loose 
With less keen anguish than the sudden axe; 

And for the shame—the sen^e of that’s wiilitn! 

I *ve thoughts brook no communion or with that 
Or fear. My death the Lord may make a way 
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T advance his {;;racious purpose to this land t 

Tlicre ’ll he, will see a delicate timid woman 

Lay down her cheerful head upon the block 

Ah on a silken pillow; when tlu'y know 

*T was Christ that even at that dread hour rebuked 

Weak Nature's fcopi, returuinj home, they ’ll kneel 

And seek that power that turns our death to triumph.— 

Sir, an? you ready’—they’ll allow me time 

To pray even there.—Go forward, Sir, we 'll follow 


The Scaffold, 
t QUEEN. 

My fellow siilijccts, I am here to die 1 

Tlie l.iw hath judi^eit me—to the law I how. 

lie that doth know all hearts, before who.S(> throne, 

Kiv \e have re.icliM yoiii homes, I shall stand Iremhlini;— 
1 Cofl knows—I've lived as pure and chaste assnow 
j New fallen from Heaven; yet do not ye, my friends, 

I Ihesiimpliioits jiid^;c anew my dan{;eruus came, 

' Lest \e hias])heiiie a(;aiiist the wonted |;o^P^s 
; Of the Kind’s Gi.ice—most uiereifnl aud f'cntlc 
I I’ve ever known him, and if e’er betray’d 
j I’roni Ins kind nalni'c, by most co{*ent reasons. 

I Adore the hidden si'ercts of his juMiee 
As ye would Heaven’s. Deseecli yon, my {|ood friends, 

II Ml my plenitude of power T’ve done 
I Not .ill the (',ood I u)i(;hr, ve ]Mrdun ine:— 
j If there he here to whom 1 '\e spoken harshly 
fh' proudly, humbly Icnireat foi'i'lveuess. 

—No, Sir, I 'll we.ir no li.iu<la(>e o'er mine ejes, 

Foi (hey ean look oii death, and will not slirink. 
ISeseeeli you, Slis, with modesty iirirohc me, 

And let my women h.ive tlie decent charge 
' Of niy pool hndy. 

j Now, Cod lilcss the Kin{y, 

j And make his Gospel .shine ihtoiipjiout the land! 

r 

( 

I 

I 


NOTES. 


Note I, paQe 86, col. j. 

From die Curlbusiao'e decimated booia. 

The OEceiition of the Prior and several of the Brethren 
of the Gartlmsian Monastery for denying; thp King's Su' 
prcmacy, w.is amongst the most harli.irous transactions 
of this period, the chief guilt of wliicli must he attri* 
buted to the unrelenting disposition of the King. 

Note 2 , isnge go, col. 7. 

In that proud Frcluie's heart a noble chord 
I tdui.L'J, now burp vro nu a Imier itrin(;. 

All writers agree in the unprincipled and tiimalnral 
ehnractei of lhcCountes.s of Rocliford, who suffered .at 
a subsequent period for being accessary to the criminal 
conduct oft^)ucen Catharine Howard. 

Note 3, page 94 , col. 2. 

Miali I iiod jutiice, Sir? 

The singular conduct and language of Anne when 
she was arrested issliietly liistnrieal. SeeBuHNKT's His¬ 
tory of the iteformation. 

Note 4 , page 99 , col. 1 . 

Tiiu Lutlcr. 

This is little more than a vcrsincation of the celubrat* 
ed letter, the authenticity of which Mr Ellis appears to 
have established. 


Httit Maxti$v Of aitttiof!) 

A DRAMATIC POEM. 


I 

I INTRODUCTION. 

I 

I 

! 

I This poem is foundctl on the following part of the 
! History of Saint Margaret. She was the dau{'htcr of a 
I heathen priest, and beloved by Olybius, the Prefect of 
I the East, who wished to marry her. The rest of the 
' legend I have thought myself at liberty to discard, and 
! to lill u]) the outline as my own imagination suggesteil. 

I Gibbon has so well condensed all the information which 
I remains to us from Strabo, Chrysostom, Sozomeu, and 
I the writings of Julian the Apostate, relative to Antioch, 
the Temple and sacred grove of Daphne, that the 
, reader will be able to comprehend from his florid, and 
I too glowing description, moat of the allusions to these 
[ subjects contained in the poem. The passage occurs in 
I his * venty-third chapter. 

•j The martyroIogisU) have dwelt alm<«t exclusively on 
j the outward and bodily sufferings of the early Chris- 
•; tians. They have descrilicd with almost anatomical 
procision die various methods of torture. The con¬ 

I 


sequence has been, the neglect of their writings; in 
perusing which . mind of the least sensibility shrinks 
witli such loathing and abhorrence from the tedious 
detail of suffering, as to become insensible to the calm 
reaigii.itioii, the simple devotion, the exulting hope of 
the sufftirer. But these writers have rarely and briefly 
noticed the intcrual and mental agonies to which the 
same circumsUinces inevitably exposed the converts. 
The surrender of life, when it appeared most highly 
gifted with the blessings of Providence; the literal 
abandonment of this world, when all its pleasures, its 
riches, and its glories were in their power; the violent 
severing of those ties, which the gentle spirit of Chris¬ 
tianity had the more endeared; the self-denial, not of 
the ungodly lusts, but of the most innocent affections; 
that last and most awful conflict, when « brother de¬ 
livered biotber unto death, and the father the child,* 
when ■ a man’s foes were chose of his own household,» 
—it was from such trials, not those of the Arc and the 
stake alone, that the meek religion of Christ came forth 
triiimphunt. In such a situation it has lioen iny object 
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to represent the mind of a young Ad tender female; 
and 1 liayc opposed to Christianity the most beautiful 
and the most natural of Heathen superstitions—the 
worship of the Sun. The reader^ it is to he hoped, will 
recollect that although the following poem is in most 
part a work of imagination, there were iniiUiludcs who 
really laid down their lives for the faith of Christ, under 
circumstances equally appalling and afllictivc; for that 
faith, to the truth or falsehood of which they had 
demonstrative evidence in their power and in their pos* 


session. 


CHARACTERS. 

Oltbius, Prefect of the East. 

Vopiscirs. 

Mackb, Governor of the City 
CAt.LiAS, Priest of yfpoflo. 

Fadius, Bishop of Antioch 
Diodotus, ] 

CnAsrNUs, f Christians. 

CALANTniAS, / 

Offeers. 

Citizens. 

Christians. 

A Shepherd. 

Margasita, daughter of Callias. 

Maidens of Antioch. 

SCFiNF.'—^ntioc/i in the reign of the Emperor Probut. 


THE MARTYR OF ANTIOCH. 


SCENE. 

The /Vottt of the Temple of Apollo, in the Daphne near 

Antioch. 

Olybius, Maceb, Rotnans, Citizens of Antioch, Callias, 

Priests. 

CROBUS OV YOUTHS. 

Lord of the golden day! 

That hold'st thy 6ery way, 

OuMaszling from the heavens each waning star; 

What time Aurora fair 

With loose dew-dropping hair, j 

And the swift Hours have yoked thy radiant car, , 

Thou mountest Heaven's blue steep, 

And the universal sleep 

From the wide world wiUidra>w its misty veil; 

The silent cities wake, 

Th’ encamped armies shake 
Their unfurl’d banners in the freshening gale. 

The basking earth displays 
Her green breast in the blase; 

And all the Gods upon Olympus' head, 
ffi haughty joy behold 
Thy trampling coursers bold 
Obey diy sovereign reign with stately trend. 


; I CBORUS or MAIDENS. 

1 Lord of the Speaking lyre! 

: That with a tuucli of (ire 

1 Strikest music, which delays the charmed spiieres; 
i And with a soft control 

> Dost steal away the soul, 

' And draw from melting eyes delicious tears— 
t 

I Thou the dead hero's name 

Dost sanctify to fame, 

Embalm'd in rich and ever-fragrant verse; 

• In every sunlit clime, 

Through all eternal time 
Assenting lands his deathless deeds rehearse. 

The lovesick damsel, laid 
Beneath the myrtle shade. 

Drinks from thy cup of song with raptured ear, 
And, dead to all around, 

Stive the sweet liliss of sound, 

I Sits heedless that her soul's beloved is near. 

CHORUS OF YOUTHS. 

Lord of the unerring bow, 

Wiiose fateful arrows go 

Like shafts of liglitning from the quivering string: 
Pierced through each se.iiy fold, 

Enormous Python roll’d, 

While thou tnurnplnml to the sky didst spring; 

And scorn and beauteous ire 
Steep'd with ennobling lire 
Thy quivering lip and all thy beardless face; 

Loose Hew thy clustering hair, 

\Yhilc thou the trackless air 
Didst walk in all thine own celestial grace. 

CHORUS OF MAIDENS. 

Lord of the holy spring, 

Where the Nine Sisters sing, 

Their dearest haunt, our Syrian (!astaly, 

There oft the eutranced maid, 

By the cool waters Laid, 

' Feels all her labouring bosom full of ihec. 

The kings of earth stand near 
In p.ilc religious fear; 

The purple Sovereign of imperial Rome 
in solemn awe hath heard 
The wild prophetic word, 

That spake the cloud-wrapt mystery of his doom. 

CHOBUS or YOUTHS. 

Lord of the gorgeous shrine, 

Where to thy form divine 
The snow-white line of lessening pillars leads' 

And all the frontispiece, 

And every sculptured frieze, s- 

Is rich and krcalhiiig witli thy gOvlUke deeds. 

Here by the lulling deep 
Thy mother seems to sleep 
On the wild margin of the lloating isle, 

Her new-born infants, thou, 

And she the wood-Nympli now, 

Lie slumbering on her breast, and slumbering smile., 
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Here in her pride we see 
The impious Niobe, 

'Mid all her boasted race in slaughter piled, 

Folding in vain her vest. 

And cowering with fond breast 
Over her last, her youngest, loveliest child. 

CHORUS or MAIDENS. 

Lord of the cypress grove, 

That here in baffled love 
The soft Tliessalian maid dklst still pursue; 

Until her snowy foot 
In the grcei] earth took root, 

And in thine arms a verdant laurel grew. 

And still iliy tenderest beams 
' Over our falling streams 

! At shadowy eve delight to hover long; 

I They to Orontes' tide 

In liquid music glide 

Through hanks that blossom their sweet course along. 

And still in Daphne’s hower 
Thou wandercsi many an hour, 

Kissing the turf by her light footsteps trod; 

And Nymphs at noontide deep 
Start from their dreaming sleep, 

And in his glory see the hright-liair’d God. 

CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND MAIDENS. 
riicehns Apollo, hear! 

Great Lyrian king, appear, 

Como from thy Cynthinn steep, or Xanthus' shore, 
Here to thy Syrian home 
In visible godliead come, 

And o'er our land thy choicest influence pour. 

CALLIAS. 

Break off the hymn. And now the solemn rites 
Are duly paid; the hundred steers have bled; 

O'er all the Temple the rich incense curls 
In clouds of fragrance; and the golden cups 
In generous libation have pour'd forth 
The honied wiue; and all along the shade 
Of s.icred Daphne halli your pomp been led, 

Waking the slumbering echoes from tlicir caves, 

To multiply the adoring lo Pican 
To great Apollo. 

SECOND PRIEST. 

Callias! our God, 

That yesterday on our £lcan games 

Shone with a splendour, even as though a veil. 

Which to that day had diinm’d his full divinity, 

Had been rent off; our God hath centred now 
As 'I were the gather’d light of many noons 
Within his orb to honour this our festival. 

MACER. 

Nor wonder! for did ever elder Greece, 

Whui^all her cities and her kings were met 
On the Olympic plain, or where the priestess 
Sate, speaking fate, upon her Delphic tripod, 

With richer rite, or statelier ceremony, 

With nobler or more spotless hecatombs. 

Propitiate the immortal Gods? 

OtYfilUS. 

Great Rome 
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f MACka. 

What, then, is wanting? 

SECOND raiEST. 

What, but the crown and palm-like grace of all 
The sacred virgin, on whose footsteps Beauty 
Wails like a handmaid; whose most peerless form 
Light as embodied air, and pure as ivory 
Thrice polish’d by the skilful statuary, 

Moves in the priestess’ long and flowing robes, 

While our scarce^irring worship doth adore 
The servant ratlier than the God. 

TRIED PRIEST. 

The maid 

Whose living lyre so eloquently speaks. 

From the deserted grove the silent birds 
Hang liovcring o’er her; and we human hearers 
Stand breathless as the marbles on tlic walls, 

That even themselves seem touch'd to listening life 
All animate with the inspiring ecstasy. 

FIRST ROMAN. 

Thou mean'st the daughter of die holy Callias; 
r once beheld her, when the thronging people 
Press'd round, yet parted still to give her way, 

Even as the blue enamour'd waves, when first 
The sca-horn (ioddess in her rosy shell 
Sail’d the calm ocean. 

SECOND PRIEST. 

Margarit.!, come, 

Come ill thy zonclcss grace, tliy flowing locks 
Oowu'd with the laurel of the God; the lyre 
Accordant lo thy slow and musical steps. 

As grateful’t would return the harmony 
That from tiiy touch it wins. 

THIRD PRIEST. 

Come, Margarita. 

This long, this bashful, timorous delay 
Beseems thee well, and thou wilt come die lovelier, 

Even like a late long-look'd for flower in spring. 

SECOND PEIEST. 

Still silent I some one of the sacred priests 
Enter, and in Apollo’s name call forth 
The tardy maiden. 

CALLIAS. 

Shame upon the child, 

That thus will make th' assembled lords of Antioch, 

And sovereign Rome's imperial Prefect, wait 
Her wayward pleasure. 

FOURTH PRIEST {returningfront within). 

Callias! 

CALLIAS. 

11a! what now ?— 

FOURTH PRIEST. 

Callias! 

CALLIAS. 

Hath lightning smitten thee to silence? 

Or hath son *1 sinister and angry sign, 

The bleeding statue of the god, or birds 
Obscene within the secret sanctuary. 

Appall'd thee? 

FOUETB PRIEST. 

In the holy place we sought her; 
Trampled in dust we found dio laurel crown, 

The lyre unstrung cost down upon the pavcinciit. 

And the dishonour’d robes of prophecy 
Scatter’d unseemly here and Uiere—and- 


Herself not costlier. 
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CALLIVS. f 

What? 

FOURTH PRIEST. 

And Margarita was not there. 

CALLIAS. 

Not there! 

My child not there! Prefect Olybius, 

This is thy deed—1 knew tliat thou didst love her, 

And mine old heart was proud to see thee stand 
Before her presence, awed; the sovereign lonl 
Of Asia, Rome’s renown’d and consular ra]>tain, 

Awed by my timid, Idushing child ; whom now 
Uis Roman soul hath nobly dared to rend 
From her afflicted father. 

OLYRIIIS. 

Holy O.’illi.is, 

By Mars, my god, tliou wrong'st me! 

CALLIAS. 

Oh, my lord! 

Tyrant, nor lord! inhuman ravisher! 

Dissembling Tarqiiin !—hut it is no fable, 

That great Apollo onre avenged Iiis prit?st, 

When broke the wasting pl.igtic o'er Agamemnon, 

And all the myriad shijis of (hvece. 

OLYUItTS. 

Old man, 

But that thy daughter's unrurgoltcii loveliness 
Hallows thy wrath- 

CALLUS. 

By Heaven ! yet I 'll have justice, 
If 1 do travel to the emperor’s Ihione. 

1 ’ll raise a cry so loud, that all the palace 
In which great ('a»sar dwells, ihe Capitol, 

And every stone within the Flernal City, 

Shall with my wrongs rcs<Mind. Ah, fond old man ! 
My trcnihling limbs h.ave lost their only stay, 

And lliat sweet voire that utter'd all iny wishes, 

Reading them in niy seeret heart williin, 

Shall never thrill ag.iln upon mine ears! 

I may go wandering forth another t^)]Cdipus, 

But with no fond Antigone- 

CITIXKNS. 

Hark ! hark! 

A trumpet sound! a messenger from Romo. 

CALLIA5. 

From Rome f from Rome! it is thy doom, destroyer! 
The sunbeams have beheld thy deed of shame, 

And have proclaim’d it; the arraigning winds 
Have blown my injuries and thy disgrace 
0\er the wide f.ice of the listening earth; 

And ('.Tsar's arm of justice is outstretch'd 
To strike and punish! 

The ahovct Vopiscus. 

VOPtSCUS. 

Great Olybius, 

I am the bearer of the emperor's mandate, 

Would I might add of wonted thanks and praise. 

‘T is said that here in Antioch, the high place 
And chosen sanctuary of those Galileans, 

Who with tlieir godless and incestuous rites 
Offend the thousand deities of Rome, 

Making them waste our uiildew'd lands with dearth, 
Auaint our wholesome airs with pestilence, 

And shake tli' indignant earth, even till our cities. 

With all tlieir unwvn'd multitudes, sink down 


I Into the sudden yawning chasms lieiieatli them;— 

'T is said, even here Olybius hath let sleep 

The thunders of the law, which should liave stniUeii 

With the stern frequency of angi’y Jove, 

When with fierce storms he darkens half the world! 
NVheiefore, instead of flying in close haunts 
And C.1VCS, and woods, the stern extermination. 

They climb our palaces, they crowd our camps, 

They cover ail our wide and lioundless realms; 

While the sad Pi icsts of all our Gods do sit 
Round their cold alLirs and uiigiftcd shrines. 

Waiting in vain for victim or oblation. 

OLYBIUS. 

It moves no wonder that Vopiscus comes 
To tiiint with negligence Olybius' rule, 

Not ignor.int that Vopiscus were well pleased 
If that this Kastern Prefecture should p.iss 
To abler hands, perchance his own.—To the charge. 

It is most (rue that I have sought to si.iy 
This frciuy, nut with angry fire and sword, 

But with a lofty .and conteinptiioiiK mercy. 

That scorn'd too much to punish. For my heart 
W.is sick nf .seeing beatdiess yniitli and age 
We.irjingthe p-ill'd and glutted executioner; 
Kxhaiisting ,ill tlie subtlest arts of torture 
With choorfni patience: even soft inaideiis moving, 
Willi flowcr-crown’d locks, and pale hut smiling cliceks, 
To the consuming fito as to their lirid.il. 
r S.UV in this wild scorn of death a grandeur 
Worthy a iiohler c.uu^, 't was Roman vii tue, 

Thoiigli iKit toi Roman glory. But, Vopiscus, 

I am not one that xvears a subject's duly 
Loose .md c.ist off whene’er the changeful will 
Would clothe itself in sole authority. 

The edict of the ICmneror is to me 
As the iinrepeah'd woid of f.ile. To doalli 
It doth dcvolc Ihcse Chrislians, and to death 
My voii'u shall doom them. Not Vopisi us self, 

Wliom 1 invite to .slinre my sUaii trihmial, 

But shall confess th’ obedience of Olybius. 

THK PhOl’LK. 

Fjong live Ihe Christians' scourge!—long liveOlyliius! 
Hasle, drag them forth, the accnrsefl of our gods. 

SEcoNn pRifsr. 

SIic come** —site is here—the I)c‘aiitc‘(>ii.s Margarita. 

CALLIA3. 

My child! .ind thou art lue.ilhing still!—Come back 

llnlo my desolate heart—thy father, child- 

These ciiokiiig tears' they would not flow but now. 

MtROARITA. 

Dear f.ithcr! 

CALLISS. 

Rut, sweet daughter, how is this, 

Upon our solemn day of festival, 

Thus darkly clad, and on thy close>bound locks 
Ashes, and sackcloth on thy tender limbs! 

MARGARITA. 

I thought the rites Iiad been o'erpass'd ere now, •< 

Or- 

GALL1AS. 

Hatii the god afflicted thee, my child ? 
MARGARITA. 

My God, indeed, afflicts me, father. 

OLYBIUS. 

Priests! 

We mourn, that we must leave th’ imperfect rites. 
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Deeply we mourn it, when bright Mar(;anta 
YoiJchsarcs her late and mucb-dchirod presence. 

So on to>morrow for our Judf^ment IJall. 

Let nil the fires be kindled, and brin{* forth 
The lon(; rliituscd racks, nnd f.ttjl en{;iiies. 

Their rust mu.st be wash’d off in blood. Proclaim 
Tliat every miilly worshipper of Christ 
Be dra(,'g*d before us.—lla!— 

MACEIft. 

What frantic cry 

With insolent interruption breaks upon 
Rome’s Prefect.' 

• MANY VOICES. 

Lo the priestess I Lo the priestess! 

SECOND PRIEST. 

She hath fuH’n down upon her knees; her hair 
Is scatter’d like a cloud of {[old; her hands 
Are clasp’d across her swellinj^' breast; her eyes 
Do hold a sad rominunion with the heavens. 

And her lips move, yet make no sound. 

TUIQU PRIEST. 

IJaste—haste— 

The laurel crown—‘the laurel of the Ood— 

She's wrapt—possess’d! 

MARUARirA. 

The crown—thecrown of{jlory— 
Cod f'ivc me (^racc upon mv hlcoilinu hrow.s 
To wear it. 

SECOND PRIEST. 

She is distracted by our {ja/e— 

She shrinks and treniMcs. l.ead her in . the tiiinre 

Wdl pass anon, and her unsealed lips 

I'oiir foilh the mystic uniiibers, that men hear. 

And feci the inspiring; deity. 

oi.YBirs. 

(Jn—away' 

THE propi.F. 

Loiij; live the Christians’ seoui(;et—lon(; live Olybius! 

ciioitiis AROUND me temple. 

Phrrbus Apollo, bear! 

Croat Lyci.ni kinj; appear. 

Come from thy Cyiithiaii steep, or Xanthus’ shore; 

Here to thy Syrian liorne, 

In visible {jodhoad come, 

And o’er our land tby choicest influence pour. 

CHORUS ROUND OLYBIUs. 

Co on thy ilow'r-strewn load, 

The champion of our (;od, 

By Pheehns’ self his chosen chief confess'd; 
llis hii(j[li(est splendours bask 
Upon thy (;lowirj(| casque. 

And (jild the waving glories of thy crest. 


77ie Grove of Daphne. 

^ Evening. 

MARGARITA. 

My way is through the dim licentious Daphne, 
Ard evening darkens round my stealtliful steps; 
Yet I must pause to rest my weary limbs. 

Ob, thou polluted, yet most lovely grove! 

Hath the Almighty breathed o’er all tby bowers 
An everlasting spring, and paved thy walks 
^ViUi amaranthine Bowers—are but the winds, 


Whose breath isifenile, suffm’d to entangle 
Their light wings, not unwilling prisoners. 

In thy thick branches, tlierc to nuke sweet murmurs 
With the bees’ hum, and melodies of buds. 

And all tlie voices of the bimdred foimlains, 

That drop translucent from the inouniain’s side, 

And lull themselves along tlicir level course 
To slunilierwith their own soFt>slidiug sounds; 

And all for foul idolatry, or worse, 

To make itself a home and vinctuary ? 

Oh, second Eden, like the first, defiled 
With sin ' even like thy human habitants, 

Thy winds and flowers and watci-s have forgot 
The gracious hand tliat made them, niinisters 
Voluptuous to m.in’s transgressions—all, 

Save thou, sweet nightingale! that, like myself, 
Pourcst alone thy melancholy song 
To silence and to God——not iindistiirh’d— 

The velvet turf gives up a quickening sound 
Of coming steps.—oh, thou that lovest the holy, 
Protect me from the sinful—from myself 1 
’T w.as wliat I fear’d—Olybius! 

OLYfiiirs, Margarita. 


oLvnius. 

Margarita, 

I lic.trd hut now that thou liadst wander’d hither. 
And follow'd thee, my love. 

MAUbARIl'A. 

My lord, mine haste 

Brooks no delay. 

OI.YIIIUS. 

Wh.it sudden speed is tins'’ 
Belinld the Sun, our Cod- 

MARGARITV. 

Not so, iny lord. 

OI.YUIUS. 


What! thou 'rt become a tender worshipper 
Of yon pale crescent, that alone in heaven 
Brc.illies o’er the world her cold soienify. 

Trust me, ruy sweet, it is a hatren service. 

MVKGAUnA. 

My lord, I do beseech you let me pass, 
i h.ive nor time nor wash—— 

OLYDIUS. 

ITa, Alargnrila! 

At this luxurious hour, when all is mute 
But the fond lover at his mistress' car, 

Tliioiigh the dusk grove, where every conscious tree 
Bears iu its hark the record of fond vows 
And amorous service— 


MARGARITA. 

llatl) the prefect seen 

Ought loose in Gallias’ daughter, ought unholy, 
That he would breathe suspicion’s tainting blight 
On the pure lily of her fame? 

OLYBIUS. 

Ungrateful! 

I have endured this day for thee the taunts 
Of tliy distracted sire; but will not bear 
The tliouglit, that thou art hurrying hence lo hear 
Some favour’d lover pour into thy soul- 

MARGARITA. 

Olybius, thou dost not truly think it— 

1 had forgot-Lord Prefect, thou art tyrannous, 
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That thus witli harsh and most untimely violence 
Impcdcst my way. 

OMBIUS. 

Fond maiden, kiiow’bt thou not 
That I am clothed with pow'er? my word, my siyn 
May drajj: to death, whoe'er presumes to love 
Th’ admired of great Olyluiis. 

MAHGAniTA {apart}. 

My full heart' 

And hath it not a guilty pleasure still 
In being so fondly, tliougli so sternly ridded? 

OLYBtUS. 

Hear me, I say, hut weep not, Margatita, 

Though thy ])riglit tears might diadem the brow 
Of Juno, when slic walks th' Olympian clouds. 

My pearl' iny pride 1 thou know'st riiy soul is thiae— 
Thine only! On the Parlliiaiis'hery sands 
I look’d upon the biasing noontide sun, 

And thought how lovely thou before, his shrine 
Wast standing with thy laure!-eiuwnc<l locks. 

And when my high iriiiiiiphat chariot toil'd 
Througli .\nlioc]j's crowded streets, wlieh every hand 
Haiu’d garlands, every voice dwelt on my name, 

My disconrenied .spirit panted still 
For thy long-silcnt lyre. 

MARCAniTA. 

Oh' let me onward, 

Nor hold me thus, nor speak thus fondly to me. 

OLYBIUS. 

Thou strivest still to leave me ; go then, go, 

My soul disdains to force what it would win 
With the soft violence of favour’d love. 

But ah! to-day—lo-dny—what meant thine ahsciice 
From the proud worship of thy God? what mean 
Thy wild and mournful looks, thy hiirsiing eyes 
So full of tears, that weep not?—Alargariia, 

Thou wilt not speak—farewell, then, and forgive 
That 1 Viavc dared mistrust thee:—No, even now, 

Kven thus 1 'll not believe but thou art pure, 

As the first dew that Dian’.s early foot 
Treads in her deepest, holiest shade.—Farewell! 

MARGARITA. 

I should have told him all, yet dared not tell him— 

I could not deeper woun<l his generous heart 
Than it endures already. My Bcdccmcr, 

]f weakly thus before the face of man 
J have trcmhleil to confess thee, yet, O Lord, 

Before thine angels do not thou deny me! 

And yet, he is not guilty yet, O Saviour, 

Of Chruitian blood! Preserve him in ihy mercy, 
Preserve him from that sin,—Ah, lingering still, 

While lives of thousands hang upon my speed,— 

Away! 

ZTte Burial Place ofBte Christians. 

Night 

Fabius, Biouotus, Gbarinus, Calanthias, etc. 

rUNKRAL AKTHSM. 

Brotlier, thou liast gone before us, and thy saintly soul 
is flown 

Where tears are wiped from every eye, and sorrow is 
unknown; 


From the burthen of the flesh, and from care and fear 
released, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary 
are at resL 

The toilsome way ihou'sl travell’d o'er, and borne the 
heavy load, 

But Christ hath taught thy languid feet to reach his 
blest abode. 

Thou ’rt sleeping now, like Lazarus upon his father’s 
breast, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary 
are at rest. 

Sin can never taint thee now, nor doubt thy faith n&sail. 

Nor thy meek trust in Jesus Christ and the Uoly Spirit 
fail. 

And there lliou ’rt sure to meet the good, whom on 
earth thou lovedst best, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary 
are at rest. 


• Earth to earth,» and « dust to dust,* the solemn priest 
hath said, 

So we lay the turf above thee now, and we seal thy nar¬ 
row bed: 

I But Ihy spirit, brother, soars away among the faithful 
j blest. 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and tin* weary 
arc at rest. 

And when the Lord bhall summon us, whom thou hast 
left behind. 

May we, untainted by the world, as sure a welcome 
find; 

May each, like thee, depart in peace, to be a glorious 

gUCbt, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary 
are at rest. 

FABIUS. 

So by the side of martyr’d Babylas, 

Brother, thou slumberest; silent as yon stars, 

.And silent ns the falling dews around thee, 

We leave th\ verdant grave. But oh ! shall wc, 

When we put off the load of mortal life, 

Depart like thee as in a deeper sleep, 

With the sweet smile of life on the closed lips, 

Or in an agony of mortal pain, 

By the pitch’d stake, or den of raging lions? 

! The above, Margarita. 

MARGABITA. 

I 'in here at last before them, and ye live. 

FABIUS. 

What means the gentle Neophite ? 

MARGARITA. 

Good sir, 

Thou hast not licard-Hark—hark! they are be¬ 

hind me. 

FABIUS. 

Who, maiden, who ? 

MARGARITA. 

The Prcf»t’s ruthless soldiers; 
They come to drag us to their Judgment Hall. 

Already is the scourge prepared {the dungeons 
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Ope their expectin 0 ' 0 atc»; the outpour'd city 
Hants for the spectacle. 

rsBius. 

Is it so, my child? 

Makes the fierce Heathen bloody preparation 
Hor 8 lau{;hter?—then must we for death. Ilis zeal 
Doth furbish up his armoury uf murder; 

We, ours of patience. We must gird around us 
Heaven's panoply of faith and constancy, 

And so go forth to war. 

MAACARITA. 

Alas! alas! 

If they should takb thee—thee, upon whose lips 
The living fire of inspiration burns, 

Severing by gentle force the willing spirit 
From this low cartli, and pluming it for heaven ; 

That makes the conscious immortality 
Stir in our souls, atid pant for that pure life 
With Clirist heyond the grave. Oh, thou that tcachest 
Our charities to How in heaven’s own light, 

Like some bright river in the desert sands, 

Bound which the gladdening pilgrims sing for joy; 
That send’st uh forth to pour sweet oil and wine 
Into the bleeding wounds; to Ukc our scat 
Ry the sick couch; to shed a tender health 
On the pale prisoner's cheek—Oh, who shall lead 
The fuldiess sheep to life’s eternal pastures 
When tiicir good shepherd's gone ? 

FABIUS. 


The day of vintage, and the day of dread, 

The day of desolation is at hand, 

The day of vengeance'. 

PABIUS. 

Cease, Calantliias, cease; 

And thou, Gharinus. Oh, my brethren, Cod 
Will summon those whom he hath chosen, to sit 
In garments dyed with their owu blood around 
The f^amb in Heaven; hut it iN'cnines not man 
To affect with haughty and aspiring violence 
The loftiest thrones, ambitious for his own, 

And not his Master's glory. Every star 
Is not a sun, nor every Christian soul 
llapl to u seraph. But For thee, (^lanthias, 

Thou know'St not whetli cr even this night shall burst 
The impatient vengeance of the Lord, oi rest 
Myrutds of human years. For what are they, 

What arc our ages, but a few brief waves 
From the vast ocean of eternity, 

That break upon the shore of this our world. 

And so ehh back into the immense profound. 

Which lie on high, even at one instant, sweeps 
With his omniscient sight? 

Beloved brethren, 

And ye, our sisters, Iiold we all prepared, 

Like him licside whose lialiow’d grave we stand, 

To give the last and awful testimony 
7 o Christ our Lord. Vet tempt not to our murder 
llie yet unbloody hands of uien. 


Hast thou forgot 


The Master of the flock ? 

MAHGARirA. 

Oh, no—no—no— 

But how shall I endure to see thy head, 

Thy vcner.ible hc.id, bow’d <lown to scorn ? 

I have call’d ibee fatlicr, and have fondly pmy'd 
That mine own parent were like thee; and now 
I must behold thy blood flow drop by diop 
lioncalb the knotted scourge, or hungry fires 
Preying upon thy shuddering flesh. 


I They come: 

Pale lights are gleaming through the dusky night, 
And hurrying feet arc trampling to and fro. 
Disperse—disperse, my bretliren, to your homes'.— 
Sweet M.irganta, in the Hermitage 
By cl(‘ar Orontes, where so oft we've met, 

Thou ’It find me still. God's blessing wait on all! 
Farewell! we meet, if not on earth, in hc.iven. 


i 

I 

1 


The Front of tiie Temple 


PARIUS. 

My child, 

Think thou each lash that rends my bleeding skin 
A beauteous sign of brotherhood with Christ; 

That the pale fire which wastes my perishing flesh 
Is heaven's own lambent glory guilicring round me. 

CBARINUS. 

Why now, most holy Fabius, 1 had look’d 
For .Toy and triumph on thy brow, to hear 
That we may mount the everlasting heavens 
In those angelic chariots, wont to wrap 
Thu Martyr’s spirit. Lo! tbc eternal gates 
Lift up tlieir beads to greet us! Shall we then 
Waver and pause? or shall we not go forth 
TlirougU all tlie city to the Boman's throne 
Hymning our Christ, and calling on our heads 
The glorifying axe? 

GALANTniAS. 

Away! I sec 

The waving of the purple robe. The Lord 
Shall tread even now the wine-press in his wrath; 
The signs are labouring forth, the latter days 
Run to their dregs. He comes l' avenge his own. 

No more, no more, your vain and baffled songs, 

« Holy and True, how long ?■ ascend to heaven— 


Day-break. 

MARGARITA. 

Vet once again I touch thy golden strings, 

My silent and forgotten lyre, oh! erst 
The joy of Antioch, when on festal days 
At the proud idol's foot 1 .sate; and all, 

Even ns tby raptures rose and fell, bow’d down 
Or stood creel before the shrine. I, too, 

Like tbcc, was liallow'd to an impious service, 

Even till a touch from heaven waked my soul's music. 

And pour'd it forth in ecstasy to him 

Who died for men. And shah not thou, my partner 

In mine unholy worship, mingle now 

Thy sweetness with my purer vows. Oh! fountain 

Of sounds delicious, shall 1 not unseal thee. 

Thou that didst flow through Daphne's flowery grove, 
Timing the dancing steps of youths and maids'' 

Dwell not within thy secret wreathed shell 
Sounds, full of chaste and holy melancholy, 

As ever mourn'd in angels' moonlight chants 
O'er the niglit-visited graves of buried saints— 

Even sounds accordant to the weary steps 
Of him, that, loaded with the ponderous cross, 

Toil’d up the steep of Calvary ! 
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Callus, Margarita. 

CALLUS. 

!ily cliiiH, 

My own, my loved, my beauteous i-bild ! oiU'c more 
Tliou art tliyself; thy snowy hands arc treinldinj' 

On thy loved lyre, and doubtless thou art liuiling; 
Our God, wlto from his golden uastein chamber 
Bej'ins to dawn. 1 have t'omruandcil all 
The mmcstL‘rin{; priests and sacred vir(fin8 
Their robes and vcrd.ant rh.iplets to pri'p.ire. 

Thou too shult come, w'ilh all thy richest 
To hymn the triumph of our God around 
The pile whereon these frantic Galileans 
Writhe and expire. 

WARGlRirA. 

My father 1 
CALLIAS. 

What IS iliis? 


Wilt llinii not ('o? 


Too surely. 


MARGARll’A. 

Alas ! 1 shall be there 

C/ILLIAS. 


Ay, and when thy ivory brows 
Are dimly shaded by the laurel crown ; 

And wlicrt fliy snowy robes in folds of 
Knwiap thee, like the {;htlei'in|[ oeoan fo.>iii 
in which the seiwiyinph bowers her j;)idin{; form; 
Ihe (ioii shall make thy bicast his shrine, and pour 
Such .all-ciichaniin[' harmony around thee, 

Mini's si'iiMS, spell-hound Iiy their captive hiMrin^r, 
Shall own the inanifest (;udhe.id, and how down 
In worship. 


MARGARITA. 


Ah, that thou and all mip.lit know 
The (iod that hath possess'd me—woiiltl adore 
The eternal woids of li^lil and life and truth 
Tiial 1 could utter! 

CALLTAS. 

O iiiy child' niy piidc! 
While the infected dau{;htcrs of the land 
Fall off to this new faith; whde they aic led 
To expiate in the fire their sinful deeds, 

Ilow shall 1 ('aze on (hec, thioiigli Daphne (;lidin{* 
Amid Ihy whitc-rohed choir of Siicred maids, 
lake die presiding; swan on smooth Caystcr, 

And bless Apollo, that hath stamp'd thy soul 
Ills own. 

MARGARITA {tipari). 

Ah me' and how t' imharb the dart, 
Which I must strike into his inmost soul! 


CALLUS. 

Tlinee-dcarcst of our god! 

MARGARITA. 

Beloved father! 

Those tender maids led forth to sacrifice. 

To bear upon their bliishiiid', delicate limbs 
Rude stripes and shamefui insults, have they not 
Fond pirents, lovin^j as thyself, whose hearts 
Weep blood, more fast liiaii even their flowing wounds? 
Oh Uiink on her, thy Margaribi, her— 

The breathing imago thou hast often call'd her 
Of thy youth's J>ride—exposed to pain, to death! 

To worse—to nameless shame! 


CALLUS. 

When Margarita 

Hath from her God revolted, 1 'll ondure 
Kven tliat, or more. 

MARGARITA. 

No, father, no, thou couldsl not, 
Thou wilt not, when slic meets her Christian brethren, 
Datient to boar tlieir master's mournful lot 
Of suffering and ofdeatli- 

CALLUS. 

llow?wliat! mine cars 
King with a wild confusion of strange sounds 
That have no meaning. Thou 'rt noPwont to mock 
Thine aged f.ilher, but 1 tliink tliat now 
Thou dost, mycliild. 

MARGARITA. 

By Jesus Chiisl—)>y him 
Tn whom my soul hath hope of iininortalily, 

Father ! 1 mock not. 

CiLLIAS. 

biglitiiings blast—not thoc, 

But those that by their subtle inennlations 
Nave wrought upon thy innocent soul! 

Look there!— 

MARGinUA. 

Father, I 'll follow thec where'er thou wilt: 

Thou dost not mean this ei nel violence 
With which thou dra{;g\l me on. 

CALLUS. 

Dust not behold him, 

Thy God', thy father's God ! the God of Antioch! 

.Vnd fcel'sl thou not the cold .ind silent awe. 

That cm.uiales from lii<« iirimorial presence 
O'er all the hreuthlcss temple ? Daresl thou sec 
The terrililo brightness of the wrath tliat burns 
On bis areb'd brow'* Lo, bow the indignation 
Swells in each strong dll.itod limb ! bis stature 
Grows loftier; and the roof, tlio quaking pavement, 
The shadowy pillars, all the temple feels 
The olh'iuhd God!—I dare not look again, 

Darest thou' 

MARGARITA. 

1 sec a silent shape of Stone, 
fn which the m.ajesty of liunMii passion 
Is tn the lif' express’d. A noble image. 

But wrought by mortal hands, upon a model 
As mortal us themselves. 

CALLUS. 

11a ! look again, then. 

There in the Hast. Mark how the purple clouds 
Tlirong to jKivition him: the officious winds 
Pant forth to purify his azure path 
From night's dun vapours and fast-scattcring mists. 

Tile gi.ul earth wakes in adoration; all 
The voices of all animate things lift up 
Tumultuous orisons; the spacious world 
Lives hut in liiin, that is its life. But he, 

Disdainful of the imivcrsal hom.u,'c, i. 

lloUls his calm way, and vindicates for his own 
Tir illimitable Immvcds, in solitude 
Of pceiless glory unapproachable. 

Wlint means tliy proud undaz/led look, lo adore 
Or mock, ungracious? 

MARGARIIA. 

On you burning oih 
1 gaze, and say,—Thou mightiest work of Jiim 
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Tliat launch’d tlicc forih,a{;oldcn-crowneii bridegroom. 
To thy evcrlnstinj nuptial lamp 
In the exulting' iieavcns. lu thee the U|;ht, 

Crealiun's ddobt horn, was tnbernncicd. 

To tlu-c was ({hen to quicken sluinlicring nature, 

And lead (ho hcasons’ slow vicit^situclc 
Over the fertile breast of nu>lher earth ; 

Till men bej'nn to stoop their (jrovcrmg prayers 
From the Almighty Sire of all to thee. 

And I will add,—Thou universal emblem, 
llunjj in the forehead of the all-wicn heavens, 

Of him, that willi the li{*hl of ri|»htcousness 
Dawn’d on our latter days j the visitant day-spring 
Of the benighted world. Kndniing splendoiu I 
(ii.int nTrebh’dl that evermore lOIlew'^t 
Thy tianiiiig strength; nor ever shalt thou rcasc 
^Vlih time coeval, even till Time itself 
Math perish'd in eternity. Tlum thou 
Shalt own, from thy apparent deity 
Deh.ised, lliy mortal nature, from tlie sky 
Withering before tlie all-enliglilcning Liirnh, 

Whose ra«Uanl throne shall queneh all other (ires. 

CAI.LU.S. 

And yet she stands nnhiasted! In thy mercy 
Tlioti dost remciuhei all my failhfnl vows, 

Mypeiion' and stis])cnd tlie fiery sliaft 
Th.it quivers on tliy string. .\li, not on her, 

This iMiioeenl, wreak thy fui’y' 1 will .se.ireh, 

.\nd ihon wilt lend me light, although they shroud 
In deepest Oreiis. J wilt pliiek them forllt, 

And set (hcni up a mark foi all (liy wrath ; 

Those lli.it hegiided to this unholy m.idness 

IMy piim .iiid lilanii Iei,s child. .Shine lorth, shine forth, 

Apollo, and we ’ll have our full revenge! 

MAnGAnir.v. 

‘T IS over now—and oh, I hlos lliei*, hord, 

Tor m.tkin(' nu* thus desolate hetovv; 

For si'vciing one liy one the tu.*.lhat bind me 
To this cold world, for whither can earth’s outcasts 
riy ])iU to heaven ' 

Yi'i IS no w.iy hut this, 

Xone hut to sii'ep my fatliei’s hngeiing days 
In ljitt<‘rm.-ss' 'I lioii Knowest, gracious houl 
Of ini’iey, how he loves me, liow ho loved me 
Fioin the first uioiiicnt that my oye.s were open'd 
Upon litc light of day and hint. At least, 

11 thou must siiiile him, smite him in lliy iiicrey. 
lie loves me as the hf(*-bIood of Ins heart, 

Ills love surpasses every love but tbine. 

llYMJt. 

For thou didst die for me, olt Son of God! 

By thee the throbbing llesli of man was worn; 

Tby n.iku<l feet the tliorns of sorrow trod, 

And tempests beat tliy houseless bead forlorn. 

Tliou, that w’ert wont to stand 
.Mono, on God's right hand, 

Before the Ages were, the Eternal, eldest born. 

Tb\ birtbright in the world was pain and grief, 

Ihy love's return ingratitude and liate; 

Tb.- limbs thou healedst brought ihec no relief, 

The (iy«js tliou openedst calmly view’d iby fate ■ 
Thou, that wert wont to dwell 
In peace, tongue cannot tell, 

I Nor heart conceive the bliss of thy celestial state. 
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■ They dragg'd theflo the ttoman's solemn Hall, 
y/hcrc the proud Judge in purple splendour sate; 

Thou stoodst a meek and patient criminal 
Thy doom of death from liuman lips lo wait; 

Wbo.se ibrnnc shall be the world 
In final ruin burl'd, 

With all mankind to bear their everlasting fate. 

Thou wort alone in that fierce multitude, 

When « Ciucify him!-, ydl’d the general shout; 

No band lo guard thee mid those iusults rude, * 

Nor hp to bless in all that fnintic rout; 

Whose lightest whisper'd word 
The Seraphim liad beard, J 

And adamantine arms fi-om all the heavens broke out. t 

They bound thy temples with (he twisted thorn, 

Thy bruised feet went laiigniil on with pain ; 

The blood, from all thy /lesli with scourges torn. 

Deepen'd thy rolic of mockery’s crimson grain; 

Whose native vesture bright 
Was (he un.ipproachcd light. 

The sandal of wliose foot tlio rapid hurricane. 

They smote thy check with many a rudiless palm. 

With the cold spear ihy shuddering side they pierccfl; 
The ilraiiglit of hi(tercst gall was .all the balm 

They j|.ne, t' enhance ihy iinslaked, burning thirst • 
Thnti, .It whose words of peace 
Did pain .and anguish cease, 

And their long Imried dead their bonds of sUinibcr | 
hurst. 

how bow’d lliy bead convulsed, and, droop’d in death, 
Tby voice sent forlU a s.ad and wailing cry; 

Slow stniggli,*d from thy breast the purling breath, 

And every limb was wrung with agony. 

That bead, whose vciltess blaze 
1 Fill’d angels with ama/e, 

When at that voice sprang forth the roiling suns on 
high. 

And thou wert laid within the narrow torn)), 

Tby clay-cold limbs with shrouding gravc-cIothcs 
bound; 

The scaled stone confirm’d tliy mortal doom, 

hone w.atchm(>ii walk’d tby desert burial ground. 
Whom hc.ivcn conhl not contain, 

Nor til’ immeasurable plain 
Of vast infinity inclose or ciiclc round. 

For ns, for ns, thoii didst endure the pain. 

And thy meek spirit how’d itself to shame, 

To wash our souls from sin’s infecting stain, 

'T avert the Falliei's wrathful vengeance flame: 

Tliou, that couldst nothing win 
By saving worlds from sin, | 

Nor aught of glory add to thy all-glorious name ^ 

_ I 

r 

The Prefect's Hall of Jtisfiee. ! 

Olybius, Vopiscus, Macek, Tribst, Bomnnf, etc. < 

Callus. 

Diodotus, CBAHtNU8,CALANTBUS, and o^icT Christians. 

PIIIEST. 

The sacrifice hath pleased the immortal Gods. 

: With willing foot tlie golden-horned steer 
I IS 
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Moved to tlio altar, and in proud delimit 
Shook the white fillet on lu8 brow: the blood 
Pour’d forth its purple stream profuse; the Aruspex 
Guzed'on the perfect entrails; and the smoke 
Rose in a full unbroken cloud. Great Prefect, 

Thy deeds are holy to our Gods 

OLTBIt'S. 

The Gods, 

Whose honour we espouse, espouse our cause, 
dear me, ye Priests on eartli, ye Gods in iicavcii! 

By Vesta, and her vlrjjiu-^uardod lircs; 

By Mars, the Sire uiid (juardi.in God of Rome; 

By Antioch’s brii;lit Apollo; b) the throne 
Of him whose thunder shako the vaulted skies; 

And that dread oath 1 add, that bimls tli’ imniort*ils, 
The unblessed waters of Tartarian Styx: 
j Last, by the aveiitjers of despised vows, 
j Tb* inevitable scrpenl-baird Kuiiieuides, 

I Olybiiis swears, thus moiiiUin;; on the throne 
I Of justice, to exhaust heave n’s wrath on ail 
j Thai have cast off their fathers’ Gods for rites 
i New and unholy. From my licart I blot 
i Partial affe«*lion and the love of kindred ; 

I Even if my fathei’s blood Bow’d in (heir veins, 

I I would obey the Emperor, and the Gods! 

voi'iseus. 

So nobly said, as nuhly be it done. 

OLTBIUS. 

: Lead forth the prisoners! 

I Yc of nobler birtli, 

Dindotus, Cliaiinus, and t^alantlnas, 

And ye, the baser and misguided muUitiide, 

I Yc stand denounced before our solemn throne 
I As ('uilty of that Galilean faith, 

I Whose impious and blaspbeniinj; scorn disdains 
Our fathers’ Gods; ye serve not in our temples; 

Crown not our alUirs, kneel not at our sliiiiies, 

And ill their stead, in loose and midni(;lu feasts 
Yc meet, obscuring with a deeper gloom 
Of sliamc and horror night's chaste brow. 

DtOOOTL'S. 

Olybiiis I 

Were these foul deeds as true as they are false, 

We might return, that we but imitate 
The G(^8 yc worship—ye, who deify 
Adultery, and throne incest in the skies: 

Who, not content with earth’s vast scope defiled, 
Advance the majesty of human sin 
Even till it fills the empyreal heavens. Ye sit 
Avengers of impure, iiuhullow’d licimee. 

! ”1 is well:—why summon tlieu your Gods to answer, 
Wrest the idle iliundcrboU from amorous Jove, 
DisiKtipIc all Olympus,—ay, dr.tw down 
The bright-hair’d Sun from his celestial height, 

'Pogive accomptof that most fond pursuit 
Through you dim grove of cypress. 

OLYBieS. 

Do wc wonder 

That Heaven rains plagues upon the guilty earth; 

That Pestilence is let loose, and Famine stalks 
O’er kingdoms, withenug them to barrenness; 

That reeling cities shake, and the swolii seas 
Eugutph our navies, or witli sudden inroad 

our strong-walPd porta! But, impious men, 

! W* will no longer sliare your doom; norsiiffi r 
; Th* inducrliuinate vengeance from on high 


To wrap mankind in wide promiscuous ruin : 
Impatient earth shall shake you from her bosom, 

Even as a city spurns the plaguc-stnick man 
I From her barr’d gates, lest her attainted airs 
Be loaded willi his brealb. 

DIODOTUS. 

Hath earlb but now 

Begun to bcave with fierce intestine fin^, 

Or the hot Soutli from bis unwholesome wings 
Drop pestilence? Have cbarigelcss slumbers lock’d 
Tb' iintcmpesttid and stagnant seas, and now 
Awake they first to whelm your fleets and shores? 

But be it so, that angry nature rages 
More frcrpicnt in her fierce dislempcraturc. 

Upon youi'selvcs, yc unbelieving lleatbcn. 

The crime recoils. The Lord of Hosts hath walked 
This world of man; the One Alrniglity sent 
His everlasting Son to wear the llesh, 

And glorify this mort:il human shape. 

And the blind eyes unclosed to see the Lord; 

And the dumb tongues brake out in songs of praise; 
And the deep grave cast forili its wondering dead; 

And sbitdderiiig devils murmur'd sullen liomage: 

Yet liim, llic mock, the merciful, the just, 

Upon the Cross his rebel people bung, 

And mock’d bis dying anguish. Since that hour, 

Like Haines of fire bis messengers have pass’d 
O'er the wide woihl, proclaiming him tb.it died 
Risen front (lie grave, and in oirmi|)ntence 
Array'd on high, and as your lictnrs wait 
Upon your iMrtlily pomp, portentous signs 
And miracles have strew'd the w.iy before them. 

But still the princes of the earth take counsel 
Against the Eternal. Still the Heathen rage 
In drunken fury. Therefore bath the earth 
Espoused its Maker’s cause; the heavens are full 
Of red denouncing fires; the elements 
Take up the eternal quarrel, and arise 
To battle on God's side. The universe, 

With one wnie voice of indignation, he.ird 
In :very plague and desolating storm, 

Proclaims her deep abhorrence at your sins. 

OLYCirs. 

Oiodotus, thou once didst share oiir love; 

I knew tli« a as a soldier, valiant; wise, 

1 thought ibec; thcrefoie once again I sloop 
To p.irley with thy mudiicsg. Noble w.irrior, 

>YouIdst thou that Rome, whose Gods have raised her up 
To cmpiie, boundless as the ocean-girl 
And sun-cnligliten’d earth; that by the side 
Of lier victorious chariot still have toil'd, 

While there were hosts t’ enslave, or realms to conquer; 

That have attended on her ranging eagles 

Till the winds fiiil'd them in tlieir trackl(.>ss flight;— 

Wouldst thou, that now upon her power’s meridian, 

Ungrateful she should spurn the exhau.s(ed aid 

Of her old guardian Deities, and disclaim 

Her ancient worship ? Did not willing Jove 

His delegated sceptre o’er the world 

Grant to our fathers? Did not arm'd Grudivus 

His Thracian coursers urge before our van, 

Strewing our foes, as ihe wild hurricane 
The summer corn 7 Where slionc the arms of Rome 
That our great sire Quirinus look'd not down 
Propitious from his high Olympian seat? 

1 And shall wc now forsake their hallow’d fiincs, 
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Rich with our fathers’ piety; refuse 
The solemn liecatomb; dismiss the flameii 
IVom his proud office; rend the purple rohe 
Pontidcnl, and leiive each sumptuous shriue 
A nestlint^'pl.ice for foul iinhallow’d birds? 

DioDorns. 

Olyhlus, llioii wrong’s! our Roman glory. 

No fabled Thunderer, nor the Bery car 
Of Mavors, nor long-buried Romulus, 

Set up great Rome to awe the siibjcet world ; 

It was her children s valour, tliat dared all things. 

And what it dared, accomplish'd. Rome herself, 

Th’ Almighty willing her imperial sway, 

NVds her own fortune, f.ite, and guardian deity. 

She built the all-shadowinf' fabric of her empire 
On the strong pillars of her public virtues, 

And reign’d because she was most Bt to reign. 

Rut ouis, Olyhius, is no earthly kingdom, 

We offer not a sceptre, that proclaims 
Man iniglitier th.in his brethren of the dust; 

No crown that with the lofty h&id lliat wears it 
Must make its inonidcrmg pillow in tlic grave. 

This eartli disowns our glories; but when Rome 
Hath sepulchred the last of all her sous, 

When Desolation walks her voiceless streets, 

Ay, when this world, and all its lords and slaves, 

Are swept into the ghastly gulf of ruin; 

High in immortal grandeur, like the stars, 

But brighter and more lasting, shall our souls 
Sit in their empyrean thrones, eiidiadem'd 
With amaranthine light. Such gifts our (iod 
Hath promised to his faithful. 

OLYBIUS. 

Rotinhious God! 

That, as an earnest of your glory, Ic.aves you 
For every spurning foot to trample on, 

To fce«l iinstruggling the fierce beast of rapine, 

To stand with open and unteuted wounds 
Retiealh the scorching sun I Where sleep the bolls 
Of your Almighty, wlieii wc hale you forth 
To glut the Bre, or make a spectacle 
Of your dread sufferings to the applauding people^ 

DIODOTUS. 

Our God and Saviour gives us what we pray for; 

On earth a portion of his bitter cup 
To purify the world from our gross souls. 

And discncuiubei' us for heaven. 

CB \R1NUS. 

Diodotus! 

Wliy stand'st thou thus, and dalliest with this man? 
Hear me, 1 say, proud Pilate! on thy throne 
Of judgment we defy thee,—louse thy hell-hounds! 

OLYBIUS. 

I ’ll bear no more—Away with them!—wc ’ll glut 
Their mad desires with suffering! 

11a, what’s here? 

Tfti above. Stiepherd, Guards, etc. with a veiled 

Maiden. 

OLYBIUS. 

Why drag ye forth that maid, who by her fillet 
And flowing rubes should seem a virgin, chosen 
I’or Plxehus* service? 


There is a cave hSiide Orontes' stream 
Rnofd with the dropping crystal, and the ivy 
And woodbine trail their tendrils o’er its porch 
As to conceal its secret chamber. There, 

’T is said, the Naiads, after cool disport 
In the fresh waters, carelessly recline 
Their dripping limbs upon ilie fragrant mo»; 

And when the light winds lift the verdant veil, 

Some have belicld the unearthly lovelincM 
That slept witliin; and some have heard at noon 
Bewitching sounds, that made the sultry air 
Delicious. W'e, with venturous foot profane, 

At that nymph-hallow'd hour had wander'd iliithcr, 
When, horroi'-struck, we heard two murmuring voices, 
One of a man, and of a maiden one, 

Pouring upon the still and sliudd’ring air 

Their hymn to Christ—wc seiitctl and bore them hither. 

OLYBIUS. 

Ila' rend they then the dedicated maids 
' Even from our altars!—'Haste, withdraw the veil 
! Ill which her guilty face is shrouded close— 

! —Tlieir magic mocks my sight—I seem to see 
What cannot he before me—Margarita! 

Answer, if thou art slie. 


CiLLLlS. 

Great Judge! great Prefect' 

It is my child—Apollo's gifted priestess! 

Within that holy and oracular cave 
Her spirit quaffs th’ absorbing inspiration. 

Lo, witli what cold and wandering gaze she looks 
On me, her sire—it chokes her voice—these men. 

These wicked, false, blaspheming men, have leagued 
To swear away her life. 

OLTBIUS. 

Callias, stand buck. 

Speak, virgin: wherefore wert thou there? with whom ^ 


CALLIAS. 

Seal, Plurbus, seal her lips in mercy. 

OLTBIUS. 

Peace' 


MARGABITA. 

I went to meet the minister of Christ, 
And pray- 


OLYBIUS. 


Now where is he? by all the Gods 
1 ’ll rend asunder his white youthful limbs; 

I ’ll set his head, with all its golden locks, 

Upon the city gate, for each that passes 
To shed his loatltsome contumely upon it— 

1 ‘11-Now by heaven, she smiles!—Apostate!——still 

I cdunot bate her. (dpari). 

Priestess of Apollo, 

Advance, and lend thy private ear. Fond maid, 

Is’t for some loved and favour’d youth thou ’rt changed ? 
Renounce thy frantic faith, and live for him; 

For him, and not for me. 


MARGARITA. 

Oh, generous Prefect! 

1 do beseech thee, for thy soul’s sake, shed not 
The innocent blood; for him that 1 have loved— 
Rehold him here. 

Guardst wWt Fabius. 


I 


1 

I 

i 


SHBPUEBD. 

Hear us, great Olybiiis. 


guard. 

The second criminal! 
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Olyhms, and (hv armed s;ilol)ites, 

Thou 'rt here before me, daughter:—muy thy patli 

And these my meek and lowly followers; 

To heaven precede me thus. 

Thou, that art thea* eutliioned in purple tobes, 

MARCARm. 

Thu thricc-triumpliant Lord of all our Asia, 

Amen! Amen' 

And I, !i nameless, weak, unknown old man, 

OLYBIU8. 

That stand a helpless rriminal before thee, 

he! that man with thin and lioiry hair, 

Shall mc(‘t once more. The earth shall cast us up, 

Bow’d down, and feebly borne on tulterin^; limbs! 

The winds shall waft our thin and scatter'd ashes, 

Ye Gods—ye Cods, 1 thank you! 

The ocean yield us up our drowned hones; 

CA/iLtAS. 

There shall we incut before the clomly throne— 

Wi/anl! Son’erer! 

Before the face of him, whose awful brightness 

What hast thou done to witch mv cliild from mo? 

Shall he the sun of that dread day, in which 

What potent hcrits duu at the full of the moon, 

The thousand thousands of the angelle hosts, 

What foul Thessalian charms dost bear about thee? 

And all the souls of all mankind shall bask, 

Hast thou made league with Uerate, or wrun^ 

Wailing their doom eternal. Thou and 1 

From the unwilling dead the a('curs<’d weret 

Shall there give in the accompt of this day's process, 

That gives thee power o’er human souls' 

And Cliiist shall render c.ich his due reward. 

PARIUS. 

Now, Sir, your sentence. 

Thou *st err’d 

MABCATtlTA. 

Into a truth : the dead hath risen, and walk'd 

Merciful Jcsils! melt 

Tiic unconscious earth; and what he lauglit, 1 teat It. 

lli> spirit in its hardness. 

CALLZAS. 

MACER. 

Away with him!—he doth confess—away' 

Bv our Gods, 

UlAUIl'b. 

The very soldiers lean their pallid cliccks 

Off with him to the torturers! 

Upon their spears; and at his every pause 

PAltJL'S. 

The panting of their long suppressed breath 

Hear me, Prefect; 

Is audible. 

Hear me, I cliarge thee by the eternal God, 

vopisci'S. 

Him whom thou know'st not, yet uhou; name o’erawes 

Metliinks the stern Olvhius 

thee; 

Is lost in mute admiring meditalion. 

Nor think ye that 1 speak to sue for mercy 

UI.YIUUS. 

Upon these children or myself: expend 

There ni’cded not your taunt, Sir, to awake 

Your subtlest tortures, nouglit can ye inlljct 

Olybius tu lus dut\. 

But what we are proud to suffer. For yoursidvcs 

^ J 

CflAHINVS. 

1 speak, iti mercy to your forfeit souU. 

They demur, 

Cod—at whose word the vast creation sprang. 

And will defraud us of our glorious crowns. 

Kxiilting ill its light and harmony. 

Must wc not scoff them hark into their rage! 

From the blank silence of the void abyss; 

\N liat, Tle.ithens, shake ye at an old man's voire’ 

At whose command at once the unpeopled world 

NMiat will yc when the .irchangel trumpet thrills 

Brake out in life, and man, the lord of all, 

Upon your souls? 

Walk’d that pure Paradise, from which lus sin 

rAnitis. 

Expell’d him—Cod, that to the elder w'orld 

Chariiiiis, if thou lovesl 

Spake with the avenging voice of rolling waters. 

'1 by soul, he silent—pi iiie must fall: the boastful 

When llie wide deluge swept from all the earth 

Denied his Lord, and thou- 

The giant-born—IJc that in thunder-peals 

ciuniM/s. 

Held dreadful converse with his chosen people, 

I?- 

And made the pntent-tccming elements, 

Ol.YDlUS. 

And tile rapt souls of Prophets, to proclaim 

Diag them forth, 

llis will iitiniglity—in our latter days 

Some to tlic dungeons, to the tortun:rs some, 

Tliat God hath spoken by his Son. He came. 

As wc give order;—and to-morrow morn. 

From the dark ages of the infant world 

Wiioe’er .idnres not atApnIlo’s shrine 

Foretold,—the Proplicts' everlasting Burthen. 

In Daphne, him the headsman's gleaming steel. 

The V'irgin bare the Son, the angelic hosts 

Or the fierce lions, or Uic ilaiiiing pile, 

Burst out in song—the Father fnun his clouds 

Sh.ill cut away, as a corrupted brunch 

Declared him. To his miracles of might 

Consenting, Nature own’d her Lord. His power, 

From nourishing Antioch.—Off with them, I say! 

His sorrows, all his glory, all his shame, 

CHRISTIANS. 

Uis cross, his death, his broken tomb bare witness, 

Hallcinjah! liord our God ! 

And the bright clouds that wrapt him to the Sire 

Now our earthly path is trod, 

Ascending. And again he comes, again; 

Pass'd are now our ciircs and fuaiw, 

But not as then, not clad in mortal flesh, 

To live the life, or die the <leath of man: 

.\ud we quit this vale of tears. 

Girt with his own omnipotence, his throne 

Hallelujah! King of Kings! 

The wreck of worlds; the glory of hts presence 

Now our spii its spread their wings, 

Lighting infinity: He comes to assume 

To the mansions of the blest. 

Th* eternal Jiidgnieut Seat. Then thou nttd I, 

• 

To thy everlasting rest. 
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liullulujali! Koid of Tordii! 

Hu oiir Inst .ind dying words, 
Glory to oiir God above, 

To our murderers, peace and love. 


The Priioti. 

MAROAniTA. 

J ’ll! Stifu at last: tlic wild and fin ions (Ties 
Thai drove me on are dying into silence. 

Tliese cold and damp and gloomy prison walls 
Arc iny piotcelion. And few hours ago 
flly piescnce would linvc made a holiday 
In Antiorh. As 1 've moved along (In* Shvets, 

I've Iieard (he mother chide her spoi live child 
For l>ivaking the admiring silliness round me. 

There was no work so precious or so d«'ar 
Ihit they dcrserlcd it to ga/e on me. 

And now they hay'd at me, like angry dogs: 

And evei-y brow was wrinkled, every band 
Clench’d in fiivce menace: from tbeir nibes they shook 
The dust upon me, even more loathsome scorn 
W.is cast upon my path. And can it he, 

Oh Christ! that I, whose tainted hands so late 
Served at the idol’s alLir; on whose lips 
And lyre still ring the idol’s \otive hymns. 

Am chosen to h(*ar thy cross, and wear on high 
The martyr’s robes enwoven of golden light? 

Callias, .MAitaAnti'A. 

MAraiARll'A. 

Alas* my father* 

CALIJAS. 

Oh my child* my child’ 

Once more I find thee, I’.vcii the savage men, 

1 h.il stand with rods and axes round the gate. 

Had reverence for giey haiis they let me pass, 

And with rude [lily hless’d me—'Ihou alone 
Art cold and tearless in your father’s sorrows. 

AtARGvnUA. 

Oh say not so ! 

CALLtAS. 

And will thou touch me, then, 
Polluted, as ihy Jealous sect prorlaiins. 

By idols’ Oli, ye unrelenting Godsl 

More unrelenting datighler, not content 

To n uke nie wretched by depriving me 

Of my soul’s treasure, do ye envy me 

The miscnihle solace of her tears 

Mingling with mine? She quits the world, and me, 

Rejoicing—_ 

MARGAUirA. 

No! 


CAI.I.IAS. 

Ala's! I am loo wretched to feel wrath . 

There is no violence in a broken spirit. 

Well, I've not long to live : it maiteas not 
Wlieilier the old man go bencidorib alone. 

And if liiA limbs should fail him, he iiiuy seize 
On some cold pillar, or some lintel post, 

For that support which huni.an hands refuse him; 

Or he must hire some slave, with fjcc and voice 
Dissonant and strange; or- 

MARGAIIITA. 

Gracious Lord, have tucrcy, 
For what to this to-morrow’s scourge or stake? 

CAI.I4\S, 

.\nd he must sit the livelong day alone 
In .silence, in the Temple Porch. No lyre, 

Or one by Iiarsli and jarring fingcis touch'd. 

For that which all around distili'd a calm 
Moresw(>et tltdii sininher. Ihifamiliar hands 
Must strew his pillow', and his weary eyes 
By unfamiliar hands he closed at lenglli 
For their long sleep. 

MARGARITA. 

Alas! al.is ! my father, 

Why do they rend me from thcc, for wh.it crime’ 

I am a (ilin.stian . will a Ghrislian's hands 
Vitli l.iidier zeal perform a dau{;hlcr's duty? 

A Chiisiian’s IkmiI with coldi'c fondncKS (end 
An aged father? Wh.it foibids me still 
To Ic.id iliy feeble steps, v'herc the warm sun 
Oiiii'kciis tliy chill and l.ingiiid blood; nr where 
Some sh.tdow' soothes the noontide’s burning heat; 

To watch thy w.iiits, to steal about iby cbamlicr 
With fool so light, as to invite the sleep 
To sill'd Us li.dm upon thy lids’ Dear sir, 

Onr f.iilli coinm.inds ns even to love our foes— 

Can it forbid to love a father? 

CALI.1AS. 

Prove it, 

And for thy futlicr’s love forswear this faith. 

MARGARIIA. 

Forswear it? 

c\r.Li vs. 

Or disseinhle; any thing 
But die and leave me. 

MARaVRII'A. 

Who disown tbeir Lord 
On earth, will he disown in heaven. 

c.via.iAS. 

Hard Iieart! 

Crodiilous of all but thy fond father’s sorrows, 

Tlion wilt believe each wild and moiislrous talc 
Of (his fond faith. 


CVLLIAS. 

And J, whose blameless pride 
Dwelt on her— even as all the lands, no more. 

The sl!nlptur wrought his Godde.ss by her form, 

Her likeness was the stamp of its divinity. 

And when I walk’d in Antioch, all men hail’d 
The taibcr of the beauteous Margarita, 

And now they '11 fret me with tbeir cold compassion 
Upon the childless, desolate— 

MABGAftlT.i. 

My father, 

I could have belter borne lliy wr.ilb, tliy curse. 


MARGARITA. 

1 dare not disbelieve 

What the dark grave liaili cast the buried forth 
To litter • to whose visible form on earth 
After the cross expiring men have written 
Their witness in their hlood. 

CALLIAS. 

Whence learnt thou this? 
Tell me, iny child; for sorrow's weariness 
Is now so heavy on me, I can listen 
.Nor rave. Come, sit wc down on this course straw', 

Thy only couch—thine, that wcrl W'oiit to lie 
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On t!»c soft plumage of the swan, that shamed not 
Thy spotless limbs—Come. 

MAROABIrA. 

Dost thou not remember 
When Decius was the Emperor, how he came 
To Antioch, and when holy Bahvlas 
Withstood his entrance to tlic (ihristinii church, 
hrantic with wrath, he bade, them drag him foilh 
To cruel death? Serene the old man walk’d 
The crowded streets; at every paust? the yell 
Of llie mail people lunde, his voice was heard 
Blessing God's l>ount\, or imploring pardon 
Upon the barbarous hosts that smote him on. 

Then didst tliou liold me up, a liiiit'hing child, 

To g.aze on that sad spectacle lie pass'd, 

And look’d on me with such a gentle sorrow; 

The p.allid patience of Ills brow toward me 
Seem'd softening to a smile of deepest love. 

When all .muind me mock’d, and howl'd, and laugh’d, 
God gave me gi ace to weep, f n after time, 

Th.it faee woiilit on mv noontide ilreams return; 

And in the silence of the night 1 he.iril 

The inurniiir of tli.it voice remote, and touch’d 

To an leiial sweetness, like soft music 

Over a traet of wafers. My young soul 

Lay r.tpt in wonder, how tli.it meek old man 

Could suffer with such unrepining calmness, 

Till kite 1 learnt the faith for which he suffer’d, 

And wonder’d then no more. Thou ’rt weeping, too— 
Uli Jesus, hast thou moved his heart? 

CAI.LIAS. 

Aw.iy! 

Insatiate of thy father’s misery, 

Woiildst have the torturers wring the few chill drops 
Of blood that linger in these wither'd veins? 

MAIIOARII'A. 

1 'd have thee with me in the changeless heavens, 

Where wc should part no moic; rccliiic<l together 
Far from the violence of this wretched world; 
Kinparuliscd in bliss, to which the Elysium 
Dream'd by fond poets were a barren waste. 

CAI.LIAS. 

Would wc were there, or any where hut here, 

Where the old d.impB arc oozing from the walls, 

And the thick darkness prcs.ses like a weight 
Upon the eyelids. Dauglitcr, wlien thou served'st 
TJiy falliers' Gods, thou wert not tlius : the sun 
Was briglitest where thou wert—beneath thy feet 
Flowers gri w. Thou sat’st like some unclouded star, 
Inspliered in thine own light and joy, and madest 
The world around llicc beauteous, now, cold earth 

Must be ihy couch to-night, to-morrow morn- 

-What means that music?—Oh, 1 used to love 

Tbo-e evening harpings once, my child! 


CALLIAS. 

They call us hence.—Ah me. 

My gentle child, in vain woiildsl thou distrapt 
My rapt attention from each well-known note, 

Once hallow'd to mine ear by thine own voice, 

Which ci-st m.ulc Antioch vacant, drawing after thee 
The thronging youth, which cluster’d all around thee 
Like bees around their queen, the happiest they 
Tliat were the nearest. Oh, my child ! my eliild ! 
Thou const not yet be hlotteil from their memory. 
And I '11 go forth, and kneel at every foot, 

To the stern Prefect show my hoary hair 
And sue for mercy on myself, not tlii^e. 


Go not, my father. 


MARCARITA. 


ClLLfAS- 


MARGARITA. 


I licar 


The maids; beneath the twilight they are thronging 
To D.i])hne, and they carol as they pass. 


CAbLlAS. 


Tliou const not go. 


MARGARITA. 

Lament not tliat, my father. 

CALLIAS. 

Thou mutt breathe here the‘damp and stifling air. 

j MARGARITA. 

Nay, listen not. 


Cling not round me thus; 

There, there, even there repose upon the straw*. 

Nay, let me go, or 1 ’ll-but I 'vc no power : 

Tliou liceirsf not now niy anger or iny love; 

So, so farewell, tlien, and our (jods nr tliinc. 

Or all that have the power to bless, he with thee! 

[Departs. 

KVFNING SONGS OF TUB MAIDENS 
{Uearti at a distance). 

1 . 

Come aw.iv, with willing feet 
fjuit the close and bre.itlde$s street: 

Sultry court and chainlxT leave, 

Come and taste the balmy eve, 

Wbero the grass is cool and green, 

And tlie verdant I.uircls screen 
.\U whose timid footsteps move 
Willi the quickening stealth of love; 

iicrc Oroiites' w.iters hold 
Mirrors to your locks of gohl, 

And tlie 8<icicd IViphnc weaves 
Canopii^ of trembling leaves. 


Come away, the heavens above 
Just have light enough for love; 
And tlie cr^'stal Hesperus 
Lights his dew-fed l.imp for us. 
CoiK', the wider shades .ire falling, 
And ilic ainoroiiH birds are calling 
Each his wandering mate to rest 
In the close and downy nest. 

And the snowy orange flowers, 

And (he creeping jasmine bowers, 
From their swinging censers cast 
Tlieir richest odours, and their lost. 


Come, (he busy day is o’er, 

Flying spindle gleams no more; 
Wait not till tlie twilight gloom 
Darken o’er ih’ embroider’d loom. 
Leave the toilsome Lisk undone, 
Leave the golden web unspun. 
Hark, along the humming air 
Home the laden bees repair; 

And (he bright and dasliing rill 
From the side of every hill, 

With a clearer, deeper sound, 
Cools the freshening air around. 
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Come, for though our God the Sun 
Now liib fiery course iiat)i run; 

There the western waves amon^; 
l/iQ{[ers not his (;lory long; 

There the roiirh awaits him still, 
Wrought by Jove-born Vulcan’s skill 
Of the thrice-refined gold, 

With its wings that wide unfold, 

O'er the surface of the deep 
To waft the bright-hair d God asleep 
From the Ifesperiaii islands blest, 
From the rich and purple West, 

To where the swarthy Indians lave 
In the farthest Fosterii wave. 


There the Morn on tiptoe stands. 

Holding in her rosy lunds 
All the .iinber-studdcd reins 
Of the steeds with fiery manes, 

For the sky-borne charioteer 
To start upon his new career. 

(^me, for when his glories break 
F.vory sleeping maid must wake. 

Brief be then our stolen hour 
In the fragr.int Daphne’s bower; 

Brief our twilight dance must be 
Undernciitli the cypress tree. 

Come away, and make no stay, 

Youth and maiden, come away* 

Night. 

/! splendid^ illuminated Palace. 
MARGitniTA. 

Am I brought licre to die? My prison open’d 
Softly as to .in angel's toiicli, and hither 
W«is 1 h.sl forth among the breathing lutes 
Of our hlitlie maidens, ns to lure me on. 

And still where’er 1 move, as from the earth, 

Or (lodting in the calm embosoniing air, 
sounds of music seem to follow me. 

1 brc.itlie as’t were an atmosphere distill'd 
From richest flowers; and, lest the unwonted light 
Offend mine eyes, so late released from gloom, 

T is soothed and cool'd in nlahastcr lamps. 

And is it thus ye would enamour me 
Of this s.id world? Your luxuries, your pomps, 


Your vaulted ceilRigs, that wiili fond delay 
Prolong the liarp’s expiring sweetness; walls 
Where the bright paintings breathe and ’speak, and 
chambers 

Wheie all would soothe to sleep, but that to sleep 
W'ere to suspend the sense of their soft pleasures* 

They are wasted alt on me: os though 1 trod 
The parching desert, still my spirit longs 
To spread its weary wings, and be at rest. 

Ob, vainly thus would yc enhance rny loss, 

By gilding thus the transient life I lose! 

Were mine affections dead to all things earthly 
As to these idle flatteries of the sense. 

My trial were but light. 

There’s some one comes— 

Is it the ruthl(»s executioner? 


Olybuts, Mabgarita. 


Fairest, it is- 


OLYBIU5. 


MARGARITA. 


Lord Prefect, it becomes 
The dying Christian to he mock’d in dualii; 
But it becomes not great Olyhius 
To pl.iy the mocker. 


OLYRIUS. 


Mock thee! I had rather 
Fall down and wor&hip at thy feet. 


MARGARITA. 


My liOrd, 

I said before thou dost not well to heap 
Cold insult on the head thou tnimplcst on. 

If that mine hour is come, command tliy slaves 
To lead me forili. 


OLYBIVS. 


I ] will—hut tlicy shall wear 

The bridal saffron; all their locks shall bloom 
With garlands; and their blazing nuptial torches, 
And hymeneal songs, prepare tlic way 
Before Love’s blushing martyr. 


MARGARITA. 


I can endure even this. 


Sir, go on; 


OLYRIUS. 


Sv eel Mar^piriia, 

Give me thine liaml—for once—Oh! snowy treasure, 
That shall be mine thus fondly clasp’d For ever. 

Now, Margarita, cast thine eyes below— 

Wliat sd’st thou ? 


MVRGAKITA. 


Here Apollo’s temple rests 

Tlii» Bml ibu rolloffiiiff iiaars are fron a buBaUful frog. Its weight upon its snow-white columns. There 


meat nf MiiDnermui. 
{•iigo 4a3. 
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The inus.sy shades of Daphne, with its streams. 

That with their hahhliiig sounds allure the sight, 
Where their long dim-seen tracts of silvery whiteni-ss 
Now gleam, and now ar.> lost again. Beyond, 

The star-lit city in its wide repose; 

Each Gall and silent tower in sUttcly darkness 
Distinct ag.ainbt the cloudless sky. 

OLYRIUS. 

Beneath thee, 

Now, to the left? 

MARGARITA. 

A dim and nairow court 
I sec, where shadows as of hurrying men 
Pass and rq>ass; and now and then thetr lights 
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Wander on shapeless heaps, Uko funAal piles. 

And there arc lhin)rs of stran{;;e dbvtnrtcd sliupe, 

On which (he torclics cast a colder hue, 

As thoii^;!! on iron instruments of torture. 

A little farther, there are movinj' lamps 
ill (he hlack amphitheatre, that ('l.itiec, 

And as they (jlancc, each narrow aperture 
Is feebly ijilded with their slanted li(>ht 
It is the quick and busy preparaiinn 
For thf> dark sacrifice of tu-iiiotrow. 

OLtUll s. 

There, 

If thou canst add the scorn, and shame, and pain, 

The infuriate joy of the Oeire muUilude, 

The flowing; Mood, and liiuhs that wrilln’ in fl.Tine, 
Tliou seest what thou prepaiesl for ihysi'lf. 

Now what Olyhiiis’ love prepaio for thee, 

Fairest, behold!—This hi|;h irtadi.ile roof 
Fretted with lamps, these j»or{femis chainbei'S, each 
As it leeedos of eosilier splendour, slrew’d 

ilh all the harharoiis ludiaii’s loom hath wroiqjht, 

Or all the ensl.iied oeean wafts to Tvi*c. 

Aralna’s weepinjy {;io\cs are ndniirlcss. 

Her balmy wealth exhausicd o'er our eourhes 
Of l)anf|uet, wliere the levelling >^yiia spicads 
Her fruits and wines in vases cool with snow 
Fiom Lihanus. Around are summer {[ardens 
Of sunny lawn and swei't sccluilcil sluule, 

Whieh waft into (he (pided easement airs 
Lo.ided with dewy fraj'rance, and scud up 
The coolness of their sdvcr-ilashini; fountains, 

.\s Naliir«*’s self strove in foinl livalry 
With Alt to pamper every sense. Behold 
Yon throne, whereon the Asiareli Itnids his st.i(c. 
Circled with kin^’is and more than kindly llomaii.s, 
There hy his side sh.iU M.ir^'.irita sit, 

OlyliUis' hride , with all the adornit' t iiv 
And every province of the si.inpluoiis I'asl, 

Casting its lavish homa{;e at liei leel, 

Her life one liixurv of hue, hei stau* 

One scene of peerless pomp .ind piiile, her will 
'file law of spacious kin^pioiiis, and hei loitl 
Mure (;lurioiis for the Jieaiity of Iks hndc 
Than for thiee triumphs. Now, my soul's beloved ' 
Make thou thy ehoiee. 

MAKGAIUiV. 

'T i» made—the funeral pyre. 

OLYDIl'S. 

Dearest, what say'st thou ? Woiildst thou have me woo tlioi 
So that the buniinjT blushes should—— 

MIRGARITA. 

oil! hear me, 

<)lybiu.s—Should wc look lo-morrow eve 
ftt) that sad court of death, the winds that bore 
The i^roans of anp;insh will have died in silence; 

The untainted earth have drank the hloial, nor trace 
Uemain of all tliose Christian multitudes, 

Save some small urns of dust. A few years pass'd, 
Could wc look round where stands thisspacious palace, 
Yon throne of {,'old, these high and arching roofs, 
Kven on thine own majestic shape, Olybius, 

Will the distinguish'd dust of these proud chambers, 
Or even thine own cmbuliued ashes, wear 
The stamp and impress of llieir kingly lord 7 
Wttli tlie same scorn will the coarse peasant's foot 
Tread all beneath it. But the soul—the soul. 


Whnt then will he its separate doom ? What scats 
OF light and hll>s will liold to-morrow's victims, 

On what dark beds shall those recline, who have shone 
A little longer in this cloudy sphere. 

And hash’d within (he blaze of human glory, 

Krc yet tlie eternal night h.itli gatlicr'd them 
In darkness!—Oh ! w'crc this world all, Olybius, 

With joy would 1 liccome thy cupbearer, 

Anil minister the richest wine of life, 

Long as thy mortal lips could quaff of bliss. 

But now n nohlcr seivicc dotli become nio; 

1 ’ll use tliy f.ihhng pods' phrase, and he 
Thy Hebe, with oflicioiis hand to rcarh thee 
The anihrosi.il cup of cvci Listing gladness. 

OI.YDIUS. 

How doth the rapture of her speech enkindle 
The hnghlness of her bouily! never yet 
l.ook’d she so lovely, when Iicr loov’ti'd locks 
Flow'd in (ho rr.mtie grace of inspiration 
From the hutst fillet down hei snowy neck. 

MAUGAIlirA. 

Roman, I know thy spiiit pants for glory; 

There IS a thirst within thine inmost soul, 

Which ti iiiitiplis cannot sali.ite, nor the sway 
Of ejjih 1 'll tell dice how to win a record 
Th.it shall he register'd hy flaming hands 
In the .id.imantine heavens. 

oi.Yinns. 

But canst thou win me 

An initnortalily of rh<‘c2 

M\n(.\ltlTA. 

I c.in. 
oi.Yiniis. 

j Name then the price, and he it the forfeit life 
Of the most hardy in yon Christian crew, 

‘T IS givin. 

MVr.G.VRII'A. 

I ask ihinc own eternal soul— 

J Helicvc in .Te.sns (Jinsf, and I am thine. 

-Thou siuilest on me ns with a scornful pity; 

I iri.iv not scorn, hut from niy inmost soul 
i 1 phy iliee. These tears, these bursting tc.irs, 

I J'low hut for thee, Olybius! f.iiile know’st thou 
\N hat sacrifice it vveic l’ ahninloii now 
The sain'' ■ quiet of the unwcddcd shtfe; 

Wliuru all die undislriir'ted spiiit dwells 
On heaven alone, nor love, nor hope, nor duly. 

Nor daily tlinught, nor nightiv dream withdrawn 
From him, v\lio is the sun to th.it p.ile flower 
The viri’in's heart. Those silent st.irs above us 
Arc not so pure, so calm, so far removed 
from earth, as rnniilensdedicate to Christ; 

And 1 would quit that cloudless course on liigh 
To wander in the darkling vsorhl with thee. 

OLYRIUS. 

There was a time, I will not my thy lips, 

But thy full spnrkltug eye spake softer language; 

Tlien- 

MARGAhlTA. 

Oh! reproach me not my days of shame. 

I will not say I loved tliec not, Olybius, 

With a most fund and earthly love. In truth, 

Or ere i learnt this unimpassion'd fnitli, 

Thou Wert my soul's idolatry—thy form 
Usurp'd Apollo's pedestal, divertiug 
All to thyself, mine incense and my vows. 
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Thou wert mine all on earth, nor knew 1 ought 
Beyond to lival thee. Olybius, gaze not 
In wonder thus; learn thou this faith, and then 
Thy bride will bring to thee a nobler dowry 
Than her poor beauty. Thou wouldst bless me, then, 
Nor chide me as an alien to thy love. 

Or should a darker destiny await us, 

If, ere the twilight hour that gave me to thee, 

Wc were led forth to die; if funeral fires 
Were all our bridal lights, our bridal couch 
The rack, and scorn our hymeneal song, 

Thou wouldst turn to me in thine agony, 

In full and unrcpuiing fondness turn, 

And bless me still, while thou hadst breath for blessing 1 
^ay, turn not from me. 

OLYBIUS. 

Curse upon this faith, 

That tlius hath wrung the love from thy pure soull 
Curse on thy—-~ 

MSRGARITA. 

lla! thou shalt not curse the Saviour. 
Alas! and there's no hope—he s lost—he's lost-* 

So now'farcwell for ever, proud Olybius! 

Hencefortli our way along this world of woe 
Must be far separate to our separate graves, 

And separate too our everlasting dwellings— 

Though my voice fail, 1 ’ll weep a last farewell! 


OLYBIUS. 


Now whither gocst thou? 


MARGARITA. 

To my prison, sir. 

OLYBIUS. 

Ay, and thou shalt. But hast thou thought, fond maid, 
To what my wrath may doom tiiccT Will those limbs, 
Wont once to tremble at the zephyr's btedth, 

That lightly disarranged thy Imhful robes— 

Thou, that didst blush, like morning, when the eyes 
Of men beheld tliy half-veil’d face—wilt thou 
Endure thy unrobed loveliness to be 
The public gaze? 


MARGARITA. 


Such poor revenge! 


Will great Olybius take 


OLYBIUS. 


By heaven ! but I must leave her, 
Or she will tempt me to unmanly violence, 

Or melt within me all my Roman virtue. 

By all the Gods I 1 ’ll find a way to tame 
This wayward fawn.—So, since thou wilt, proud woman, 
Return to solitude and gloom, to-morrow 
Thou wakest to the bridal or to death! 

MARGARITA. 

He’s gone—how suddenly!—and still I hoped, 

And surely't was no sin to hope so fondly, 

That Ue, who made the proud rebellious waves 
Of the vex'd sea in smooth obedient calmness 
Sink down, might yet rebuke bis haughty spirit. 

* Callus, Margabita. 

GALLIAS. 

Queen of the East! thy father doth thee homage. 

The Egyptian that quaff d off tlie liquid pearl, 

That changed her beauty’s slaves but as the world 
Its lords, shall pass into the oblivious Lethe, 

And my bright daughter be henceforth the proverb 
Of loveliness*— 


* MARGARITA. 

What mean’st tliou? 

CALLUS. 

And Orontes 

Shall put to shame pale Cydnus, when thou sailcsc 
In gilded galley down the obsequious tide, 

The air all music, and the heavens all brightness' 

And all the shores alive with Antioch's sons, 

Vea, those of utmost Asia, that shall bear 
The thought of tliec, like precious merchandize, 

Kock to their homes, henceforward held in honour 
For having gazed on queenly Margarita. 

MARGARITA. 

Ah 1 how to check this frantic rapture? 

. CALLUS. 

I She, 

! The haughty mistress of the Palmy City, 

Whom great Aurelian and the arms of Rome 
: Scarce bow’d, no more shall fill Fame's brazen trump, 
That shall devote alone to Margarita 
The fulness of its sound. 

MARGARITA. 

Why so, sir? 

GALLIAS. 

Why ? 

Doth not Olybius, great Olybius, 

The Emperor’s second self, the Lord of Asia, 

Whose triumphs gild our late degenerate days 
With splendour worthy elder Borne; whose form 
Were fittest by imperial Juno's side 
To walk the clouds, her chosen mate; to lacquey 
Whose royal state barbaric monarchs vie— 

Hath he not deign’d to call thee bride! 

MARGARITA. 

My father, 

Thou know’st the way 1 'm going, and canst lead me. 

GALLIAS. 

Whither, my child? Arc not these chambers thine, 
That with their splendour load my unwonted eyes? 

Is not the banquet and the couch of rest 
Prepared ? 

MARGARITA. 

It is:—the prisoner’s bitter bread. 

And eartli-strcwD couch. 

CALLUS. 

Hath he deceived me, then ? 
MARGARITA. 

No; thou ’st deceived thyself. 

GALLIAS. 

What! and to-morrow 
No bridal pomp, no bymenean song! 

MARGARITA. 

Oh yes, my father, 1 shall wed to-morrow, 

But with DO cartlily bridegroom; songs there will be, 
But of this sinful world unheard. 

CALLUS. 

Thou mean'st not 

That thou shalt die? 

MARGARITA. 

I shall begin to live 

To-morrow—Father, I would have thee with me. 

That I may say. Adieu—— 

CALLUS. 

Liars and murderers! 

Did they not tell me, with a flattering smoothness 
Of voice, like spaniels fawning at my ^t, 
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That they were leading thee to be theft queen, 

Olybiua’ bride? And will they cast thee back 
Into the loathsome dungeon, to come forth 
And bow this neck, this soft and ivory neck, 

To the Berce headsman ? 

MAlOAaiTA. 

It was truth they spake. 
CALLIAS. 

Well, then l~-Ah,now*ti8 clear—'t is age hath crazed me, 
And made this dim confusion in my brain, 

And hence such strange things seem to be, and are not. 
Gome, I ’ll go with thee where thou wilt; 1 know 
Old doting age should be obedient. Thou 
Wilt tell me what this hurrying alternation 
Of light and gloom, and palaces and prisons, 

Of nuptials and of murders, means:—in truth, 

I do begin to hope it is a dream. 

Life’s dying flame, they say, like waning lamps, 

Casts oft unreal shadows, that perplex 
The parting soul—But this is certain; yet 
1 have not lost thee, for I feel thine hand 
Trembling and warm in my cold palm. Go on, 

But hold me thus, 1 'll follow thee for ever. 


Anotiicr Chamber, 

OLYBIUS. 

Put out those dazzling lights, nor weary me 
With that incessant music. 

Gruel Fates! 

Have ye thus pamper’d my insatiate soul, 

Preventing all my wishes by fulfilment; 

And led me step by step unto the Capitol 
Of man's felicity, to laugh me tlicrc 
To scorn, by setting up a golden crown 
Of all my toils, that withers in my grasp 7 
Til* innr^ to misery are inured to suffering; 

But he on whom Success hath ever waited, 

The thunder-bearing eagle of his war, 

In peace liis busy minister of pleasure, 

To him the thought of one thing unpossess’d 
Casts back a gloomy shadow, tliat o’crclouds 
All his pass’d tract of glory and of bliss. 

Oh! that the barren earth had born to me 
Out shame and sorrow’s bitter fruits. 

But I, 

That boasted in my single soul to centre 
The rigid virtues of old Home, myself 
The nobler Scipio of a looser age. 

Am I thus sunk? There were in elder days 

Who from the bottom of their hearts have pluck’d 

Rooted affection, and have proudly worn 

Their lives, thus self-despoil'd of their best treasures^ 

Fathers have led their gallant sons to th* axe—— 

Oh! but to doom that neck, round which 1 thought 
Mine arms should grow, upon the blockthat face, 
Which oft my dreams presented me, composed 
In loving rest upon my slumbering bosom, 

Convulsed!—The heavens and earth shall fall together 
Ere this shall be!—But how to save her—how— 

And must Ol^ius stoop to means beyond 
His own high will T 

This pale and false Vopisciis 
Ha^ from great Piobut wrung his easy mandate: 

Him Asia owns ber Prefect, if Olybius 
Obey not tbia fell edict."! must plunge 


The world in civil strife, uplift the banner 
Of arm’d rebellion ’gainst mine Emperor, 

The father of my fortunes—trample down 
Hy solemn oaths sworn to th’ assembled pMpIe— 
What then ?—howl war, and to tlie dust my glory. 
Shall it be so?——Who comesT—Yopiscus! 

Olybius, Vopiscus, Macbb, Romans. 


YOPISCUS. 


See, 

My friends, that empire’s weight is no light burthen: 
The nightly sleep may seal the vulgar eye; 

The public weal denies to great Olybius 
That base plebeian blessing. 

OLYBIUS. 

Is the night 


So nearly pass’d! 


VOPISCUS. 

The purple dawn begins 
To tip with light the misty eastern hills. 

MACXa. 

Already doth the wakeful people throng 
In gay and holiday attire; even now 
1 heard the clamour of. tite baser sort, 

In merry conflict, for their foremost seats 
In the Amphitheatre, and around the piles 
On which the Cliristlans are to burn. 

VOPISCUS. 


'T is time, 

Great Prefect, ihiit wc too prepare. Olybius 
Were doubtless loth to check the people’s zeal, 
Tliat shout for death on every Christian head. 

OLYBIUS. 

When I am bow’d beneath thy rule, mine acts 
Shall render their accompt to thee. 

MAcaa. 


Olybius, 

Beseech thee hear me these few words apart. 
Whom thou wouldst save, 1 know, nor speak of it 
But in officious love—But, on thy life, 

1 pray thee. 


OLYBIUS. 

On my life! 

MACBB. 

*rhis night I have heard 
Along the streets and in the noisy taverns, 

All Antioch, madden’d by the angry priests. 

Even thine own soldiers, swear to glut their eyes 
With the apostate maiden’s blood. Shouldsl thou, 

AH loved, and fear’d, and honour’d as thou art, 
Outspread thy purple mantle over her, 

They '11 pluck her thence, and rend her Umb from limb. 

OLYSIDS. 

What! dare the rabble menace him whose wrath 
The royal Parthian fled? 

MACBB. 

But yield thus far— 

Let her be led forth with the rest; to me 
Entrust the order that she suffer last. 

My life upon *t she yields; the soul of woman 
Fears not in thought the anguish, which, if seen, 

Appals her back into her nature’s softness; 

They can defy the pain they cannot gaze on, 

OLYBIUS. 

Excellent! excellent! my noblest friend, 

To tbee I tmst my more than life. 
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GHUmiANS. 

Now glory to the Christ, whose love 
Even now prepares our seats of rest, 

And in his golden courts above 
Enrolls us mid his chosen Rlcst; 

Even now our martyr robes of light 
Are weaving of heavens purest white; 

And we, before thy course is done, 

Shall shine more bright than thou, oh vainly-worsbipp’d 
Sun 1 

Tlie Front of the Temple. 

On one hand the Prefect's Pnlace^ on the otfier the 

Amphitiiefttrr. 

4 

Many Citizens. 

FiSST CITI/FN. 

Didst c*er behold a spectacle so rich 

And sumptuous ? How yon strong Centurion 

With all his band are labouring to advance 

Toward the temple ,* like to rolling rivers 

The people flood around them. Lords and slaves. 

Gown'd senators, and artisans in doublets, 

Mothers with iti^nts, and old tottering men, 

All reverence lost for state or rank or age, 

.Swell the vast uproar. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Antioch doth not hold 
Such multitudes; all Syria hath pour'd in, 

Choking the roads with tumult. 

TBIED CITIZEN. 

1 beheld 

The Amphitheatre, its spacious circle, 

From the arena to the highest seat, 

One mass of living turbulence. 

riaST CITIZEN. 

No wonder; 

For him who linger'd in the city all 
Assail'd as they pass'd by with imprecation. 

And hurl'd huge stones at his devoted head, 

Deeming him guilty of this faith accursed. 

roUBTII CITIZEN. 

On every tree they hang like birds; the courts 

Around the Prefect's palace are as throng'd 

As here before the temple. But for that 

Beyond, wlierein the executioners 

Stand with bare arms around tlieir dreadful engines, 

Men struggle for the entrance as for life; 

He that bath won it looks back on his comrade 
More proud than if be had storm’d an enemas oamp. 

riEST CITIZEN. 

How noble is this ragel Like one wild fire 
The zen! of vengeance for their fathers' Gods 
Wraps all tiicse myriads. 

roUBTB CITIZEN. 

Ay, those stormy clouds, 

To which these gatlier'd hosts may best be liken'd, 

Are pregnant with the thunderbolts of heaven. 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

Thought ye all Antioch still so sound? 

FOnaTS CITIZEN. 

I know not; 

But this 1 know, 't were ill for him who wore 
A face of sorrow in an hour like this; 

T were treason ‘gainst the tyrant of the day— 

The aaenblad people. 


FIBST CITIZEN. 

Back! foil back! the Prefect* 

FOURTH CITIZEN. 

Hark, friends! as now the brazen clarions cease, 

How sweetly shrill the silver trumpets pierce 
The eager car. Again that general sliout 
From all that vast and boundless multitude! 

It peals up all the Amphitheatre, 

And every court Dikes up and multiplies 
The exulting clamour, like the thunders roiling 
Amid the rugged mountains. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Would not Jove 

Now almost change his high immortal state, 

Where Gods before his footstool bow, to win 
The homage round the great Olybius pour’d ? 

FOURTH CITIZEN. 

'T were worth a life to be one hour as he is. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Behold! the priests of all tlie temples bear 
Their Gods In state to see themselves avenged : 

As they sweep on, the reverent crowd falls back. 

Lo, first the loosc-hair’d Bacchanals dance on 
In wanton Thiasus, their cymbals catch 
The radiant light, that falls in glancing flakes 
O’er their while robes, and freshening ivy wreaths. 

Lo, now the bc.Trd]es8 youths of Dyndymciic I 
Half timorous, the yoked lions drag along 
The golden car, where sits the towcr>crown‘d Queen. 
Now the Egyptian timbr^U ring the praise 
Of Isis; and behind Jove's (lamcn walks 
In state supreme, like his own God. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Fall down, 

Yc men of Antioch! lo, your ancient Gods! 

Astarte, diadem'd with her crescent moon, 

And him wliom by the side of Lebanon 
The maidens yearly weep, soft Thammuz. 

THIBD CITIZEN. 

See! 

The high tiara'd Magian bears his fire. 

FOUBTH CITIZEN. 

Oh, proud assemblage of Divinity 1 

Lo, all the carlli’s conspiring Gods in league! 

The ruling powers of heaven and hell are met 
T' exterminate this all-abhorred faith. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

But think ye that Apollo's aged priest 

Will come? * 

FIBST CITIZEN. 

I have been gazing toward the vestibule 
In anxious hope to see liis reverend face. 

SECUND CITIZEN. 

What, knoVst thou not bow ^terday- 

THIRD CITIZEN. 

Peace, peace! 

Ho *8 here—Give place. * 

The above. Callus. 

CALLtAS. 

All true, and real all: 

My sleep is fled, but not my hideous dreams. 

Ah 1 there they stand, their baskeU full of floweis, 

The censers trembling in their timid hands, 

All, all the dedicated maids, but one. 
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SBCOIIO CITlZBn. 

Why doth he gaze around 7 he leems to seek 
What he despairs of finding. 

CALLUS. 

No, there *8 none 

That taller than the rest draws all regards; 

.And if they toucli their lyres, they will but wake, 
With all their art. the memory of that voice 
Which Is not of their choir—— 


SECOND CITIZEN. 


Ah, poor old man' 


CALLUS. 


What! who art tlio*u that dost presume to pity 
^>t^fathcr of the peerless Margarita? 

I telf^ ec, insolent! even beside the stake 
1 shall be prouder of my single child 
Than if my wife had teem’d like Niobe 
Willi such as thine. 

TRIED CITIZEN, 
lie hath no children, sir. 
CALLUS. 

Would I were like him!—Ah, no—no,—my child I 
I know that 1 'm come forth to sec thee die 
For this strange God, thy father never worshipp’d; 
Yet all tny wrath is gone, and half my sorrow, 

But nothing of my love. Whate'er thou dost 
Is sanctified by being done by thee— 

Thy crime hath lost its hatefulness. 1 pass’d 
By Plieebus’ shrine, and, or his angry form 
Wore less of terror, or my soul had learn'd 
To scorn a God, that could not save his faithful 
From misery, or teach them to endure it. 


Heard yc- 


FOCRTa CITIZEN. 


CALI.IAS. 


Alas! what hath the old man said, 

That yc lower on me with reproachful brows? 

Oh friends! 1 have been dreaming of my daughter, 
Dreaming in sleep, which but the soft remembrance 
Of her bewitching ways shed o’er mine eyes, 

And know not what I think, or wlial 1 say. 

TOE MULTITUDE. 

Olybius! Back—back—Olybius! 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

Bend, rend the heaven with shouts, cast high your caps, 
And wave your garlands as the autumn wind 
Waves the vine-tendrils. 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

Citizens, behold him! 

With how serene a step he mounts the throne, 

As't were his birthright to o’erawe mankind 
With his superior state. 

FOURTH CITIZEN. 

Uow like to Neptune f 
That sits upon his lofty car, and rules 
All ocean with the shaking of his trident; 

The A^tcan and the barbarous Pontic seas, 

The Tyrrhene and the stormy Adriatic, 

And tlie wide surface of the Libyan main, 

To where it breaks on Calpes rock, rise up 
In tumult, or lie strewn in breathless peace 
Beneath his nod,—even thus Olybius sways 
The surges of yon boundless multitudes. 

FIRST CITIZEN. 

If Cssar^s self looks from bis Capitol 


With nobler and Acre Jove-like brow, mankind 
Must shrink into the earth before him. 

OLYBIUS. 

Caltias! 

FOURTH CITIZEN. 

Thou ’rt beckon’d from the crowd by great Olybius. 
Happy old man! 

CALLtAS. 

Accursed happiness! 

And will be set my childless misery up 
To be a wider gaze?—My Lord, I'm here. 

OLYBIUS. 

Sit, Gallias, here, beneath our feet. 

, CALLIAS. 

’T is well: 

He from whose heart ye rend the sacrifice 
Should have an eminent station to behold it. 

OLYBIUS {apart). 

Forbear tliy bitter speech—Uicrc’s hope- 

CALLIAS. 

What hope? 

Alas! T’m now so sunk in misery, 

I know not what to hope, or what to fear. 

Will it offend thee should I veil my face, 

Lest my weak tears reprove tliy sterner justice? 

OLYBIUS. 

Rack me not thus—but—peace!—Let the rites begin. 

MACBR. 

The maids lift up their hymn around the temple. 

nVMN TO APOLLO. 

I. 

lo Popan't as we sing 

Light our fragrant censers swing, 

And each laden basket showers 
All its painted htorc of flowers, 
lo Pzan! Clarian God! 

Come and fill thy proud al>odc. 

To Pzan! we Iichold 

Nought hut walls that flame with gold; 

Loug retiring co!onn.adeS 
Crowded with the sacred maids: 
lo Pzan ! youth divine, 

Opes not yet ihy secret slirine? 

lo Pzan!’t is not vain ; 

Far be every foot profane! 

Lo, the golden tripod shakes. 

And the marble pavement quakes: 

Spare, oh spare our dazzled Mght, 

Lo, unveil’d tlie Lord of Light! 


The God! the God! behold him come 
Down through the round and sky-like dome. 
In one wide flood of radiant gold 
O’er all the kindling statue roll’d; 

From his unclouded throne on high 
Rushes the effulgent Deity. 

The God! the God! in every vein 
The panting marble lives again: 

The cheeks with beauteous anger glow. 

And burns the higli eziiUlng brow: 

The motion of the irradiate hair 
Proclaims Latona’s offspring there. 
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III. ^ 

lo Psean! we adore thee, 

Phflebus, low we bow before thee, 
lo Psan! Lycian Kin 0 ! 

Syria's crowding myriads sing: 
lo Paean! Heaven and earth 
Mingle in our holy mirth. 

OLYSlVS. 

Now lead the captives forth to hear their doom-^ 

To worship at yon sumptuous shrine, or die. 

VOPiSCUS. 

They come I they come! the universal yell 
Of execration follows them along. 

Deepening as it approaches, like tlic roar 
Of thunders travelling up the cloudy heavens. 

Till o'er our heads it bursts. 

OLYBIUS. 

What sounds are these, 

So melancholy, yet so full of joy, 

Like gongs of victory round some aged chief. 

That in the war hath lost his only son 7 

The above. The Christians. 

CBItlSTtAN tlTMir. 

Oh Jesus! by the mortal pains we bear. 

And by the galling chains and garb of shame we wear, 
Sad son of Mary! arc thy children known:— 

And by our flesh with ruthless scourges tom, 
fiy unrelenting mao's insatiate hate and scorn. 

Crucified Sufferer! are we not thine own 7 
Oh man of sorrows! and with grief acquainted, 

Along the path of woe, like thine, our feet have fainted: 

And anguish soon shall choke our parting breath, 

And soon our tortured limbs, like thine, be cold in death. 

Oh Jesus! by the strength thou givest still, 

And by our cheerful scorn of infamy and ill. 

Son of the Highest, are thy children known. 

Sy all the exulting joy wo inly feel 
Beneath the lictor's rod, or headsman's biting steel, 
Triumphant Saviour! arc we not thine own7 
Oh l.ord of glory, lo the Sire ascended. 

Like thine, our anguish soon shall be in rapture ended, 
And we shall stand thy starry liost among, 

And round the sapphire throne swell high the Hosanna 
song! 

MACBR. 

What, madmen! hath the scouqje and torture taught 
No wisdom 7 

OLTBIUS. 

By the Gods! look there, look there, 
Gatlias! she wears the bridal robe, and holds 
The sacred lyre. 

VOPISCUS. 

All Antioch waits the doom 
Of great Otybius! wherefore dotli he pause. 

And bend to that old priest? 

MACH. 

He rises—Peace ! 

OLYBIUS. 

Hear me once more, ye proud rebellious men, 

Or nerer hear again ^e voice of man. 

Behc^ Idle temple, where all Antioch serves I 
Beheld the God himself, whose dreadful brow 
Awe-etr^juil the soul to speechless homage I Serve 


And live, or die in earth in fiery anguish, 

And be thrust down t’ infernal Nemesis, 

For Hell's dark Gods t* avenge insulted Heaven. ■ 

CHRISTIANS. 

The Lord our God is witli us, and we fear not. 

OLYBIUS. 

The Lord your God—where? 

VABIUS. 

Every where—the worlds 
Are all his chambers; this capacious earth 
Is but the footstool of his throne, the heavens 
Hang in their folds of light t* o'crcanopy 
The Omnipresent. 

CHARINUS. - ' 

Where 7—in thunderclouds 

Of vengeance, which but wait our voice to launch them 
Upon thine head. 

OLYBIUS. 

Wc call'd you not before us 
To stun our ears with this unholy madness. 

The hour of mercy's o'er—or sacrifice 
Or die. 

CHRISTIANS. 

Wc will not sacrifice to Gods 
Wrought by man’s hands. 

CHARINUS. 

Ye laugh, but your mad laughter, 
Proud Heathens, shall he changed to scalding tears. 

OLYBIUS. 

Diodotus ! brave soldier, wilt thou fall 
In this ignoble warfare 7 

DIODOTUS. 

Bather call it 
The noblest conquest Homan ever won. 

OLYBIUS. 

Gharinus! dost accept the proffer’d mercy? 

CHARINUS. 

False infidel! 

OLYBIUS. 

'T is enough.—Calanthias! 

CALANTBIAS. 

I thought t' have seen, even in my flesh, the Lord 
Come down t' avenge his own; but I shall see him 
A blazing follower in his kingly train. 

OLYBIUS. 

Fabius! thine age should teach thee wisdom. 

FABIUS. 

Youth, 

Mine age would only make me fondly mourn, 

That I have'but the dregs and lees of life 
To pour for my Redeemer. 

OLYBIUS. 

What! are all 

So full of frenzy? 

CHBfSTIANS. 

All so full of faith. 

OLYBIUS. 

Last then to thee, fair Priestess! Art thou still 
Resolved with this ungodly crew to share 
Our vengeance, or declares that bridal dress 
A soft revolt, and falling off to love? 

MABGARITA. 

To love—but not of man. Oh! pardon me, 

Olybius, if my wedding garb afflict 

Thy soul with hope; 1 had but robes of sadoess> 

Nor would I have my day of victory seem 



THE MARTYR OF ANTIOCH. 


A day of mourning. But as the earthly bride 
Ungers upon the threshold of her home, 

And through the mist of parting tears surveys 
The chamber of her youth, even so have I 
With something of a clinging fondness look’d 
Upon the flowers and trees of lovely Daphne. 

Sweet waters, that have murmur'd to my prayers; 
‘‘Banks, where my hand hath cull'd sweet chaplets, once 
For rites unholy, since to strew the graves 
Of buried saints; and thou, majestic temple! 

That wouldst become a purer worship, thou, 

How oft from all thine echoing shrines hast answer’d 
To my soft lyre—Farewell! for heaven I quit you. 

^But yet nor you, nor these my loved companions 
OrilUSn the twilight dance and morning song, 

Though ye are here to hymn my death, not you 
Can 1 forsake without a bleeding spirit. 

OLYBIUS. 

She weeps! Wise Macer—such a melting nature 
Will ne’er endure- 

MARGAniTA. 

Olybius, wilt thou scorn 
A criminal’s blessing? God repay thy love, 

Foi^ive thy cruelty 1-But thou—oh thou! 

That livest but in my life, no parting bride 
^ But in her ecstasy of sorrow clasps 
Her father's knees, and sobs upon his bosom, 

That is no more to be her place of refuge. 

Father! my fettered arms arc stretch’d in vain, 

But haply They are merciful, and prevent 
A keener pang. 

CALLUS. 

Let me approach her! 

OLYBIUS. 

Never, 

Till she accept our mercy. Sacrifice! 

Nor ought of bridal joy or bridal sorrow 
Shall be denied thee. 

Beautiful! what mean’st thou? 
Why dost thou look to yon bright heaven? what seest, 
That makes thy full eyes kindle as they gaze. 
Undazzled, on the fiery sky?—Give place— 

Strike off those misplaced fetters from her limbs: 

The sunshine falls around her like a mantle. 

The robes of saffron flame like gold—Give place. 

MACBB. 

Great Pheebus conquers*. See, she strikes the lyre 
With his ecsLitic fervour. 

GALLIAS. 

Peace—oh peace! 

And I shall hear once more before I die 

Tiiat voice on which I’ve lived these long, long years. 

Hark, even the winds arc mute to hear her—Peace! 

MABOABlTA. 

What means you blaze on high ? 

The empyrean sky 

Like the rich veil of some proud fane is rending. 

• I see the star->pavcd land, 

* Where all the angels stand, 

Even to the highest height in burning rows ascending. 
Some with their wings dispread, 

And bow'd the stately head, 

As on some mission of God’s love departing. 

Like flames from midnight conflagration starting; 
Behold! the appointed messengers are they, 

And nearest earth they wail to waft our souls away. 
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Higher aitd higher still 
More lofty statures fill 

The jasper courts of the everlasting dwelling. 

Clieiub and Seraph pace 
The illimitable space, 

While sleep the folded plumes from their white shouU 
ders swelling. 

From all the harping throng 
Bursts the tumultuous song. 

Like the unceasing sounds of cataracts pouring. 
Hosanna o'er Hosanna louder soaring; 

That faintly echoing down to earthly ears. 

Hath seem’d the consort sweet of the harmonious 
spheres. 

Still my rapt spirit mounts, 

And lo 1 beside the founts 
Of flowing light Christ’s chosen Saints reclining; 
Distinct amid the blaze 
Their palm^crown'd heads they raise. 

Their white robes even through that o’erpowering lustre 
^lining. 

Each in his place of state. 

Long the bright Twelve have sate, 

O'er the celestial Sion high uplifted; 

Wiiile those with deep prophetic raptures gifted, 
Where Life’s glad river rolls its tidelcss streams, 
Enjoy the full completion of their heavenly dreams. 

Again—I see again 
The great victorious train. 

The Martyr Army from tlieir toils reposing: 

The blood-red rohes they wear 
Empurpling all the air, 

Even their immortal limbs, the signs of wounds disclos¬ 
ing. 

Oh, holy Stephen! thou 
Art there, and on thy brow 
Hast still ihc placid smile it wore in dying, 

When under the heap’d stones in anguish lying 
Thy clasping hands were fondly spread to heaven, 
And thy last accents pray’d thy foes might be forgiven. 

Beyond! ah, who is there 
With the white snowy luiir? 

*T is he—'l is he, the Son of Man appearing! 

At the right hand of One, 

The darkness of whose throne 
Tbatsun-eyedseraph Host behold withawc and fearing. 
O'er him the rainbow springs, 

And spreads its emerald wings, 

Down to the glassy sea his loftiest seat o’erarching. 
Hark—thunders from his throne, like steel-clad armies 
marching— 

The Christ! the Christ commands us to bis home! 
Jesus, Redeemer, Lord, we come, we come, we come! 

THK MULTITUDE. 

Blasphemy! blasphemy! She doth profane 
Great Phebus’ raptures—tear her off! 

OLTBIUS.* 

Ha! slaves, 

Would ye usurp our judgment-throne? 

MACM. 


Be calm. 
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CALLUS. ^ 

Alas! what mean ye, friends I can such a voice 
Offend you? 0 my child! thou ’rt forced to leave me, 
But not to-lcave me with averted eye, 

As though thy father’s face were hateful to thee. 

But yet 1 dare not chide thee, and I will not. 

1 do remember, when thy mother pass’d 
I hid my face in my cold shuddering liands. 

But still 1 gaze on tlicc, and gaze as though 
There were a joy in seeing thee even thus. 


OLYBIUS. 


Macer, thou know’st their separate doom. 
The victims, each to his appointed place. 


Lead off 


CBRISTIANS. 


Glory! Glory! Glory! the Lord Almighty liveth. 

The Lord Almighty doth but take the mortal life he 
givetli. 

Glory! Glory! Glory! the Lord Almighty rcignelh, 
ilu who forfeits earthly life, a life celestial gaincth, 

CALLUS. 

Why do ye hold me back?— My child I they bind me 
Willi the hard fetters of their arms—thou lioar’st not. 
Speak ! have ye children? have yc ever heard 
An infant voice that murmur’d to you « Tather!« 

Ye Gods, how have yc peopled this fierce Antioch, 

That the fond natural love of child and parent 
Is made a crime. 

Howl, howl! ay, bloody men. 

Howl in your Amphitheatre with joy: 

Glut your insatiate hearts with human blood. 

—Nay, ruthless Prefect, thou 'st not sent her there 
To perish: not to have her tender limbs 
Rent—torn—— 


The akove, Oppicbb. 


OFFICES. 


Great Prefect, he is dead- 


CALLUS. 


He—he— 


'T was he, thou said’st? 


OFFICEB. 


Diodotus, great Prefect, 

In the arena, as became a soldier, 

He stood with undiscolour’d cheek, while lay 
The crouching lion stiffening all his mane, 

With his white-gleaming teeth, and lashing tail, 
Scourging to life the slumbering wrath within him. 
But the calm victim look’d upon the people, 

Piled o’er each other in the thronging scats, 

And utter’d these strange words—« Alas! lost souls, 
There's one that, fiercer than yon brinded lion, 

Is prowling round, insatiate to devour—* 

Nought more we heard, but one long savage howl 
Of the huge monster as he sprung, and then 
The grinding of his raveniug jaws. 

The above, Second Orricss. 

CALLUS. 

Another— 

And what hast thou to say? 

SECOND orrteSE. 

Calanthias died 

Baneatb the scourge $ his look toward the sky. 

As Chou^ be thought the golden clouds conceal’d 
8 o^ alow avenger of his cause. 


OLTBIUS. 

What now? 

VOPI8CU8. 

The voice of triumph clamours up the skies. 

And Phoebus' name is mingled with the shouts 
Of transport. 

CALLUS. 

Can it be ? 

The above. Tbibd Officeb. 

THIBD OFFICEB. 

Apollo triumphs! 

CALLUS. 

Thou say’st not so, she will not sacrifice— 

My child! 1 look’d not yet for this. 

What’s here ? 
The above. Ghabinus. 

CALLIAS. 

Back, thou foul wretch! I rush'd not forth to thee. 

CHABlNUS. 

Foul wretch, indeed! 1 have forsworn my God. 

The blinding llamcs scorch’d up into mine eyes; 

And the false devils murmur'd all around me 
Soft sounds of water. 


OLYBIUS. 


On to tlic altar! 


lo Triumphe' 


Hurry him away! 


THE MULTITUDE. 

lo! lo Paeao ! 


CHABlNUS. 

Hah! they point at me, 

The angels from the clouds, my blissful brethren, 
That mount in radiance: cre they ’re lost in light, 
Witli sad, and solemn, and reproachful voices 
They call me Judas—Judas, that betray’d, 

That murder’d his blest master—and himself_ 

Accurst of men—and outcast from thy fold. 

Oh Christ! and for my pride? why then 1 ’ll wrap 
My soul in stern obduracy, and live 
As jocund as the careless Heathen here. 

No Peter's tears fill my dry eyes; no beam 
Of mercy on my darkening soul—On, on— 

And I will laugh, and in my laughter sing 
lo Triumphs: lo Psan! 

OLYBIUS. 

Now 

Give him the knife of sacrifice. 

CHABlNUS. 

Down! Down! 

'T Is wet, and reeks with my Redeemer’s blood. 

OFFICEB. 

He’s fled. 

OLTBIUS. 

Go after—drag him back. 

OFFICEB. 

'T is vain. 

He cried aloud—* The devil hath wrestled with 'me, 
And vanquish’d!»—and he plunged the sacred knife 
To his unhallow’d heart. 

OLTBIUS. 

Ignoble wretch! 

Who dared not die—yet fear’d to live. 

But pause— 

What means this deathlike stillness? not a sound 
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Or murmur from yon countless multitudes. 

® OFFlCKR. 

A pc-ile contagious horror seems to creep 

Hear me but a while. 

Even to our presence. Hen gaze mutely round, 

She had beheld each sad and cruel death 

As in their neighbour’s face to read the secret 

And if she shudder’d, 't was as one that ztrives 

They dare not speak themselves. 

With nature’s soft infirmity of pity. 

Old man 1 whence comest thou 7 

One look to heaven restoring all her calmness; 

Whatis't? 

Save when that dastard did renounce his Liitli, 

** CALLUS. 

.\nd she shed tears for him. Then led ihcy forth 

I know not! 1 approach’d the place 

Old Fabius. When a quick and sudden cry 

Of sacrihee, and my spirit shrank within me; 

Of Callias, and a parting in the throng, 

And 1 came back, 1 know not how. 

Proclaim’d her father's coming. Forth shesprang, 

OLTBItlS. 

And clasp’d the frowning headsman’s knc'cs, and siiicl_ 

. Still mute! 

w Thou know’st me, when thou laid'st on thy sick bed 

Even thus along his vast domain of silence 

Christ sent me there to wipe thy burning brow. 

Daik t'luto gazes, where ttie sullen spirits 

There was an infant play’d about thy chamber, 

Speak only with fix’d looks, and voiceless motions— 

And thy pale check would smile and weep at once, 

And ye are like tliem.—Speak to me, 1 charge you ; 

(L'lzing upon that almost orphan'd child— 

Nor let mine own voice, like an evil omen. 

Oil! by its dear and precious iiicmory, 

Load the hotair, unanswered. 

I do beseech tlicc, slay me first and quickly: 

CALLIAS. 

’T is that my father may not sec my death.* 

Hark! 

CALLUS. 

VOPISCUS. 

Oh cruel kindness! and I would have closed 

Didst licar it! 

Thine eyes with such a fond and gentle pressure; 

That shriek, as though some barbarous foe had scaled 

1 would have smooth’d thy beauteous limbs, and laid 

The city walls. 

My head upon thy breast, and died with lliec. 

OLYBIUS. 

OLYBIUS. 

Is *t horror or compassion T 

Good fiitlier! once I thought to call thee so, 

Or both 7 

How do I envy thee tliis her last fondness; 

The abeve. Fodxth Offickr. 

She had no dying tliouglit of me.—Go on. 


OFFICER. 

OLYBIUS. 

With that the headsman wiped from his swarth cheeks 

What means thy hurried look? Speak—speak! 

A moisture like to tears. But she, meanwhile, 

Though thy words blast like lightning. 

On the cold block composed licr head, and cross'd 

OFFICXa. 

Her hands upon her bosom, that scarce heaved, 

Highly Prefect, 

She was so tranquil; cautious, lest her g.'irmcnU 

The apostate Priestess Margarita- 

Should play the traitors to her modest care. 

OLYBIUS. 

And as the cold wind touch'd her naked neck, 

Row? 

And fann’d away the few unbraided hairs. 

Where’s Macer? 

Blushes o’erspread her face, and she look'd up 

orricBR. 

As softly to reproach liis tardiness: 

By the dead. 

And some fell down upon their knees, some clasp'd 

OLYBIUS. 

Their hands, enamour’d even to adoration 

What dead 7 

Of that half-smiling face and landing form. 

OFFICBB. 

CALLUS. 

Remove 

But he—but he—the savage executioner- 

Thy sword, which thou dost brandish at my throat. 

OFFICBE. 

And I shall answer. 

He trembled. 

OLYBIUS. 

CALLIAS. 

Speak, and instantly, 

Ila! God’s blessing on his head 1 

Or I will dash thee down, and trample from thee 

And the axe slid from out liis palsied hand? 

Thy hideous secret. 

OFFICER. 

OFFICBR. 

He gave it to another. 

It is nothing hideous— 

CALLIAS. 

’T is but the enemy of our fiiith—>She died 

And- 

Nobly, in truth—but—— 

omcEi. 

CALLIAS. 

It fell. 

Dead! she is not dead! 

CALLUS. 

Thou Best! I hare his oath, the Prefeefe oath; 

I see it, 

I liad foigot it in my fears, but now 

[ see it like the lightning flash-1 see it, 

I well remember, that she should not die. 

And the blood bursts—my blood!—my daughter’s blood! 

Faugh! who will trust in Gods and men like these? 

Off—let me loose. 

OLYBIUS. 

orricEa. 

' Slave! Slave! dost mock me 7 Better *l were for thee 

Where gocst thou? 

That tliis be folse, than if thou 'dst found a treasure 

CALLUS. 

To purchMe kingdoms. 

• 

To the Christian, 

>7 
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To learn the faith in which my d.iut|ater dictl, 
And follow her as quickly as 1 may. 

Olhbivs, SA\cziLy and the rest. 

OI.YUlUS. 

Macer ! is this thy faithful strvirc’ 


So rapid- 


M\C.ER. 


OLYBtllS. 


Not a word! Thou tlunk'st I *11 sloop 
To dash thee to the I'aitli —Ihit 1 ’in so sick 
Of this .arcui'st'd pomp, I \\iH ji<il use 
Its priviluij[c of vendedticc. 

F.iLi) (iMp))in('s 

Of proud aiilliority, that like the lobe 
Of Nessiis shine and kiini into tin- entrails!— 
Suprernary! whose [;n.‘iit pruro{'aUvc 
Is to he blasted by snperioi inisei y! 

No more will J possess llie fatal power 
Of tnurderin(' those 1 love. Ail-mhiii; sreptre! 

That well mine iuslj iinient of liloodslied, down! 

Mine hand shall never (;rasp thee mure. Vopiseus, 
Assume the v.KMiit Fiefed's se.!!, and he 
Curst like myself—with sway . 1 cannot wish thee 
A doom moic lialefnl— 

Who comes liurc? 

OPFICEK. 

Creat Prefeet! 

The enchantress Mar^jariia by her death 
Hath wroiq'ht upon the elian|;cfut populace, 

That they cry loudly on the (ihrislians* (tod. 
Kinliolden'd uiuhiltulcs ftoni every (ju.irlei 
Tliioiq; forth, and in the faeu of day prnrlaim 
Tbcir lawless faith. They li.ive ta'cu up the body. 

And liillicr, as in proud ovation, hear it 

With elamour and with soiq;. All Antioch crowds 

Applauding round them—they arc here, behold them. 

OIlRlsriVN IIYM.H. 

Sing to the Lord! let haip, and lute, and voice 
Up to the expanding gates of Heaven rejoice, 

While the bright Martyis to their rest are borne; 
Sing to the Lord! their blood-stain’d course is run, 
And every head its di.idcm Iialh won, 

Uieli as the purple of the summer mom, 

Sing the triumphant chamjiions of their God, 

While hum their mounting feet along their sky-waid 
roail. 

Sing to the r4ord! far her in Beauty’s prime 
Snatch’d from this wintciy earth’s iingcnial clime, 

In the eternal spring of Paradise to liloum; 

For her the world display'd its hrlgiilest treasure, 

And the airs piuilcd with the songs of pleasure. 

Before imiIIi's throne she chose the lowly tomb, 

The vale of tears with willing footsteps trod, 

Bearing her Cross with time, incarnate Son of God' 


Sing to the Lord! it is not shed in vain, 

The blood of martyrs! from its freshening rain 

High springs the Church like some fount-shadowing 
palm; 

The nations crowd heneatli its branching sliadc, 

Of its green lc.ivcs am kingly diadems made, 

And wrapt within its deep einhusumiiig calm 
Earth shrinks to slumber like the bree/a:lc8S deep, ' 
And war's tempestuous vultures fold their win^p. and 
sleep. 

Snq; to the Lonl! no more the Angels fly 
Far in tlie bosom of the stiinlcss sky 
The sound of fierce licenrioits sacrifice. 

From shrined alcove, and stalely pcdcsul, 

The marble Gods in ciimhruns ruin fall, 
llc.)dh-.ss in dust the awe of nations lies; 

Jove's lliiiiider crumbles in his mouldering hand, 

And mute as sepulchres the liymnless temples stand. 

Sing to the J.ord! from damp prophetic cave 
No inoie the loose-hair’d Sybils liurst and rave; 

Nor watch llie au{pirs jiale the wandering bird. 

No more on hill or in the muiky wood, 
iUid franilc shout and dissonant music Hide, 

In liiinian tones .arc wadmg victims liearJ, 

Nor falliers hy the rucking altar slouc 
(iovvl their dark head.s t’ escape llieir children’s dying 
groan. 

; Sing to the Loid ' no more the dead are laid 
Ill cold desp.iir beneath the cypress shade, 

Tosics'p the eternal sleep, that knows no inurii. 

There, eager still to Imist death’s br.izeii hands. 

The Angel of the Kcsnirertloii stands; 

>MnIc*, on its own iinniorlal pinions home, 

I'ollowiiig the Piicaki'rof the imprisoning tonih, 

Forth springs tlie exiilliiig soul, and shakes away its 
gloom. 

Sing to the Ijord 1 the desert rocks break out, 

And the llirong’d cilii*s, in one ghiddeiiiiig shout; 

The faitliehl shores hy pMgiim sre]> ex[dorcd; 

Spiead all your wings, ye winds, and waft .eromid, 
j Kven to the starry cope’s pale wanin(' hound, 
j Far ill’s iiM-versal liniiiageto tin* Lord; 

Lift up thiiic head, inipciial C.ipilol, 

Proud on iliy height to see the banner’d Cross unroll. 

Sing to the Lord! when Time itself slialJ cease, 

And final Iluin's desolating peace 

Enwrap this wide anti restless world of man; 

When the .liidge rides upon the enthroning wind, 

And o’er all guiiuraiions of mankind 

Eternal Vengeance waves its winnowing Fan; 

To vast Infinity's remotest 8p.iee, 

While iigt.'s run tlieir uvcrlusiing race, 

Shall all the Beatific Hosts prolong, 

Wide as ihc gloi^ of the Lamb, the Lamb’s IriuBjphunt 
song! 


BELSHAZZAR. 
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A DUAMATIC POEM. 


aiarai- 


INTRODUCTION. 


TiioUGn, in the following Poem, I'liave adlMsicd 
strictly to the outlmi: in Scripture, I have nvailud my¬ 
self of whatever appeared to niy purpose in the profane 
historians. My general autlioritics, where L do not 
follow the Book of Daniel, are Herodotus and Diodorus 
Siculus; but, perhaps, the host Kriglish account of 
Babylon is to be found in Prideaux’s Connection of llie 
Old and New Testament. 

The publication of tlie Warfyr of Antioch was con¬ 
siderably delayed by unfuroseeu circumstances. I take 
the liberty of mentioning this for two reasons. In (he 
fiist ])tace, because a coincidence in several circiipi- 
stances liclwcen that Poem and the Novel of Valet ii's, 
has led to a charge of pla(;iarism; when, in fact, (he 
Poem was written, .ind had been seen by some of my 
friends, before the publication of the prose work. Se¬ 
condly, 1 am nnwilllug ibat my Poems should app-‘.ir 
to follow e.U‘li other with a liaslc and lapidity incon¬ 
sistent with that deference for public opinion, winch 
till* manner of their reception would r.ithci jner -ase 
chan diniinish. 

May 1 )>resuine to hope that this, as well as the pre¬ 
ceding works of the same nature, may lend lo tlie .id- 
vunccmcnt of those interests, in sultsi'rvience to which 
alone our time and talents can he worthily employed— 
those of piety and religion’ 


CIIAUACTKRS. 


The Dkstkoying AivuifL. 


Bvi.sm \zzAn. 

Ariocii, Captain of t/ie Guard. 
Sadaris, Chief Eunnvh. 
Kalassak, Hiijh /ViV<t of T>cl. 


Damfx, 

Imraii, 

Auoniiaii, 


Jvwi. 


Nirocitis, Mother of Jirlshaziar. 


Their hour of ministration lo tlie bord, 

I lieard the summons, and 1 stood with wings 
Outspre.td for flight, Ixifore llic Ktcrnal Throne. 
And, from the unapproached depth of light 
Wherein the Almighty Father of the worlds 
Dwells, from seraphic sight of glory veil'd, 

(^me forth the soundless m.indalo, which I fell 
Within, and sprung upon my obedient pluinus 
But as I sail’d my long and trackless voyage 
Down the deep hosom of unbounded space, 

The m.inifest bearer of Almighty wrath, 

I saw tlie Aiigel of each separate star 
Folding hU wings in terror, o'er his orb 
Of golden fire; and sbudderiug till I pass'd 
To pour elsewhere .lehov.ah’s ciip of vengeance. 

And now I stand iipnu this world of man, 

My Wonted riMing'place. —But thou, oh Kailh* 
Thou only dost cndiirc iny fat.il presence 
IJnd.uinted. As of old, I hover o’er 
This haughty city of Ch.dde.in B<*1, 

That not the less pours forth her festal pomp 
To do unholy worship to her Onds, 

Tli.il are not Gods, but w’orks of mortal hands. 

Behold' the Sun bath burst the Kastern gates, 
And all his splendour floods the tower'd walls. 
Upon whose wide immeasurable circuit 
The harness’d chariots crowd in long army. 

Down every stately line of pillar'd streets, 

To eacli of the hundred hr.i7,en gates, >uung men 
And flower-crown'd maidens, lead the mazy diince. 
Here the vast Falace, whence yon airy gardens 
Spread round, and to the morning airs hang forth 
Their golden fruits atid dewy opening flowers; 
While still the low mists cnnip, in lazy fokhi. 

O’er the house-tops hern'atli. In every court, 
Through every portal, throng, in servile haste, 
Ca]itains and Nollies. There, before the Tempfe, 
On the far side of wide Kupliratcs’ stream, 

Thu I’riesls of Bel their impious rites prepare 
And cymbal clang, and glittering dulcimer. 

With shrill melodious s.thi(ation, liaii 
The welcome morn, awakening all the City 
To the last (biwu that e’er shall gladden her 


Naomi. 

Brnina. 

Babylonian Pfobles—Priests~-Diviner^—.-tslrologers, etc 

Scene Babylon 

BELSHA/ZAil. 

7’he City of Babylon^—Morning. 

TUK OESrROYlNG AN6RL. 

W'^iTUiN the cloud-pavilioii of my rest, 

Amid the Thrones and I’riucedoms, that await 


Babylon! Babyhm! thalwakeslin pride 
And glory, hut shall sleep in shapeless ruin, 

Thus, with my brn.id and overshadowing wings, 

I do embrace thee for mine own; fotbidding, 

Kven at this instant, yon bright orient Sun, 

To shed bis spicndoura on lliy lofty streets. 

Oh, Desolation’s sacred place, as now 

Thou Vt darken'd, shall the d.irkucss of the dead 

Enwrap tiicc in its everlasting shade! 

Babylon! Babylon! upon the wreck 
Of that most impious lower your Fathers rear'd 
To scale the crystal b.ittlemunts of Heaven, 

I set my fool, here take my gloomy rest 

Even till that hour be come, that cumes full soon. 
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Before the Temple. 

Kal4ssan— The Paibsts. 

riBST PItEST. 

Didst thou behold it? 

SECOND PBIXST. 

What 7 
PIRST PRIEST. 

'T is (jonc, is past— 

And yet but now't was there, a cloudy darkness^ 

That, swallowing up the ra^ of the orif*nt Sun, 

Cast back a terrible uight o’er all the City. 

THIRD PRIEST. 

Who stands aghast at this triumphant hour? 

I tell thee that our Dreamers have beholden 

M^cstic visions. The besieging Mode 

Was cast, with all his chariots, steeds, and men. 

Into Euphrates* bosom. 

EAI.ASSAN. 

Do ye marvel 

But now that it was dark 7 yon orient Sun, 

The hord of Light, withdrew his dawning beams, 

Till he could sec the glory of the world, 

Belshazzar, in his gilded galley riding 
Across Euphrates. 

FIRST PRIEST. 

Give command that all 
The brazen gates along the river side, 

Stand open to receive the suppliant train. 

SECOND PRIEST. 

Hark! with the trumpet sound their strong recoil 
Upon their grating hinges harshly mingles. 

THIRD PRIEST. 

Lo! how the bridge is groaning with the gifts 
Of the great King. The camels bow their heads 
Beneath the l>right and odorous load thy liear; 

Tlie proud stceils toss tlietr (lower-enwovcn manes, 
And the cars rattle with their ponderous sound; 
While, silent, the slow elephants pursue 
Their wondering way, and bear their crowded towers, 
Widely reflected on the argent stream. 

FOURTH PRIEST. 

How proudly do the waters toss and foam 
Before the barges, that with gilded prows 
Set the pale spray ou fire 1 The rowers, clad 
In Egypt’s finest tunics, as they strike 
The waters with their palmy oars, awake 
Sweet music, as it seems, from all the tide; 

So exquisitely to the dashing strokes 

Are the sweet lutes and floating hautboys timed. 

FIRST PRIEST. 

Yon bark, in wltich, at times, the silken curtains 
Arc by the courteous breezes faon’d aside. 

Is that in which the Mother of the mightiest, 

Mitocris, sits. Her presence seems to awe 
At once, and give a pride lo those who row 
Her queenly state- 

KALASSAtr. 

Behind—*1 is he!—'t is he!— 
Belshazzar’s self—the waters crowd around, 

As though ambitious to reflect their Sovereign; 

And all the throng’d and living shores, that now 
To Che far limits of the City, pass'd 
His name io one long shout, have paused to hear 
Our lofllar Imnagc.-Are the Seventy here ? 


FIRST PRIEST. 


XALASSAM. 


Lift wc, then, the solemn strain, in praise 
Of the great King, and all the suppliant court 
Will answer us in praise of mightiest Bel. 

SONG OF TEE PRIESTS. 

Where are the thousand-throned kin|^ 
Bcnenth whose empires’ spacious wings, 

Thu wide earth lay in mute repose? 

He rose—Chaldea's King arose! 

And bow’d was every crowned head, 

And every marshall’d army fled; 

Before his footstool bow’d they down, 

The ail-conquering Lord of Babylon! 

SONG or THE SUPPLIANTS. 

Where are the thousand-shrined Gods, 

Within whose temples’ proud abodes 
The nations crowded to invoke? 

He woke, Chaldea’s God awoke! 

And mute was every sumptuous feast, 

And rite, and song, and victim ceased; 

And every Fane was overthrown, 

Before the God of Babylon 1 

PRIESTS. 

Ammon’s crested pride lay low. 

And broke was Elam’s homed bow; 
Damascus heard the ponderous fall 
Of old Bcniiadad's palace wall; 

The ocean redden’d with the fire 
From the rock-biiilt strengths of Tyre. 

False was fierce Philislia’s trust, 

Desert Moah mourns in dust. 

Lo! in chains our Captains bring 
Haughty Zion’s eyeless King. 

Kedar's tents are struck, her bands 
Scatter'd o’er her burning sands, 

And Egypt’s Pharaoh quails before 
The Assyrian Lion’s conquering roar. 

THE SUPPLIANTS. 

From his high Philistine fane, 

Sca-hom Dagon fled amain; 

Moloch, he whose valley stood 
Deep with infants* blameless blood: 

Cliemos, struck with pale affright, 
licft his foul unfinish’d rite. 

Her waning moon Astart^ veil'd, 

When the Tyrian’s sea-wall fail’d. 

In vain Damascus* children meet 
At lofty Bimmon’s molten feet. 

And vain were Judah's prayers to him, 
Between the golden Cherubim; 

In vain the Arab, in his flight, 

Call’d on the glittering stars of night; ' 
And vain Osiris* timbrels blew 
Over Egypt’s maddening crew. 

KALASSAH. 

Lord of the world, and of the eternal city, 

That wear St Chaldea’s regal diadem 
Wreath’d with Assyria’s, wherefore art fliou here 
Before the Temple of all-powerful Bel? 


BELSHAZZAR. 
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BBMHAZZ4S. 

Chief of the Seventy chosen Priests, that serve 
Within the Temple of our God, thou know*8t 
That tlie rebellious Mede, confederate 
With Ashkenaz and Klam, and the might 
Of Persia, luith begirt with insolent siege 
Our city walls, and I would know what swift 
And terrible vengeance is ordain'd on high 
For the revolted from Chaldea’s sway? 

XAL4S8AN. 

Live thou, O Ring, for ever! Wo arc holding 
This day our solemn rite. Our Priests and Seers 
Each at his office*stands throughout the Temple; 

And all our eight ascending towers that rise, 

Each above each, in heavenward range, are throng'd 
With those that strike the cymbal, and with voice 
And mystic music summon down the Gods 
To give us answer. 

BBLSHAZZAB. 

Priests of llel, and thou 
High mitred Chief, Kalassan! Lo, I bring 
Gifts worthy of the Gods and of Uclshazzar: 

All that the world in its vast homage exists 
Before our royal feet; the gold that Hows 
In the red waters of the farthest East; 

The fr;q;rant balm that wet^ps from glittering trees; 

The ivory, and the thin and snowy robes 
Of Egypt; and the purple merchandize 
Of Sidon; and the skins of beasts that far 
In the dark forests fly the sight of man, 

Yet not so far hut that Assyria’s servants 
Track them, and rend away their bloody tribute; 

And slaves of every hue, and every age, * 

From all the kingdoms of our rule. 

XALA8SAK. 

Great King, 

What answer wouldst thou, which such sumptuous 
offerings 
May not compel I 

BBLSHAZZtn- 
Declare ye to our Gods, 

Thus saith Belshazzar: wherefore am 1 call'd 
The King of Babylon, the sceptcr’d heir 
Of Nabonassar’8(i) sway, if still my sight 
Must be infMted by rebellious arms, 

That hem my city round; and frantic cries 
Of onset, and the braying din of battle 
Disturb my sweet and wonted festal songs? 

MiTocais. 

In the Gods’ name, and in mine own, 1 answer 1 
Wlien Nabonassar’s heir shall take the sword 
Of Nabonassar in his valiant hand; 

With the inborn awe of majesty appal 
Into the dust Rebellion’s crested front: 

When for the gliding bark on the smooth waters, 
Whose motion doth hut lull his silken couch, 

He mounts the rushing chariot, and in arms 
Asselts himself Uic lord of human kind. 


Will he endure it? 


SABABIS. 


IflTOCBlS. 


Oh, my son! my son! 

Must I repent me of that thrill of joy 
I fell, when round my couch the slaves proclaim’d 
I had brought forth a man into the world, 

A child for empire born, the cradled Lord 


Of Nations—oh, my son!—and all the pride 
With which I saw thy fair and open brow 
Expand in beauteous haughtiness, commanding 
Ere lliou could’st speak? And with thy growth, thy 
greatness 

Still ripen’d: like the palm amid the grove 
Thou stoodst, the loftiest, at once, and comeliest 
Of all the sons of men. And must 1 now 
Wish all my pangs upon a shapeless offspring, 

Or on a soft and dainty maiden wasted, 

Th.at might have been, if not hersidf, like licr 
Thy martial ancestress, Semiramis, 

Mightiest—at least tlie Mother of the Mighty? 

BBLSHAZZAB. 

Queen of Assyria, Nabonassar’s daughter! 

Wife of my royal father, Merodach! 

Greater than all, from whom myself was born! 

The Gods that made thee mother of Belshazzar, 

Have arm’d thee with a dangerous licence. Thou, 
Secure, mayst utter what from mciincr lips 
Had call’d upon the head the indignant sword 
Of Justice. Rut to thee we deign reply. 

Is't not the chaqjc of the great Gods t' uphold 
' The splendour of the world that doth them homage? 
As soon would they permit the all-glorious Sun 
To wither from their palace vault in heaven, 

As this rich empire from the eartli. 

MITOCBIS. 

And therefore 

Be as the Gods, Belshazzar, and stand forth 
To sweep .away the desolating foe! 

As when the tliunders scatter all abroad 
The lowering clouds at midnight, all the stars 
F^ook glittering through the bright pellucid sky. 

And in the glorious calm themselves have strew’d, 
Repose triumphant the great Gods. 

BKLSBAZZAB. 

O queen! 

The mother of Chaldea’s royal lortl 
Ne’er ask’d in v.ain. Myself this day will mount 
The car of battle, and along the walls 
Display my terrors, for Asnyria’s hosts 
To kindle into valour at my presence; 

And the pale rebels from their distant camp, 

Like hunters that have roused tlic sleeping lion, 
Snatch up their toils, and fly—— 

IflTOCBlS. 

Along the walls 1 

And not along the dusty battle plain ? 

Yet’t is enough—the fire but sleeps within thee. 

And as the war-horse that hath sported long 
On the green meads, beholds the flash of arms 
Bright on the founbrin where he bathes, and hears 
The martial trumpet sounding, start erect 
Ills kindling cars, his agitated mane 
Trembles; already on his back he feels 
The gorgeous trappings and the armed rider, 

And treads the sward as though he trampled down 
Whole hosts before him: thus Belshazzar’s soul, 

At sight of Babylon’s exulting foes, 

Shall waken to the warrioi^s noble wrath. 

BBLSHAZZAB. 

Give instant order! 

NlTOCBtS. 

Oh, tiara’d Mede! 

And thou fierce Persian, that dost boast thyself 
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As hardy as l)iy native mountains! Thou, 

The shcplicrd'h nursling, Cyrus! feci ye not 
A prescient terror of your comin{[ conqueror? 

The lowers with which ye have girt your spacious camp, 
Do they not rock even to their deep foundations, 

In conscious awe ? But thou, my nohle son I 
Thy mother's heart, that Ixiat liut in tliy presence, 

Even when thou laid'st in soft inglorious dalliance. 
When home thou com'st, higlt plumed with victory, hosts 
In chains around thee, and the routed armies 
Crowding to gaze upon their conipieror. 

As though it were a solace in their fall 

That great Belshazzar stoop'd tn overtltiow them •, 

When all the myriads of vast Babylon 
Shout iu the triumph of their kingly lord; 

That heart, niy son, with such eveess of pride 
Will swell, that it will hursi. Even now it Hlls 
My woman's eyes with tears: when I should wear 
A brow all rapture, I can only weep. 

KALlSStM. 

Lord of the Nations! witli our richest rites 
Do we propitiate the eternal Gods. 

Upon the golden altar, never wet 

Save with the immaculate Itlood of yearling lambs (*.>) 

We sjeiifiee—and on our topmost tower, 

Wheie, on his couch, amid his native rloiuU, 

The God reposes, must the chosen Virgin, (3) 

Whom to our wandering seareli he fii'st presents, 

Await the bright descending Deity. 

BELSHAZZAR. 

What then !—the Gods hold festival to-night’ 

And shall the courts of great Chaldea's palace 

Be silent of the festal song? At eve 

Oiir banquet shall begin; and dusky night, 

Astonish'd at our splendour, think his reign 
Usurp'd us by a hrighter day. Kalassan! 

Whence are tho8<’ golden vessels richly carved, 

Ami bossy with cnchav‘il fiiiits and tiowers, 

Goblets, and lavers, and tall chandeliers. 

That, like to lilossoniing almond tiees, hr.mch oiil 
111 knots of glittcriiig silver?—meet wcie they 
To miuistcr at greit Uelsha/zar’s feast. 

KALASSAN. 

King of the Universe ! those vessels stood 
List in the Temple of the Ilchrew's God; 

But when Chalde.i’s arms laid waste the City, 

And from their Temple, with destroying hre, 

Scared the unresisting Deity, the spoils 
Were seized, and consecrate to niiglilier Bel. 

DELSnAZZAII. 

lad them be borne to grace our feast' 

K.ALA8S.An. 

Most hoDOitr’d 

Were they by such a noble profanation! 

Give ye the order—— 

Ha! what frantic shriek 
Peals through the courts? 

PRIEST. 

The slaves that girt themselves 
To bear liiuse vessels, on a sudden, all, 

As though by viewless lightnings struck to earth, 

Lie groveling on the pavement, and they clench 
Their vacant hands in horror. 

KALASSAN. 

Haise them up. 

And lash them to tlieir duty. 


SECOND PRIEST. 

I King of Earth I 

[ The armed statue of thy ancestor, 

Great Nahonassnr, on its firm-set pedestal 
Shakes, and its marble panoply resounds 
Like distant thunder! 

KALASSAN. 

How! the pavement rocks 
Beneath our feet, like a tempestuous sea! 

BELSHAZZAR. 

What! are KeUhaz/ar’s mandates thus delay'd 
For the pale fears of slaves, and idle sounds 
That shake the earth, but not hi.s kingly soul ? 
Away with them! we will not brook remonstrance 
From vanquisli'd men or Gods!—Away I I say— 

CHORUS. 

Sovereign of all the stre.irns that flow 
From lulls of everlasting snow, 

Tliroiigli vast Chaldea’s fertile I’cigti, 

Down to the red and pearly ( 4 ) main; 

And ere thy giant course is done, 

Tliroiigli all imperial Babylon; 

By stately towers and palace fair, 

And blooming gardens hung in air, 

By every glowing brazen gate, 

Hnll(‘Sl thy full exulting state. 

Proud Uiver ' strew liiy waves to rest, 

And smooth to peace iliy azure breast, 

While slowly o'*;r lliy willing tub;, 

Belsh<iz/.ir's gilded galleys ride. 

Hear, King of Floods! Euphrates, hear ’ 

And pay tlie homage of tliy feui 

CHORUS OP SUPPLIANTS. 

Sovereign of all the lamps that shine 
In yon empyreal arch divine. 

That roH'st through half the fiery day, 

O'er rc.iliiih that own Chaldea's sway; 

O’ci till one's whose monarchs wc.tr her yoke, 
And cities by her cnn(|uests broke , 

Thou S 1111 , wliose morning splendours dwell 
Upon the Temple lowers of Ri'l, 

The quiver of thy noontide rays 
I'ixhaiiKt .a all their fiery blaze, 

Upon the e'loiid-aspiiing throne 
Where rests the God of Baby Ion’ 

So sli.'di the God in glory come 
Down tn his sumptuous earthly home. 

Hear! Monarch of the Planets! hear— 

And pause upon thy fleet career. 


The Quarter of the Jewish Slaves 
Imlab, Naomi, Benina. 

JtKNfNA 

Father! dear Father' said'sl thou that our feet 
Shall lre.ad the glittering paths of Sion's hill; 
And that our lips shall bix'athe the fragrant airs 
That blow from dewy llcrmon, and the fount 
Uf Siloe flow in liquid music by us^ 

IMLAH. 

Oh, daughter of captivity, and bom 
To eat the bitter bread of servitude, 

Benina, child of sadness!—yet the dearer 
Because thou art the joy of desolate hearts 
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T]iat liave no joy but theewhat knowegt thou 
Of that fair city, where our Fathers dwelt 
While unforeakcD by their God? 

BSNINA. 

My father! 

Have I not seen my mother and thyself 
Sit by the river sMe, and dwell for ever 
On Salem’s glories, and the Temple’s pride, 

Till tears have chokcil yonr 8.id though pleasant speecli? 
In the deep midnight, when our lords arc sleeping, 

I’ve seen the Bicthn'n from the willows take 
Their wind-caressed harps, tlicir half-hrcathed sounds 
Scarce louder thiui the rippling river's dash 
Around the matted sedge; an<l still they pour’d 
Their voices down the stream, as though they wish’d 
Their songs to pass away to other lands 
Beyond the hounds of their captivity. 

I 'vc listen’d in an ecstacy of liMrs, 

Till purer waters seem'd to wander near me. 

And sweeter llowcis to hloom beneath my feet, 

And towers of fairer structure to aiise 
Under the moonlight; and I felt tlu>joy 
Of freedom in iny light and sportive limbs. 

My sweetest child, and thou that gavest to mu 
This dearest treasure, Maomi, thyself, 

IHven ns thou wert in virgin loveliness 
My plighted hiide, ronewM to tenden-st youth ' 

I will not s.iy I hope not (though iny fe.us 
And conseienee of our ill desert reprove* me) 

Tliat (lod even now prepares the promised hour, 

When Israel shall sliiike off Assyiia's eliains, 

And build long-wasteil Sion's lovely walls. 

The s.inds of the appoiutc'd years are run; 

The signs break out, as in the cloudy night 
Theslai's; and buric‘il Prophets’ voices seem 
As from their graves to cry aloud, and mark 
The hour that lahouis v^iLll our Israel’s glory; 

And, more than all, hut yi-sterd.iy I s.iw 
The holy Daniel- 

NVOMl. 

Daniel 1 what of him, 

Dear Imlah ? 

Till hut lately he was girt 
With sackrloth, with the meagre hue of fasting 
On his sunk cheek, and ashes on hut head; 

When, lo! .at once he shook from his grey locks 
The attire of woe, and call’d for wine; and since 
He hath gone Stately through the wondering streets 
With a sad scorn. Amid the heaven-piercing towers, 
Through cool liixiirions courts, and in the shade 
Of summer trees that play o’er crystil fountains. 

He walks, as though he trod o’er moss-grown ruins, 
'Mid the deep desolation of a city 
Already by the almighty wrath laid waste. 

And sometimes doth lie gaie upon the clouds, 

As though he recognized the viewless forms 
Of arm'd destroyers in tlie silent skies. 

And it is said, that at the dead of night 
lie hath pour'd forth thy burden, Babylon, 

And loud proclaim’d the bowing down of Bel, 

The spoiling of tlie spoiler. Even our lords, 

As conscious of God's glory gathering round him, 
Look on him with a silent awe, nor dare 
To check his motion, or reprove his speech. 


MAOiai. 

Oh, Imlahl shall our buried bones repose 
In our own land ? 


BENIITA. 


Speak on, iny dearest Father, 
Thy words are like the hrec/es of the wcht, 

That breathe of Canaan'K honey-flowing land. 


IMLAR. 


My child ! my child! thy nuptials shall not he 
With song suppress’d, and dim half curtain’d lamp, 
Stol’n from the observance of our jealous lords, 

As mine and thy fond mother’s were.—Who’s hcre^ 


BENINA. 


'T IS Adonijah : lie hath heard thee name him, 
And he will sec the burning on my rhoek. 

And so delect our cause of fond discourse. 


I named him not—— 


IMLAH. 


lIRMNt. 


Nay, f.ither, now thou mock’st me. 
IMLMr. 

Alas! poor deer, ihnu Vi (lci*p|y stricken! Well— 

It is a noble hoy, that dariw to fe.ar 

Ills God, nor makes his ymth a privilege 

For licence, and intemperate scorn of rule. 

The above, Adonjjaii. 

TMI.MI. 

Whence comest thou, Adonijah, with lliy brow 
F.latc, and full of pride, lhal scareu beseems 
A captive’ 

ADONIJMI. 

Imlah t from the dawn of day 
I have been gazing finin the walls, and saw 
The Persian reining in his lii'iy squadrons. 

Like ostriches they swept the sandy plain, 

As though they would outstrip the tardy winiis; 

And paused and wheel'd,and through the clouds of dust 
That rose around them, as round teinhle Angels, 

Their scimitars in silver radiance flash’d. 

Oh, will it ever he, that once again 

’riie Luid of Hosts will lift the Lion haulier 

Of Judah, and her sons go fortli to war 

Like .loshuii, nr like him whose beardless strength 

O'erthrew the giant Philistine' 

HKNINA. 

Ah, rac! 

And wouldst thon, Adoiiij.ih, seek the war, 

Thu ruthless, miirthcrous. and destroying war! 

AIIONUVtl. 

Why, yes! nor would Benina love me less 
For liringing home the spoil of God's proud foes, 

To hung within his vindicated Temple. 

RLNIN\. 

So thou didst bring thyself unharm'd, unchanged, 
Benina were content. 

ADONIJAH. 

Heaven’s blessings on ihccl 

IMLAH. 

Hear mo, young Adonijah ; ibou dost love 
My child: Benina, simll I say, or leave it 
To thine own lips or eloquent eyes to tell. 

How well thou lovesl the noble Adonijah? 

But, youth, 1 seek not to delay thy joy 
With the cold envious prudence of^old age, 

That never felt the boiling blood of youth; 
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For if I did, tliere ’• one would chide me here 
For my forgelfulnew of hours like these. 

But yet 1 would not have my daughter wed 
With the md dowry of a master's stripes; 

I would not, ^donijah, on the eve 
Of our deliverance, tliat the wanton Gentile 
Shoul pass his jest on our cold untcrtainmciit, 
And all the cheerless joy when captives wed, 

To breed a race, whose sole inheritance 
Shall be tlieir parents' tasks and heavy honda[^!. 
Our father Jacob served seven tardy yeais 
For beauteous Hachel, hut 1 tax not thee 
With such a weary service. 


ADOIflJXH. 

Be tlicy apes. 

So the life beat within this bounding heart, 

The love shall never fail! 

IMLAH. 

Here's one would trust thee, 
Youth, should my caiitiousagc be slow. Come hither, 
Thou tender vine, that noed’st a noble stem: 

Thou not repincht because 1 wed thee not 
To this fair elm, until the gentle airs 
Of our own land, and those delicious dews 
That weep like angels' tears of love, o'er all 
The hill of Sion, gladden your sweet union, 

And make you bear your clustering fruits in joy. 

8 n now, enough, thou dost accept the terms; 

And in the name of him that rules on high, 

I thus betrotli the noble Adonijah 
To soft Benina.— 

Now, to him that hears 

The captive's prayer. Ilow long—oh, Lord!—how long 
Shall strangers trample down thy beauteous Sion T 
How long shall Judah’s hymns arise to thoc 
On foreign winds, and sad Jerusalem 
On all Iter hills be desolate and mute? 

God of the Thunder! from whose cloudy scat 
The fiery winds of Desolation flow: 

Father of Vengeance! that with purple feet. 

Like a full wine-press, tread'st the world below. 
The embattled armies wait thy sign to slay, 

Nor springs the beast of liavoc on his prey. 

Nor withering Famine walks his blasted w.iy, 

Till thou tlie guilty land hast seal’d for woe. 

God of the Bainbow! at whose gracious sign 
The billows of the proud their rage suppress: 
Father of Mercies! at one word of thine 
An Eden blooms in the waste wilderness! 

And fountains sparkle in the arid ssmds, 

And timbrels ring in maidens’ glancing hands, 

And marble cities crown the laughing lands, 

And pillar’d temples rise thy name to bless. 

O’er Judah’s land thy thunders broke—oh, Lord 1 
The chariots, rattl^ o'er her sunken gate, 

Her sons were wasted by the Assyrian sword, 

Eveu her fo« wept to see her fallen state; 

And heaps her ivory palaces became, 

Her Princes wore the captive's garb of shame, 

Her Temple sank amid ^e smouldering llame, 

For didst ride the tempest cloud of fate. 


O’er Judah’s land thy rainbow, Lord, sliall beam. 

And the sad City lift her crownless head; 

And songs shall wake, and dancing footsteps gleam, 
Wlierebroodso'er fallen streets the silence of the dead. 
The sun sliall shine on Salem's gilded towers, 

On Carmel's side our maidens cull the flowers, 

To di*ck, at blushing eve, their bridal bowers, 

And angel feet the glittering Sion tread. 

Thy vengeance gave us to the stranger’s hand, 

And Abraliam’s children were led forth for slaves; 

With fetter'd steps we left our pleasant land. 

Envying our fathers in their peaoeful graves. 

The stranger's bread with hitter tears wo steep, 

And when our weary eyes should sink to sleep, 

'Neath the mute midnight we steal forth to weep, 

Where the pale willows shade Euphrates’ waves. 

% 

The bom in sorrow shall bring forth in joy; 

Thy mcrey, Lord, shall lead thy children home; 
lie that went forth a tender yearling boy, 

Yet, ere he die, to Salem’s streets shall come. 

And Canaan's vines for us their fruits shall licar. 

And iJernion’s bees their honied stores prepare; 

And wc shall kneel again in thankful prayer, 

Where, o’er the cherub-sealed God, full biased th' 
irradiate dome. 


Tfte fFalU of Babylon. 

Bblshazzab tn Air Chariot, Nitocris, ARiocB,SABARi8,efc. 

BELSHAZZAR. 

For twice three hours our stately cars have roll'd 
Along the broad highway that crowns the walls 
I Of mine imperial City, nor complete 
Our circuit by u long and ample space. 

And still our L>yc8 look down on gilded roofs, 

And towers and temples, and the spreading tops 
Of ccd.ir groves, through which the fountains gleam; 
i And every where the countless multitudes, 

^ Like summer insects in the noontide sun, 

Come forth to bask in our irradiate presence. 

Oh, thou vast Babylon! what mighty hand 
Created thee ind spread thee o'er the plain 
Capacious as a world; and girt thee round 
With high tower'd walls, and bound thy gates with brass; 
And taught the indignant river to endure 
j Thy bridge of cedar and of palm, high hung 
Upon its marble piers ?-.-What voice proclaim'd, 

Amid the silence of the sands, • Arise! 

And l>c earth's wonder?* Was it not my fathers ? 

Yea, mine entombed ancestors awake, 

Their heads uplift upon their marble pillows; 

They claim the glory of Uiy birth. Thou hunter. 

That didst disdain the quarry of the field, 

Ghusing thee out a nobler game of man, 

Nimrod! and thou that with unfeminine hand 
Didst lash the coursers of thy battic-car 
O’er prostrate thrones, and necks of captive kings, 
Semiramis! and thou whose kingly breath 
Was like the desert wind, before its coming 
The people of all earth fell down, and hid 
Their humble faces in the dust! tliat madest 
The pastime of a summer day ( o’erthrow 
A city, or cast down some ancient tlirone; 
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Wliose voice earli ocean shore obey’d, and all 
From sable Ethiopia to the sands ' 

Of the eold-flowin^ Indian streams;—oh! thou 
Lord of the hundred thrones, hi{>lt Nabonassar! 

And thou my father, Merodacli! yc crown’d 
This City with her dia<]cm of towers— 

Wherefore?—but prescient of Belsliazzar’s birth. 

And conscious of your destined son, yc toil’d 
To rear a meet abode. Oh, Babylon! 

Thou hast him now, for whom through ages rose 
Thy sky-exalted towers—for whom yon palace 
Rear’d its bright domes, and groves of golden spires; 
In whom, secure of immortality 
Thou stand’s!, and consecrate from time and ruin, 
Because thou hast been the dwelling of Belshazzar! 

NITOCRIS. 

I hear thy words: like thine, ihy mother's heart 
Swells, oh, my son! to set* thy seat of empire. 

But will the Lord of Babylon endure. 

What in yon plain beneath offends our sight, 

The rebel Persian ? 

BELSBAZZAR. 

Gave we not command, 

To Tartan and to Artamus, to sweep 
Yon tribes away, or ere our car approach'd 
The northern wall? 

ARior.u. 

They hasted forth, O King! 

But Tartan came not back, nor Arlamas. 

DELS MAXZAIX. 

Slaves! did they dare fall off from their allegiance? 

ARiorii. 

To the dominion they fell off of him 
That hath the empire o’er departed souls. 

NITOCRIS. 

Look down! look down! when*, proud of his light 
con(|iiest, 

The Persian rides—it is the youthful Cyrus; 

Ilow skilfully he winds through all the ranks 
Ills slced, ill graceful ca.se, ns though he siite 
Upon a (irrn-set tlironc, ^et every motion 
Obedient to his slack and gentle rein, 

As though one will controll’d the steed and rider; 
Now leaps he down, and holds a brief discourse 
With yon helm’d captain; like a stooping falcon, 
Now vaults he to the patient courser's back. 

Happy the mother of that noble youth! 

BELSniZZAH. 

Now, by great Bel! thou dost abuse our patience. 

Is that the rebel king to whom Belshazzar 
Sliould vail his pride, and stoop to be iiis foe; 

Hint witli the brazen arms, that, dimly bright, 

Scarce boast distinction fiom the meaner host? 

Where are his golden altrilmtcs of power, 

The glorious ensigns of Ids sovereignty; 

The jewel’d diadem, the ivory sceptre, 

The satrap-circled throne, the kneeling hosts?— 

• NITOCRIS. 

Dost ask, my son, his marks of sovereignty? 

The armies that behold his sign, and trust 
Their fate upon the wisdom of his rule, 

Confident of accustom’d victory; 

The unconquerable valour, the proud love 
Of danger, and the scorn of silken ease; 

The partnership in suffering and in want. 

Even with his meanest follower; the disdain 


Of wealth, that vJns the spoil but to bestow it, 

Content with the renown of conquering deeds! 

BELSRAZ4AR. 

By all our Gods!—— 

SABARIS. 

Great Ouecn! it iU beseems 
The lowest of Chaldea’s slaves to oppose 
The mother of our king with Insolent speech; 

But my bold zeal for him that rules the world 
Has made me dauntless. Is it not heaven's wilt, 

Written in the eternal course of human things, 

Some kings are boro to toil, and some to enjoy; 

Some to build up the palace domes of power. 

That in their glowing shade their sons may sit 
Transcendent in luxurious case, as they 
In conquest? 'T is the privilege of the cliosco, 

The mark’d of fate, and favourites of the Gods, 

To find submissive earth deck’d out, a fair 
And summer garden house, for one long age 
Of toilless pluiTSure, and luxurious revel. 

BELSBAZZAR. 

Tlic slave speaks well: uud thee, O, queen Nitocris! 

Tills eve will we roinpul, with gracious violence. 

To own our loftier fate. This sacred eve 
We 'll have an army wide as you that spreads 
Its tents on the hot s.tnds; and they shall feast 
Aiouiid me, ail reclined on ivory couches, 

Slruw'd with Sidoniun purple, and soft webs 
Of Egypt; fann’d by bright and glittering plumes 
Held 111 the snowy hands of virgin slaves; 

And o'er their turh.in’d heads shall lightly wave 
The silken canopies, that softly iremhlu 
To gales of li(]iiid odour: all the courts 
Shall breathe like groves of cassia and of nard. 

And every paradise of golden fruits, 

The forests and the tribnUry streams. 

In this one banquet shall exhaust their stores 
Of delicates; the swans and IMiaslan birds. 

And rocs and deer from off a thousand hills, 

Served in the spices of the farthest Kiist. 

And we will feast to dulcimers and lutes, 

And harps and cymbals, and all instiuments 
Of rapturous sound, till it shall s<jcm ilie stars 
Have stoop’d the nearer to our earth, to crown 
Our banquet with their heavenly concert. There, 

Our c.iptains and our counsellors, our wives 
And bright-eyed concubines, through all the palace 
Til’ array of splendour shall prolong—while 1, 

In state supreme, and glory that shall shame 
The selling sun amid his purple clouds, 

Will on uiy massy couch of gold recline: 

Then shall thou come, and seeing thy son the orb 
And centre of this radiance, even thyself 
Shalt wonder at thy impious speech, that dared 
To equal aught on earth to great Belshazzar. 

And now, lead on!— 

The above, Biniica, Imlab, Adonfiab, PaiBSTS. 

BENINA. 

All, save me! save me! 

ARIOCU. 

Peace! 

Before the king!— 

BELSBAEZAl. 

What frantic maid is this, 

That shrieks and flies, with loose and rending garments, 
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And 8 treainin 0 tiair T—And who are these that circle her, 
And sing around her) 

SABAaiS. 

Live, 0 king, for ever 
Chaldea's priests, that seek this evening’s bride 
For mightiest Bel. 

VRIXSTS. 

Beauteous damsel! chosen to meet 
First our wandering hcaven-led feet. 

Spotless virgin! thee alone 
The great God of Babylon, 

From his starry scat above, 

Hath beheld with looks of love, 

Bride of him that rules the sky! 

Cast not down thy weeping eye. 

Daughter of the captive race! 

For thine high and blissful place, 

In the heaven>hung chamber laid, 

Many a Babylonian maid ! 

To the voiceless midniglit air. 

Murmurs low her bashful prayer. 

With enamour’d homage sec, 

Round and round we circle thee; 

Round and round each dancing foot 
Glitters to the breathing lute. 

SABABlS. 

Why dost thou struggle thus, fond slave? 

BBNINA. 

My father !— 

My dearest Adonijah! speak to him— 

The panting breath swells in my throat, my words 
Cm find no utterance, save to thee. 

IMLAH. 

Great king! 

They rend away my child, mine only child— 

8ELSHAZ2AR. 

Peace! she is borne to serve the God of Babylon: 

And ye should fall, and kiss their garment hems, 

And bless Uiem for the glory that awaits 
The captive maiden- 

ADOlflJAB. 


To be the lustful prey- 


Glory! call ye it. 


BXNINA. 

Sweet youth! no more. 

Oh, speak not!—by the love thou bearest me— 

By all our hopes—alas! what hopes have we 7— 

Let me endure no sufferings but my own. 

BBUHAtSAB. 

Priests, to your office!— 

DKNIBA. 

Oh! no mcrcy-~none— 

Not even in thee, that wear’st a woman’s form, 

But all the cold relentless pride of man— 

Mightiest of queens !>-would 1 might add most gra¬ 
cious— 

IMLAH. 

God of our fathers! that alone canst save. 

Look down upon this guileless innocent. 

Lo! pale and feinting, like a wounded fawn 

She bangs upon their arms—death scarce could throw 

A aadder paleness, or more icy torpor, 

Over that ffMin, whose lovdiuess is now 
Its baoib attd stampi it for the worst of misery. 


adonijah. 

Oh, for a Median scimitar! 

ABIOGB. 

What said he) 


Nought—nought— 


BBNINA. 


ABIOCH. 


The slave forgets that scourges hang 

Upon our walls— 

IHLAH. 

And wc had fondly thought 
The bitter dregs of our captivity 

Drank out! Farewell, my child! thou ^ost not hear me— 
Thou liest in cold and enviable senselessness, 

And wc might almost fear, or hope, that death— 
Compassionate death—had freed thee from their vio¬ 
lence. 

What now, my child? 

ADONIJAH. 

Oh, beautiful Benina! 

Why do thy timorous dove-like eyes awake. 

And glow with scorn ? why dost thou shake away 
The swoon of bashful fear, and stand erect, 

Thou, that didst hung, but now, like a loose woodbine, 
'frailing its beauteous clusters in tbc dust? 

BENINA. 

Give place, and let me speak unto my father. 

And to this youth.—— 

Fierce men! your care is vain— 

I will not stoop to fly. 

IMf.AH. 

My soul is lost 
In wonder; yet I touch thee once again, 

And that is rapture. 

BENINA. 

Did ye not behold him 
Upon the terrace top?—the Man of God! 

The anointed Prophet! 

IMLAR. 

Daniel! 

BENINA. 

lie whose lips 

Bum with the fire from heaven 11 saw him, father: 
Alone he stood, and in his proud compassion 
Look'd down upon this pomp that biased beneath him, 
As one that sees a stately funeral. 


He spoke not?— 


IMLAU. 


BENINA. 


No: like words articulate, 

His looks address'd my soul, and said—oh, maid, 

Be of good cheer—and, like a robe of light, 

A rapture fell upon me, and I caught 
Contagious scorn of earthly power; and fear 
And bashful shame arc gone, and in the might 
Of God, of Abraham's God, our father's God, 

1 stand, superior to the insulting heathen. 

BBLSHAZZAB. 

What! wait ye still to lead the Gods their slave, 

And thus delay Belshazzar’s course ? 

BENINA. 

Your Godi! 

Whom 1 disdain to honour with my dread. 

BBLSHAZZAB. 

Off with her! and advance oar royal car 
Set forward.— 

[Biuhazzab departs wife his train . 
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BIMINA. 

Ye shall need no force to drag met 
My fathcrl^Adonijahl—gaxe not thus, 
Blaspheming, with your timorous doubts, the arm 
Of the Most Uigh, that waves above mine head 
In silent might unseen!»—> 

And thou—go on, 

Go on thy stately course—Imperial Lord 
Of golden Babylon! the scourge that lash’d 
The Nations, from whose mantling cup of pride 
Earth drank, and with the fierce intoxication 
Scoff d at the enduring heavens. 

* Go on, in awe 

And splendour, radiant as the morning star. 

But as the morning star to be cast down 
Into the deep of deeps, hong, long the Lord 
Hath bade his Propliets cry to all the world, 

That Babylon shall cease! Their words of fire 
Flash round my soul, and lighten up the depths 
Of dim futurity! 1 hear the voice 
Of the expecting grave!—1 hear abroad 
The exultation of unfetter’d earth!— 

From East to West they lift their trampled necks, 
Th* indignant nations: earth breaks out in scorn ; 
The valleys dance and sing; the mountains shake 
Their cedur>crowncd tops! The strangers crowd 
To gaze upon the howling wilderncM, 

Where stood the Queen of Nations. Lo! even now, 
Lazy Euphrates rolls liis sullen waves 
Through wastes, and hut reflects his own thick reeds. 
1 hear the bitterns shriek, the dragons ery; 

I see the shadow of the midnight owl 
Gliding where now arc laughlcr>echoiug palaces! 
O’er the vast plain 1 see the mighty tombs 
Of kings, in 8.id and broken whiteness gleam 
Beneath the o’cq>ruwn cypress—hut no tomb 
Bears record, Babylon, of thy last lord; 

Even monuments are silent of Belshazzar! 


PRIEST. 


Still must we hear it?— 


DENINA. 

Yea, ye must!—the words 
Of God will find a voice in every wind, 

The stones will speak, the marble walls cry out 1 

PRIEST. 

Maid, in Bel's appointed bride 
We must brook the words of pride; 

Mortal voice may ne’er reprove 
Whom the bright immortals love; 

Nor hand of mortal violate 
Her, the chosen immortal’s mate. 

BININA. 

Oh, Adonijah! soothe my mother’s tears; 

Be to my father what I should have been ; 

And now farewell! Forget not her whose thoughts, 
In terrier and in rapture, still will dwell 
> On thee: in prayer, at mom and eve, forget not 
Her who will need prayers worthier than her own. 

Before the AToitfe of Jnilah. 

' Imlah, Adoiyuah. 

IMLAB. 

We are here at length we two have glided on 


Like voiceless ghAls, along the crowded streeU. 

The miserable pour their tale of anguish 
Into the happy ear, and feel sweet solace 
From Ilia compassion; hut the wretched find 
No comfort from imparling mutual bitierneM. 

1 know 1 ought to feel that God protects 
My child—I can but think that heathen arms 
Have torn her from my bleeding heart! 1 know 
I ought to kindle with the heavenly lire 
Of her rapt spirit, to daunticssness like hers. 

1 can but tremble for her tender loveliness, 

That used to cling to me for its support. 

Like a soft lily, for the world’s rude airs 
Too frail. 

ADOIVIJAH. 

Scarce dare I speak, lest I speak rashly. 

I have rebuked and struggled with my sorrow, 

Till 1 detected in my secret heart 
A proud reproach, that I was born a son 
Of Abraham, to be trampled in the dust 
Like a base worm, that dare not turn to sting 
The insulting foot. 

IMLAH. 

Oh cool decline of day. 

That wort the captive’s hour of joy, liis Casks 
Fiiinil'd, his master’s wayward pride worn out, 

How wert thou wont to lead iny weary foot 
To such a blissful home!—I’ve oft forgot 
It was a captive's. Naomi, my wife, 

I never fear’d to meet thy loving looks 
Till now. 

The above, Naomi. 

NAOMI. 

So, Imlah, thou'rt return'dand thou. 
My son, I ’ll call thee.—Sweet it is t’ anticipate, 

And make the fond tongue thus familiar 
With words that it so oft must use. Stay, slay, 
Beloved! and 1 ’ll call forth, or ere yc enter, 

My child, whose welcome will be sweeter to you 
Than the cold babbling of her aged mother: — 

I had forgot—she went abroad with you. 


Have mercy, Heaven I 


IMLAH. 


NAOMI. 


Now, whither is she gone? 

To seek for thee the cup of sparkling water 
With which she used to lave thy burning brow; 

Or gather ihec the rosy fruit, that gain’d 
Fresh sweetness to thy taste, from that dear hand 
That offer’d it. She ever thought—though weary 
Herself and wanting food—of ministering 
First to the case and joy of those she loved.— 

Ha! tears upon thy brow, thy noble brow, 

Which I have seen endure- 

IMLAB. 

Go in I—no, stay 

Without! I cannot venture where some mark 
Of her fond dut^ and officious care. 

Will be the first thing mine eyes see.—My wife, 

Why dost thou tear thine liair, and clasp thy brain T 
I have not told thee— 

NAOMI. 

What hast thou to tell me I 

Thou 'rt here without herthou and this brave youth 
Have eyes that burst with tears. She’s lost!-she’s dead! 
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IMLAR. 

Would tliat she were! 

RAOMI. 

Unnatural father! wretch, 

That hast no touch of human pity in thee, 

To tcU a mother thou canst wish Iier cliild 
Where her fond arms can never fold her morel— 

Oh, Imlah! Imlah! tell me—tell me all— 

Ye cannot tell me more than what 1 fear. 

They tore her from us, for a paramour 
For their false Gods- 

NAOMI. 

*T is ever thusmost bless'd 
But to be made most wretched! 

IMLAH. 

Pardon tier, 

Oh Lord! oh, we ran chide on others* lips, 

What our own bum to utter! 

NAOMI. 

All my care. 

My jealous, vigilant, and restless can^ 

To veil her from the eyes of man, to keep her 
Like a sweet violet, that the airs of heaven 
Srarcelv detect in its secluderl shade. 

All waste and vain! 1 was so proud, to think 
I had conceal'd our treasure from the knowledge 
Of our rude masters—and I llioiight how envied 
J should return among our barren mothers, 

To Salem. 

Dearest I site beheld—she felt 
The arm of Israel's Cod protecting her. 

Thou canst not think with wliat a beauteous srorn 
Our soft and timorous child o’erawed the spoiler— 
How nobly she reproved our fears. 

NAOMI. 

Poor fool! 

To be deluded by those tender arts 
She ever used—her only arts—to spare 
Our bleeding hearts from knowing when she suffer'd. 
Wliat! she look’d fearless, did she? iilic in the arms 
Of sinful men, that trembled at heaven's airs, 

When they came hreatliiiig o’er her hliisliing check. 
And yc—thou, Adonijali, that dost know 
Her timorous nature, wert deceived?—cold comfort! 
Have yc no better ? 

IMLAR. 

Oh, weep! weep, my wife I 
Look not upon me with those stony eyes! 

Oh, think—the cup is bitter, but the Lord 
May change itthink of him that lost so many, 

His sons and daughters, at their jocund feast, 

All at one blow—and said—God gave, and God 
Hath taken away.‘ 

NAOMI. 

Had he but one, like ours; 

One that engross'd his undivided love; • 

One such as ne'er before blest human heart, 

Would he have said so 7 

Wilt not tell me. Coo, 

How Sarah in her old age bore a child, 

To be a joy within her desolate house. 

Go on—go on—recouut each act of lo^, 

' Job 1, ai. 
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Each merciful miracle, that we may know 
How gracious God hath been to all—but us. 

IMLAH. 

Hear her not, God of Israel!—oh, my son! 

Wc must distract this frensy, or 'l will blight 
Heaven's hopetl for blessings to a barren curse. 

And intercept some soft descending mercy. 

What shall wc do?—wliat say?—to dissipate 
Her brooding thoughts? Wc 'll take the harps that hang 
Around us, and are us'd to feel the hand 
Of sorrow trembling on their mournful strings. 

When ye demand sweet Sion’s songs to mock them, 

Proud strangers, our right hands forget their cunning. 
But yc revenge you, wringing from our hearts 
Sounds that might melt your senseless stones to pity. * 

nvMV. 

Oh, thoii that will not break the bruised reed, 

Nor heap fresh .ashes on the mourner’s brow, 
i Nor rend .incw the wounds that inly bleed, 

The only balm of our afflictions thou, 

Teach us to bear thy chastening wrath, oh God! 

To kiss with quivering lips—still humbly kiss thy rod ! 

Wc bless tlicc, Lord, though f.ir from Judah's land; 
Though our worn limbs are black with stripes and 
chains; 

Though for stern foes wc till the burning sand; 

And reap, for others' joy, the summer plains; 

Wc bless thee. Lord, for thou art gracious still. 

Even though this Listblack drop o’crflow our cup of ill! 

Wc bless thee for onr lost, our beauteous child; 

The tears, less bitter, she hath made us weep; 

The weary liours her graceful sports have 'guilcd. 

And the dull cures her voice hath sung to sleep ! 

She was the dove of hope to our lorn ark; 

The only star that made the strangers' sky less dark! 

Our dove is fall’n into the spoiler's net; 

Rude hands defile her plumes, so chastely white; 

To the bereaved their one soft star is set. 

And all above is sullen, cheerless night! 

But still w*c thank thee for our transient bliss— 

Ycf, Lord, ti. scourge our sins remain'd noway but tliis? 

As when our Failicr to Mount Moriah led 
The blessing's Iicir, his age's hope and joy. 

Pleased, as he roam’d along with dancing tread, 

Chid his slow sire, the fond, ofRcious boy, 

And laugh’<l in sport to sec the yellow fire 
Climb up the turf>buiU shrine, his destined funeral 
pyre— 

Even thus our joyous child went lightly on; 

Bashfully sportive, timorously gay, 

Her white foot bounded from the pavement stone 
Like some light bird from off the quiv'ring spray; 

And back she glanced, and smiled, in blameless'glce, 

The cars, and helms, and spears, and mystic dance to see. ‘ 

By thee, O Lord, the gracious voice was sent 
That bade the Sire his inurtheroiis task forego: 

When to his home the child of Abraham went 
llis mother's tears had scarce began to flow. 

Alas! and lurks there, in the thicket’s shade, 

The victim to replace our lost, devoted maid? 


DELSHAZZAB. 


i4i 


Lord, even tlirou^h thee to hope were now too bold; 

Yet't were to doubt thy mercy to despair. 

'T is an(;uish, yet’t is comfort, faint and cold, 

To think how s>id we are, how blest we were! 

To speak of her is wretchedness, and yet 
It were a grief more deep and bitterer to forget! 

O Lord our God! why was she c*cr onr own ? 

Why is she not our own—our trciisurc still ? 

We could have pa^'d our heavy years alone* 

AliiS! is tliis to bow us to thy will 7 
All! even our humblest prayers we make repine, 

Nor prostrate thus on earth, our hearts to Uiee resign. 

Fofgive, forgive—even should our full hearts break; 

The broken heart thou wilt not, Lord, despise: 

Ah! thou art still too gracious to forsake. 

Though thy strong liand so heavily chastise. 

Hear all our prayers, hear not our murmurs. Lord; 
And, though our lips rebel, still make thyself adored. 


77ic Front of tiic Temple. 
PRIESTS wirnm. 

Hark! what dancing footsteps fall 
Light before the Temple wall? 

Who arc ye ih.it seek to pass 
Through the hurnish’d gate of brass ’ 
Come ye with the gifts of Kings, 

With the peacock’s hrigliUeycd wings? 
With the myrrh and fragrant spice 
With the spotless sncriricc? 

With iliu spoils of conquer’d lands ? 
With the works of maidens’ hands. 

O'er the glitteiing loom that run, 
Underneath tlie orient sun? 

Bring ye pearl, or choicest gem, 

From a plunder'd diadem? 

Ivory wand, nr ebony 
From tbc 8,ible Indian tree? 

Purple from the Tyriau shore; 

Amber cup, or coral store, 

From the branching trees that grow 
Under the salt sea-water’s Mow? 

PKISSTS, WITH BENlIfA. 

With a fairer gift we come 
To the God's majestic home 
Than the pearls the rich shells weep 
In the Erythrean deep. 

All our store of ebony 
Sparkles in her radiant eye. 

Whiter far her spotless skin 
Than the gauzy vestures thin, 
Bleich’d upon die shores of Nile; 
Grows around no palmy isle 
Coral like her swelling lips. 

Whence the gale its sweetness sips, 
That upon the spice-trcc blown 
Seems a fragrance all its own ; 
Never yet so fair a maid 
On the bridal couch was laid; 

Never form beseem’d so well 
The immortal arms of Bel. 


PRIESTS, LBADINC BSE m. 

'Mid the dashing fountains cool, 

In the marble vestibule, 

Where the orange branches play, 

Freshen’d by the silver spray, 

Hcaven-lcd virgin, take thy rest. 

While we bear the silken vest 
And the purple robe of pride 
Meet for Bel’s expected bride. 

ALL THE PRIESTS. 

Bridclike now she stands array'd! 

Welcome, welcome, dark-hair’d maid! 

Lead her in, with d.incing feet, 

Lead lier in, with music sweet, 

With the cymbals' glancing round, 

And the hautboy’s silver sound. 

See the golden gates expand, 

And the Priests, on either hand, 

On ihcir faces prone they fall 
Entering the refulgent llall. 

With the tread that suits thy state, 

Glowing check, and look elate. 

With thine high unbending brow, 

Sacred maiden, enter thou. 

FIRST PRIEST. 

Chosen of Bel, thou stand's! within the Temple, 
Within the first and lowest of our Halls, 

Yet not least hiimphious. On the jasper pavement, 
Each in his deep alcove, Ch.dilca's Kinjpi 
Ktand on their carvwl pedestals. Behold them! 
Their marble brows still we.irthe conM'ious awe 
Of sovereignty—the mightiest of tlic dead, 

As of the living. Eminent, in the centre. 

The golden st.ituc (5) sUinds of Nahonassar, 

That in the plain of Dura, to the sound 
Of harp, ami lute, and dulcimer, received 
The liomage of the world. The Scythian hills, 

The margin of the Syri.in sea, the Isles 
Of Ocean, their adoring tribes cast down; 

And the high sun, at noonday, saw no face 
Of alt mankind turn'd upward from the dust. 

Save the imperial brow of Nahon.iss.ir, 

That rose in lonely loftiness, as now 
You awe-crown’d image. 

BENINA. 

Have yc wrought him foo, 
As when lie prowl'd the plain, th’ .'associate 
Of tlie brute herd that lirowsed around, nor own'd 
The dre.id of a superior presence, heat 
By the uncourlly rains and wintry winds 
Upon the undiadeind head? 

PRIEST. 

Cease, cease, nor tempt 
The loving patience of the God too far! 

Advance! and wind along the aspiring stair. 

PRIESTS. 

Haste! the fading light of day 
Scarce will gild onr lofty way. 

Haste, nor tremble, tender maid! 

To the sculptur'd balustrade 
Cling not thus with snowy hand; 

None but slaves around thee stand, 
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Od thy footsteps proud to wail: 

Hark! the slow-rccoiling gate 
Opens at our trumpets' call; 

Enter, now, our second Hall. 

SECOND PRlESr. 

Well mayst thou hold thine alabaster hand, 

Through which the rosy light so softly shines, 

Before thine eyes, oh 1 maiden, as thou entcrest 
The Chamber of the Tribute. Here tliou scest 
The wealth of all the subject world, piled up 
In order—from its multitude that seems 
Confusion: in each deep, receding vault, 

O'er all the spacious pavement, ’t Is the same; 

The flaming gold, and ivory, and the gems— 

If all mankind were Kings, enough to crown 
Each brow with an imperial diadem! 

BENINA. 

Oh, rapt Isaiah, were they not thy words — 

How hath she ceased—the golden city ceased! 

Will all that wealth but ransom thee an hour, 

Or bribe the impartial and undazzled Ruin 
One instant to suspend its swooping wing? 

PBIESTS. 

Breathe again the clear blue air; 

Mount again the marble stair: 

Still we mount—on high—on high. 

To the exulting harmony! 

Hark! the strain of triumph rings 
In the Hall of Captive Kings. 

THIRD PRIEST. 

Now pause again : yon chained images 
Arc those that ruled the world, or ere the Lord 
Of great Chaldea took the all-ruling sceptre 
Into his iron hand, and laid the pride 
Of all the kingdoms prostrate at his feet. 

BRNINA. 

O King of Judah, tliou art there! Thy foes, 

In charitable cruelly, did quench 
Thy sightless eyes, lest thou shouldst sec the dwelling 
Which thou hadsl changed for Sioii*s beauteous hill; 
Lest thou shouldst more ih.'iii hear tliy sorrowing people 
Doom'd by thy sins, and by their own, to bondage. 
Thou, Zedekiuli, (6) didst desert tliy God, 

And wert of Cod descried;—nor to thee 
Is given, withdrawn into a foreign grave, 

To feel again soft Canaan’s fragrant gales 
On thy blind brow, almost persuading thee 
That, in thy darkness, thou eanst still behold 
Some oncc-lovcd spot, or dim-remember’d scene. 

The glad deliverance that comes to Judah 
Comes not to thee. Alas 1 to sad Benina, 

Oh, gracious God of Abraham, wiU it come? 

PRIESTS. 

Maid, again wc lift the song ; 

Thy soft f^t have rested long ; 

Nearer, nearer as we climb 
To the highest Hall sublime. 

Bride of the Immortal, thee 
All the city tlirongs to see. 

Floating, like a snowy dove, 

In the azure clouds above. 

Lo! the fourth of our abodes, 

Chamber of Uie captive Gods! 


BENINA. 

Oh, Lord of Hosts! 1 dare not gaze around me, 

Lest in yon heaps of monstrous forms uncouth 
The scaly Dagon, and the brute Osiris, 

Moon-crown’d Astarte, or the Sun-like Hithra, 

Some shape I should behold by the blind Gentile 
Held worthy to enclose th’ Illimitable 
That fills the Heaven and Earth. The Cherubim, 
Perchance, arc here, behind whose golden wings 
Thy fiery presence dwell, but dwells no more. 

I know that danger waits me on yon height, 

Out thither haste 1 rattier llian behold 
Profaning Heathens scorn what thou hast glorified. 

Lead on—— 

PBIESTS. 

Half thy journey now is past; 

Who shall wonder at thine haste:— 

Dost not wish for wings to fly 
To thy blissful destiny? 

Yet, oh tread with footstep light 
As the falling dews of night; 

Like the gliding serpent creep 
Where the gifted Dreamers sleep; 

Fold thou close thy fluttering dress, 

Even thy panting breath suppress, 

Lest some glorious dream wc break:— 

Lo I’tis vain—they move—they wake! 

THE DBBAMKBS. 

Hark! hark! the foot—wc hear the trembling foot, 

Witli motion like the dying wind upon a silver lute: 
Upon our sleep it came, .ts soft itself as sleep; 

It shone upon our visions like a sur upon the deep. 

Lo! lo! the form, the graceful form wc sec 
That seem’d, through all the live-long night, before our 
eyes to be: 

Above, the eyesof sparkling jet, the brow like marble fair; 
And down, and o’er the snowy breast, the dark and 
wandering hair. 

Hark! hark! the song—we hear the bridal song— 

Amid the listening stars it flows the sounding heavens i 
along I 

It follows tliu Immortal down from his empyreal sky, 
Descending to his mortal bride in full divinity! 

BENINA. 

What! are your dreams so soft; and saw ye nought 
Of midnight flames, tliat clomb the palace walls, 

And ran along the terrace colonnades. 

And pour'd the liquid walls in torrent flames 
Of dark asphahus?—Heard ye not the wail 
Of wound^ men, and shrieks of flying women; 

And the carved Gods dash’d down in cumbrous ruin 
On their own shrines? 

PBIESTS. 

Great Bel avert the omeD< 
PRIFSTS. 

Hurry on, nor more delay; 

Shadows darken on our way; 

Only in the hall we tread; 

Ask of those tlie stars that read, 

Catching every influence 
Their all-ruling orbs dispense. 
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From those silent Prophets bright 
That adorn the rault of night, 

Watchers of the starry sky, 

Know ye, feci ye, who is nigh! 

ASTaOLOGIRS. 

What planet rolls its pearly car, 

What orb of mild or angry hue? 

The star of love, the silver stir, 

Glides lonely through yon depth of blue. 
We sec her sailing motion calm; 

We hear the music of her sound; 

We drink Mylitta’ 8 ( 7 ) breathing balm, 

In odorous clouds disiiil’d around. 

And calm, and musical, and sweet 
]s she that star's mild influence leads— 
The maid that, with her snowy feet. 

Even now the sacred pavement treads. 

BENINA. 

Enough of this! Oh! chaste and quiet stars, 

And pure, as all things from infecting Earth 
llcmnved, and near the tlirone of Gud; whose calm 
And I>uautiful obedience to the laws 
Of your great Maker is a mute reproach 
To the unruly courses of this world, 

Would they debase you to the ministers 
And guilty favourers of their sinful purpose? 

PRIESTS. 

Now our toil is all but done; 

Now the height is all but won; 

Ry the High Priest's lonely seat, 

By Kulassan's still retreat. 

Where, in many a brazen fold, 

The slumbering Dragon lies outroll'd, 

Pass we on, nor pause. Nor thou 
Gaze, oh Priest, with wondering brow! 
hovelicr though her cheek appears 
For her toil and for her tears; 

And tlie bosom's vest hencatit 
Heaves the quick and panting breath. 

RAL^SSAIf. 

More beautiful ne’er trod our marble stairs! 

PRIESTS. 

None!—but still the maid dismiss 
To her place of destined bliss:— 

That no mortal eye may sec— 

On! we may not follow thee: 

Only with our music sweet 
We pursue thy mounting feet. 

Now, upon the topmost height, 

Thou art lost to mortal sight! 
ho! the couch beside tlice spread. 

Where the Heaven-loved maids are wed. 
»TiH the bridal midnight deep 
Bow thy head in balmy deep— 

Sleep that shall be sweetly broken 
When the God his bride hath woken. 

BENINA. 

Alone! alone upon tbh giddy height! 

Yet, better thus than by that frantic rout 
Encircled: yet a while, and I shall breathe 


With freedom. Oh! thou cool, delicious silence, 

Hnw grateful art thou to the ears that ring 
With that wild music's turbulent dissonance! 

By slow degrees the starlight fare of things 
Grows clear around my misty, swimming eyes. 

Oh, Babylon! how art thou spread beneath me! 

Like some wide plain, with rich pavilions set 
’Mid the dark umbrage of a summer grove. 

Like a small rivulet, that from bank to bank 
Is ruffled by the sailing cygnet's breast, 

Euphrates seems to wind. Oh! thou vast city, 

Thus dwindlei! to our human sight, what art tiiou 
To Him that from his throne, above the skies, 

Beyond the circuit of the golden Sun, 

Views all the subject world! 

The parting day 

To twilight and the few faint early st.'irs 
iluth left the city. On yon western lake 
A momentary gleam is lingering still. 

Thou 'rt purpling now, O Sun, the vines of Canaan, 
And crowning, with rich light, the cedar top 

Of Lebanon, where-butoh! without their daughter— 

Soon my sad parents sh«ill return. Where are ye, 
Beloved? I seek in vain tlic lonely light 
Of our dear cabin on Euphrates' side, 

Amid you kindling fires. And h.'ivc ye quench’d it, 

That all your dwelling be as darkly sad 

As arc your childU'SH hearts?—And thou—mine own, 

1 tlioiiglii this morn, and called ihec—Adnnijah, 

Art thou, ton, thinking of that hour like this; 

The balmy, tranquil, and scarce sLirliglit liour. 

When the soft Moon had sent her harbinger, 

Pale Silence, to foreshow her coming presence; 

To hush the winds, and smooth the clouds before her? 
That hour, that, with delicious treachery, stole 
The secret from Beniii.Vs lips she long’d. 

From her full heart, t' unburlhcn? Better, now, 

Had it been buried in eternal darkness, 

Than thus have kindled hopes that shone so softly— 
Were quench'd so soon, so utterly.— 

Fond heart, 

These soft, desponding, yet delightful thoughts. 

Must not dissolve thee to mistrust in him 
That fiird thee as with (ire, and touch'd my lips 
With holy scorn of all the wealth and pride 
That blazed around my path. Even now I feel 
My trembling foot more Arm; and, like the eagle’s. 
Mine eyes familiar with their cloudy height— 

What's here?—a hurried tread—— 

Wh.it art thou? speak! 

XALASSAN. 

The honour'd of the God that honours thee. 

Oh, miracle of beauty! I beheld thee, 

And strove with my impatient spirit within 
To wait th’ appointed hour;—hut, as the pilgrim 
Sees the white fountain in the palmy shade, 

Nor brooks delay, even thus my Uiirsty eyes 
Demand their instant feast 

BENINA. 

Thou shouldst have brought 
The sage Diviners to unfold the meaning 
Of this dark language. 

KAUBSAN. 

Loveliest bashfulness! 

Or is it but the sportive ignorance 
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That laughs beneath the dark and gl^tcring eyelids, 
At the delighted dupe of its dissembling? 

BKRINA. 

Peace, and avaunt! 

KALASSAIf. 

O maid! thou art so beauteous 
That yon bright Moon is rising, all in haste, 

To gaze on thee, or to display thy grace 
To him, that, lost in wonder, scarce hath melted 
To love. 

The snowy light falls where she treads, 

As't were a sacred place! in her loose locks 
It wanders, even as with a sense of pleasure! 

And trembles on her bosom, that hath caught 
Its gentle restlessness, and trembles, too. 
Harmonious. 


BEKINA. 

Must mine ears endure thee still ? 
KAUSSAN. 

And know*St thou not why thou art here; what bliss, 
Wliat bridal rapture wails thee? 

BBNIMA. 

There are sins 

Whose very dread infects the virgin's soul, 

Tainting the fountain of her serret (liouglits; 

I'm here to suffer evil—what, I know not. 

But will remain in holy ignorance, 

Till my dark hour of trial. 

KALASSAff. 

Hast thou never, 

Soft maid, when fervid noon bathes all the world 
In silence, in thy fond and wandering thoughts, 

Beheld a noble bridegroom seated near thee. 

And heard him, ’mid sweet falls of matnnge music. 
Whispering what made thy pale check burn? 

BENINA. 

^ Away!— 

And must he see my tears? and think me weak, 

And of my God abandon'd! 

KALASSAN. 

Ix>! the coueli 

Bestrewn with flowers, whose fragrance and whose hues j 
Shall not have faded, till great Bel come down 
Beneath that dimly canopied alcove—— 

BENINA. 

There's that within tlfy words I ought to fear: 

But it should seem, that with the earth I *vo left 
All eartlily ftsars beneath mo. 1 defy 
Thee and thy Gods alike. 

KALASSAN. 

Alike in trutli; 

For sometimes doth the Mightiest not disdain 
To veil his glories in a mortal shape. 

Even great Kalassan's. la>ok on me, and say 
If he could chuse a nobler. 

BENINA. 

What! and fear’st not 


This earth so ronscious that the best of Deity, 

The power and majesty reside within me, 

That I but stoop to win myself a bride 
Beneath another name: here ’mid the clouds 
1 stand, as in mine own appropriate place. 

BENINA. 

The darkest pit of Toplicl were too light 
For thine offence. 

KALASSAN. 

Oh! soft and musical voice. 
Art thou so lavish of injurious words 7 
Erewhile thou ’It be as prodigal of fondness; 

So now prepare thee: ere two hour8<.are past 
Thou wedd’st Knlassan, or Kalassan's God, 

Or both, or either, which thou wilt. Farewell 
A little while: but 1 beseech thee, wear 
When I return this soft becoming pride; 

Nor imitate, as yet, the amorous slaves 
That weary with officious tenderness. 

Be as thou seem'st, a kindred spirit with mine, 

And we will mate like eagles in the Heavens, 

And give our children an immortal heritage 
To bathe their plumage in the fiery sun. 

BENINA (ufoue). 

Did the earth hear thee, monster! or art thou 
Til’ Eternal Enemy in tlie human shape? 

Oh!'t is the innocent’s best siicurity, 

That the unrighteous pluck llie thunderbolt 
With such resistless violence on their heads. 

Lord of the insulted Heavens! thou cnnsl not strike 
This impious man, without delivering me; 

Me, else unworthy of thy gracious mercy. 

But lo! what blaze of light beneath me spreads 
O’er the wide city. Like yon galaxy 
Above mine head, each long and spacious street 
Becomes a line of silver light, the trees 
In all their silent avenues break out 
In flowers of fire. But chief around the Palace 
Whitens the glowing splendour; every court 
That lay In misty dimness indistinct, 

Is traced hy pill.irs and high architraves 
or crystal lamps that trciiihle in the wind : 

Each porliil arch gleams like an earthly rainbow, 
And o’er the front spreads one entablature 
Of living gems of every hue, so bright 
That the pale Moon, in virgin modesty, 

Betreatiiig from the dazzling and the tumult, 

.Vf.ir upon the distant plain reposes 
Her unambitious beams, or on the bosom 
Of the blue river, ere it reach the walls. 

Hark! too, the sound.s of revelry and song 
Upon the pinions of the breeze come up 
Even to this height. No eye is closed in sleep; 
None in vast Babylon but wakes to joy— 

None—none is sad and desolati' but 1. 

Yet over all, I know not whence or how, 

A dim oppression loads the air, and sounds 


Thine own false Gods—thou worse than Idol worehipper? 
Why even the senseless wood and stone might wake 
To indignation, and their fiery vengeance 
Break forth from Heaven. Alas! and wliat have they, 
Whose name Uiou dost usurp to cloke thy sin, 

To do with Heaven more than thy loathsome self? 

KALASSAN. 

Thine eyes, albeit so full of scorn, survey not 
My forora vain. 1 tell (he^ Maid, 1 tread 


As of vast wings do somewhere scorn to brood , 
And hover on the winds; and 1 that most 
Should tremble for myself, the appointed prey 
Of sin, am bow'd, as with enforced compassion. 

To think on sorrows not mine own, to weep 
O'er those whose laughter and whose song upbraids 
My prodigality of mis-spent pity. 

1 will go rest, if rest it may be call'd— 

Not, Adonijah—not lo think of thee. 
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DELSIIAZZAR. 


OI 3 ! bcnr a brief unwillinjj liniiibhment 

From tiiiue own liniiio, my heart; 1 cannot cope • 

With lliy subduing; linage, and be strong. 

cnORUS OF BARYLONIANS REKORB TRE PAT.iCR. 

Awake! awake' put on tliy garb of pride, 

Array thee like a .Huiiiptuous royal bride, 

O Festal Babylon I 
Lady, whose ivory ilironc 
Is by the side of many azure w!5tei*s ! 

In floating daiirc, like* htids upon the wing, 

Send tinkling forth lliy silver-sinitlal’d daughters; 

Send in die solemn inarch, 

Beneath each portal arch. 

Thy rieh-iobed lords to crowd the banquet of ihcir King. 

They come! they come from both ilie illitniincd shores; 
Down each long sticel tlic festive tuiuiiU pours; 

Along the waters dark 
Shoots many a gleaming bark, 

Like stars along ibc luidtiigbt welkin Dashing, 

And galleys, with their masts enwiealh’d with light. 
From ihcir (piick o.irs the kindling waters dashing; 

Ill one long inoMUg line 
Along llie bridge they sliiiie, 

Andwilh their glad dl'vlnrb.ince w'ako the peaci-fnl night. 

Ihuig fni lh, hang forth, in all your avenues, 

The arrliing lainjis of more dian rainbow lines, 

Ob ! g.u'dens of delight! 

With (he (ool ail's of night 
Are lightly wavetl your sdvei-foliaged liees. 

The deep-cnibowei’d yet glowing bla/e prolong 
Height .ihovo height the lofty leriaei's; 

Seeing this new ilay-hrcaU, 

The m*stling birds .iwake, 

Tile nigiilingale hath hiisli'd her sweet untirnels sung. 

Lift np, lift up your goldcn-vaivcd doors, 

Spiead to (he gilltcnug dance yonr maiiile Itoois. 
P.ilace! whose spacious halls, 

And f.ir-rereding walls, 

Are hung with {lurplo like the nioniiii(' skies; 

And all the liMtig lnxmi<‘s of sound 
Four from the long oiitsiretcliing gallerii's; 

Down every colonnade 
The snmpltioii.s hoard is laid. 

With golden cups and lamps and bos.syrliargers crown’d. 

Tliey haste, they h.aslo! the high-crown d rulers stand, 
Kach with his sceptre in his kingly hand ; 

The bearded Elders sage, 

Though pale with thouglit and age; 

Those through whose bounteous and utif.tiliiig hands 

Tlio tributary streams of treasure flow 

From the rich hounds of earth’s remotest lands; 

'* All hut tliu pomp and pride 
Of battle laid aside, 

Chaldea’s Captains stind in many a glittering row. 

They glule, they glide! each, like an ant<*lopc, 
Boutiding in beauty ou a sunny slope, 

With full and speaking eyes, 

And graceful necks that rise 
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O’er snowy ImsoAs in their rnuilous pride, 

The chosen of oarlh’s choicest loveliness* 

Some with the veil thrown timidly aside 
Some boastful and elate 
Ill their majt'stic state 

Whose bridal hwl lJ«lsha/zaF.s self liaih deign’d to bless. 

Como forth! rnme forth! and crown the peerless feast 
Thou whose high birthright was the effulgent east'. 

On th’ ivory seat alone, 

Monarch of Bahvlon! 

Survey the interminable wilderness 
Of splendour, stretching far beyond the sight; 

Nought hut thy presence wants (here now to bless. 

The music waits for (Iily*, 

Its fount of b.irinoiiy, 

Tr.insrcnding glory thou of this tliri(V>-{fIorions night' 

Behold ! heliold! each {'eiii-crown‘d forclicad jirnml 
And cveiy plume and erested helm is bow’d, 

Each high-arch’d vault along 
Bru.iks out the hla/e of song, 

Bi lsIiaJ’/ar comes ' nor Bel, when he returns 
From riding on his .stormy ihiinder-cloud, 

To where liis briglit celestial palace hums. 

Alights with loftier tread, 

More full of stately dread, 

While under his li\’d feet the loaded skies are liow'd 


The Ifall of I’nnfiuet 
r.uoRus 

Mightiest of the sous of man ' 

The lion in his forest lair, 

The eagle in the lieldK of air, 

.\mid t]ie tumbling waves beviathan, 

In power without or jieer or mate, 

Mold ihcir inviolable slate: 

Alone Belsh.izz.ir st.inds on earth, 
IVc-eminent o’er all of human birth. 

Mightiest of the sons of man! 

Biehest of the sons of man! 

For llieu the mountains teem with gold, 
The spicy grn\es their bloom unfold. 

The bird of beauty beai.s its fealliciy fan. 

And amber p.ivi*s the yellow seas. 

And spread the bi.inelung coral-trees, 

Nor sliroud.s the mine its do(*p4*st gem. 
Ambitious to atlorii BcUlia/.zar'-s diadem, 
Biehest of the sons of man ! 

Fairest of the sons of man! 

Tall as the cedar towers thine head, 

And fleet and tcrrihlc thy tread, 

.\s the strong coursers in the battle’s van; 

An Eden blooms upon tby face; 
liike music, thy miijestic grace 
Holds the mute gazer’s hreatli suppress'd, 
And makes a tnniult in the wondering breast, 
Fairest of tlic son.s of man! 

Nnhim of the sons of man ! 

The first a kingly rule that won, 

Wide as lh»* journey of the sun. 

From Nimrod tliinc liigh-sccptred lace licgan , 

»!> 
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And ((atliLTiiiQ splendour stiu, wont down 
From sire to son tlie etcrtinl rrown, 

Till full on Bulsli.uzjr s orcst 
lls lii(;h meridian (jlory slionc confest,— 

Noblest«f the sous of man ! 

Happiest of the sons of man' 

In wine, in revi!l, and iu joy 
Was softly nursed Che Imperial hoy; 

Uis {’olden years like Indian rivers ran, 

And every rapturous hoursiirpnst 
The glowing rapture of the Uftl, 

Even till the plenitude of bliss 
Did overtlow and centre all in tliis, 

Happiest of the sons of man ! 

SARAIIIS. 

I^?al•e ! peace! the king vonrlisafes his gracious speech. 
Sil ye like statues silent! yc have qiiaffd 
The liquid {{ladness of the hlood-ied wine, 

An«I ye liave eaten of the golden fr nits 
That the suit ripens hut for kingly lips, 

And now ye are ahoiit to fe.ist your ears 
Willi great Helsliaz/ar’s voi« e. 

AKiOCD. 

The crowded hall 

Suspense, and prcsriciit of the coming joy, 

Is silent as the cloudles.s summer skies. 

OSLSIIAAZAR. 

Ohyc isseiiihlcJ Babylon! fair youths 
And hoary KIdors, Wairiors, Counsellors, 

And hright-eyed Women, down my fe-stal hoard 
lleclining! oh ye tlions.ind living men, 

Do yo not hohl your charter'd breath from me ? 

And 1 can plunge your souls in wine and joy , 

Or by a word, a look, dismiss you all 
To d.irkncss ami to shame: >cl, are ye not 
Proud of the slavery that thus enthrals you’ 

What king, what ruler over subject man 
Or was, nr is, or shall he like UeKli.i/?ar \ 

1 smninoii from their graves the sccplicd deail 
Of chler days,-to si-c their shame. I cry 
Unto the cloudy Past, unfold the thrones 
That glorified the younger world: I call 
To the dim Futiirij—lift thy veil and show 
The destined lords of human kind: they ris<;, 

They how their veil’d heads to the dust, ami own 
The throne whereon Chaldea’s Monarch sits. 

The height and {iiunacle of human glory. 

Oh Ancient cities, o’er whose streeLs the grass 
Is green, whose name hath wither’d from the face 
Of earth! Oh ye by rich o’erllowing Nile, 

Memphis, and hundred-gated Thol)(*s—and thou, 
Assyrian Nineveh, and yc golden lowers 
That ivddcn o'er the Indian fttiOHiiiis, what are ye 
To Babylon—Eternal Bahylon! 

That's girt witli bulwarks strong us ad.iinnni, 

O’er whom Euplir.iles' restless waves keep watch, 

Thui, like the liigh and everlasting Heavens, 

Grows old, yet not less glorious / Yes, to you 
I turn, oh aziirc-curtaiu’d palaces! 

Whose lamps are stars, wliose music, the sweet motion 
Of your own spheres, in whom the banqueters 
Arc Gods, nor fear my Babylonian hulls 
Evm with )our splendours to eotii|i.-ire. 


I see yoiir souls arc jocund as mine own: 

Pour in yon vessels of the Hebrews (lod 
Belsha/zar’s I»evera{je—I'oiir it high. Hear, earth! 

Hear, Heaven! iny proud defiance!——Oh, what man, 
Wliut God- 

SVnAniS, AND MANY VOICE.S. 

The king! the king! look to the king! 

ARIOCH. 

Where? I can see nor king nor people—nothing 
But a bewildering, red, and gloorn-hke liglil 
That swallows up the liery canopy 
Of lamps. 

SABABIS. 

Halil blindness smitten thee’ 

ARIOCIf. 

1 know not; 

But all things swim around me in a darkness 
That duzzleb-' 

SABABIS. 

See, hi.'i shuddering joints are loosen'd, 
And his kiiee.s smite each other: such .i face 
Is seen ill tombs*—whai means it? 

ARiocn. 

See’st not thou 

Th.it tuunted’st me hut now—upon the wall 
There—there—it moves—— 

dalsha/zar. 

Oh d.iik and bodiless hand, 
What art iliott—thus upon niy jialace w.ill 
Gliding in sli.idowy, slow, gigantie blackness? 

Lo! fiery lclli'r.s, where it moves, break out; 

’T is there —*1 is gone:—T is there —no, nought 

But those strange characters of (lame, th.it Inirn 
Upon the unkiiidlcd wall:—I cannot read them— 

C.U 1 ye 1 

1 see your qnivciiiig lips that speak not— 
Sal>.iris—Arioeli—Captains—Elders—nil 
As pule and horror-stricken as myself! 

Are tlwre no wiser’ (^all yc loiili tlie Dreamers, 

And (hose tli.it re.ul the stars, and evuiv {iriest. 

And he th.il shall interpret best shall wear 

Till' seal let i'olii; and chum of gold, .ind sit 

Third ruler of niy realm. Away!—No—Icuic mo not 

To g.uc «il<ine;—alone, on tliose pale signs 

Of destiny—the unextinguisli.ible, 

The indelible—»*)ire\v, strew niy coiudi where best 
I may l>eiioId wh.it sears luy hiiriiing eyeballs 
To ga/e on—.lud the cold blood round iny heart 
To stand, like snow. No—ache mine eyes, and quiver 
My palsied limbs—I cannot turn away— 

Here din 1 bouud as by tlirice-liukcd brass, 

Here, till tile burthen of mine ignorance 
Be from my loaded soul taken off, in silence 
Deep as the midnight round a place of tombs. 

'fhe Summit of the Temple. 

BENINA. 

How long, () Lord I how long must 1 endure 
This restlessness of danger!—1 liave wish'd 
That even the worst were come, I am so sick 
And weary with suspcnsi:: I have sate and gazed 
Upon the silent moon, ns she pursued 
Her journey to yon Iilue celestial hel('hi. 

Pilgrim of Heaven! the white translucent cloials, 
Through which she wanders, fall away, nor leave 


Bring v^.ine! 


BELSHAZZAR 
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A taint upon her spollcSH orb: ShiiU I, 

() fiOnl! un)cr{;e in purity stainless 
From (he dark clotuls that dim mine earthly course ? 
And sonietiiiii's as a whiHpprin{] sound came up, 
Thou{;h but the voice of some li{>ht hrcalhinj; wind 
Alon|[ the stair, 1 felt niy tremhiin{] heart, 

And I ([few (piilty of a (inioroits doubt 
In Him, whose (j[iiardian hand is o’er me. 

Hark! 

Hark! all around—above—beneath—it buists, 

Thr lon{; dec]> roll oF-in yon cloudless skies. 

It cannot be (iod’s thunder, and the fires, 
nine as the sulphurous li;'hlnln{', rise from earth, 

Not lieaveii. Oh m.ully impious’ d.trc ye thus 
Aliinic the all-destroying arms that ra^'c 
A[piinst the {jnilty? the vast temple shakes. 

And <ill the clouded atmosphere is red 

With the hell-horn tempest—like to rusltin{; elianofs 

I’poii a stony w.iy, like some v.ist forest 

Ahia/u with a he.iveii-kindli:d conll.i<;iMtion, 

It cuincs, it (‘nine's—as in a tent of clouds, 
bent at each moment hy the llashin(t li(;ht, 

The ploorii rollsh.ick—it hursts. Spc.ik !—who art thou, 
Whose I'ohcs aie ssoven as from the starry lltMseiist 
Wliat means that sceptic, and the wre.itlis, like mist, 
Thar tut ban tliy dusk hrow !—I know thee now— 

I see It i;row mio ,i hideous likeness— 

Kalassan ! 

KVLiSSAN. 

Oh most swi.'ut Imniility, 

That doth disdain the modest palliation 
Of lieini; a Deity's enforced hridc; 

Uei fond detection pierces every veil. 

And spriiip.s in raptures to her muilal lover. 

BbNTHA. 

Oh can I wonder that (lion dost helie 
Tlic innocent helpless virp.iii, when thy falseliood 
Aspii'cs with frantic blas[)hemy t* attaint 
The irnmuculate Ilo.iveiis? 

KVLASSAN. 

Uoll on I I say, toll on 

My hridal music 1 the c.tr-sluniiin^; tambour— 
blue forth my marria^p* fires 1 

nF.NINV. 

Avaunt!—My cries- 

KALASSVN. 

Thy cries! Thou mijjhtst .as well, on Taurus’ hrow 
Call to the shipmaii on the Caspiau Sea! 

Sec St thou how far thou art from earth? 


BKNINA. 


How near to Heaven ? 


Sce’st Oiou 


KALASSAN. 

To Heaven! behold the stars 
Pierce not the cool pavilion, where soft Darkness, 

Our handmaid, han^ her nuptial canopy, 

At tiuMis illumin’d by llie llasliin{; li(;ht 
That loves to lint!;er on lliy kindlinu ]>eauty. 

RRNINA. 

'T is ns he says!—nor sound, nor ijleam of succour— 
Thy bride—oh, Adonijah!—ah, no bride 
Of thine!—lost—lost to thee—would't were by death! 
Is’t for the sin of loving thee loo fondly 
I am deserted!—Sparc me, Man of Terror, 

And prayers for Uicc (they say, God loves the prayers 


Of the undefilud) shall rise .)$ constantly 
As sumuiur-dcws at eve. 

KALASSAN. 

Now louder’ louder! 

Let there be triumph in your inaitial sounds. 

BKNINV. 

Oh fiod! oh God! I have condemn’d nusclf, 

And fallen from the faiih. Ah, not for me ! 

For ihiiie own glory suffer not the Heathen 

To Imast of-Ha!—all silence, and all gloom— 

1 tremble—but lit* trembles loo- 

kALASSAN. 

With wrath! 

Slaves, wherefore have yc quench’d mine (Mrthly light, 
And still’d my storm? 

VOICE BELOW. 

Kalassan' 

KALASSAN. 

Slaves' 

VOICE. 

Kalassan! 

OSNINA. 

Thou ’rt call’d- 

VOICE. 

Kalassan! to Rcisliazzar’s presence 
We are summon’d :—Priest, Diviner, Seer, thyself;— 

If thou del.iy'st, slerii Arioch’s sword must scvci 
The dusnlH'dicnt head ! 

BEMNA. 

ith tears, nut words, 

I hlevs llicc, Loid ' 

KALASSAN. 

Is this thy (iod^ 

BENINA. 

My God, 

In his omnipotence, doth make the wrath 
Of hurricanes and desolating fires 
HU mini.stcrs—why not the brc.ath of Kings? 

KALASSAN. 

The bour will come in which to tame (hy scorn ' 

HENtNA. 

Tlic hour is come that frees me from thy presence: 
Haste, haste- 

VOICE. 

Kalas.san! 

KALASSAN. 

.Slaves' I come. 


BENINA. 

Away! 

Thou ’It pardon me my fond solicitude, 

Impatient of thy lingering. 

KALASSAN. 

Fare thee well 

Till I return. 

BENINA. 

Till thou return'st-He’s gone! 

1 did nut think that I could hear liU tread. 

His angry tread, with such a deep delight, 
out my fond parents! when we meet again, 

We shall not meet witli strange, averted looks: 

Ye will not, in sad pity, take me back 
A shamed and blighted child to your cold bosoms. 

And thou, betroth’d, beloved—i shall endure 
To st.ind before thy face, nor wish the earth 
To shroud me from thine unreproaching gaze; 

For were I all I fear’d, thou liadsl ne’er reproach’d me! 
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I And oh, sweet Siloel oh, my Fathers’ land! 

1 (.and where tlie feet may wander where they will— 
I hand where the licart may love willioul a fear! 

I I fuel that I shall tread theu; for the Lord 
I Pours not hU mercies in a spin int; measure. 

I 'i'his is the earnest of his love—the seal 
With which ho marks us for his own, Ills blest, 
llis ransom'd! Oh I f.ur Zion, lift thou up 
Thy crown, that {'litters to the inornin(' Sun! 

They come—thy lost thy banish'd children come— 
And ihy streets rise to i^ouTKls of melotly' 


The Hall q/ i-anijuct, with ilw Fiery y« the 

IVall. 

.vumen. 

Math the Kin(' spoken? 

SAI’.AHIs. 

Not a \^Oi'd: as now, 

Me hath sate, with eyes that slihc to j»rt>w familial 
With those red char.n-tcrs of hre: hut still 
The iifiony terror liaili not p.iss’d 
From his chill frame. But. if a word, a steji, 

A motion, from those multitudc.s reclined 
Down each Ion{' festal hoard , tlie biustinf' strin{' 

Of some shrill instrurncnl; or even the wind, 
Wliispcriiiii amid the plumes and shakin{j lamps, 
Disturb bini—by .soinc mute, imperious {'csturc. 

Or by his brow’s stern aii{'er, be commands 
All the vast Halls to silence. 

AHIOCH. 

Peace* he heais 

Our inui mur'd speech. 

sihAnis. 

No. 

Miioni. 

Did yc not observe Iiiin, 
When Ins hand fell upon the all-rulinj; sceptre, 

The biller and self-nioekin{' l.iu{>h that pass'd 
O'er his pale cheek? 

S\U\AIS. 

fits lips move, hut he speaks not' 

All still a{'ain- 

ARIOCtt. 

They are lieie:—thePriiists and Seers; 
Their snowy {jariiients sweep lliu liall. 

SABARIS. 

TtchoM! 

He motions them to advance and to retrcit 
At once—and pants, yet ^ludders, to demand 
Their answer. 

BBr.SRAZZAR. 

Oh! Ch.ildoa's worshipp'd Sages— 

Oh! men of wisdom, that have pass'd your yeuis— 

Your long and quiet, solitary yeais, 

In tracing llie dim sources of th’ events 
That agitate this world of man—oli! yc 
Tluit ill (he longues of every dime discouisc; 

Ye that hold lonversc with die eternal stirs. 

And in their cairn prophetic courses, road 
The destinies of empires; ye whose dreams 
Arc throng’d with the predestined imn('es 
Of thin{{S that are to be; to whom the Fates 
CJofuM their secret councils; to whose sight 
The darkness of I'liturity withdraws, 

I And one vast Present fills all Time—beliohl 


Yon burnliq; chiiraclers! and read, nnd say 
Why the dark Destinies have hung their sentence 
'Mills visible to the sight, hut to the mind 
Unseaieliahlc?—Yc have heard the rich reward; 

Ami I hut wait to see whose neck, shall wear 
The chain id glor^—— 

Ha! each pale fallen lip 
V^oiccless! and each upon the other turns 
IJis w.m and questioning looks.——Kal.issan! thou 
Art like the rest, and garest on tliy fellows 
In blank and sullen ignorance.—Spurn them forth ! 
Yc wise! ye learned! ye with Fate's mysteries 
Entrusted! Spurn, 1 say, and tram^ilc on them' 
liCt them be oiileast to the scoin of sl:ive.s ? 

Let children pluck their beards, and every voice 
Hoot nt tbcm as tliey pass! 

Disipair! Despair* 

This is Iby {lahkce now! No throne, no euiicli 
Iie^cerns the King, whose doom is on bis w.ills 
Embl.uod—Acl whose vast cm]iuc finds not one 
Wliose faiilifiil love can show its mystic import! 

Low on the diist, upon the pavement stone, 

Itelslia7z.ii- takes his rest*—Yc hosts of slaves, 

Behold your King! the Lord of Dah^Inn!— 

Speak not—for he that speaks, in other words 
But to expound those fiei'y eharaelers, 

Shall ne’er speak more! 

NiTocRis {enlerhuj). 

As thou didst give command. 
My son, I'm here to see the aibglortons ftsast 
That shames the earth, and copes with llo.iven I 

Great Powers I 

Is't thus'' Oil! look not with that mute leproarli. 
More lerrilile tlinn anger, on thy inotliei ! 

Oh, pardon my rash taunts’—my son! my son! 

Thou .irt hut now the heaiilcous, sriiilmg cliild. 

That from my bosom diaiik the flowing life; 

By l^hom I 've pass'd so many sleepless nights 
In deepei joy than slumher e’er could give! 

I The sole refreslimeiit of my we.iiv spirit 
I To ga/c on thee'—iM.is!'t was all my crime — 

I 1 ;;avu to thy young lips (he iftaiiltiiig cup 
Of luxury anil pride , I l.iiighl thee first 
That the wide earth was made for thee, and nuin 
Burn foi thy uses 

BlLl.SnA/ZlU 

Find me who will read it, 

And thou wilt give me, then, a lile more {itecioiis 
Than that I once received of thee. 

NllOCIllS. 

'T was he; 

I saw him as I pass’d along the courts, 

The Ih'brew, that, when visions of tlie night 
Sliouk the imperial soul of Nahonassai, 

Like one tu whom the diinly-peopted realms 
, Of sleep were clear as the bright noontide Heavens, 
Spake- 

nu.su\zz\n. 

With the spued of liglitning call him hither. 
No more, my mother—till he comes, no moi e. 

AHIOCU. 

King of the world, he’s here. 

OBLSHAZZAH. 

Not yet! not yet! 

Delay him! hold him back I—My vml's not strung 
To the dire knowledge. 


I 
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up the voiceless hall 
He moves; nor doth the white and nshen fear, 

Tliat paiiiU all faces, chancre one line of his. 

Aiidarioiih slave! walks he erect .md firm, 

When kiiijyj, are j'rovelinj* on the earili ’—Give place! 
Why do ye crowd aroun(l him ? Back ! I say. 

, Is your kinj; heard—or hath he ceased to rule? 

NiTOCRlS. 

Alas! my son, fear levels kiiit's and slaves. 

RELSHAXSait. 

Art thou that Daniel of the llehrew race, 

In whom the excellence of wisdom dwells 

As in the Gods’ I have heard thy fame ;—behold 

Yon mystic lelliTs, ilaminp, on ihcwiill, 

TItat, in Uie d.trkness of their fateful import, 

Baffic the wisest of Chaldea's sajjes ! 

Bead, and interpret; and the satrap robe 
Of scarlet .shall invest thy liinhs; the ch.nn 
Of ijold adorn thy nock ; and .ill the W'orld 
Own thee third ruler of Cli.ildeu's realm! 

U.VNIhL. 

Belsh.izzar, be thy gifts unto thyself, 

And thy rewards to others. 1, the servant 
Of Gotl, will read God's wi iling to the King. 

The Lord of Hosts to thy great Ancestor, 

To Nabon.is.sar, gave the all-rnling sceptre 
O'er all the natiuiis, kingiloins, Liiigiugcs; 

Cord par.imoimt of life and <h.-ath, he slew 
Where’ei ho will'd ; and where he will'd men lived, 

His word exalted, and his word debased; 

And so his heart swell’d up, .ind, in its ]>iide, 

Aiose to Heaven! But then the Lord of earth 
Bc'c.imc an oiiicasi from the sons of men— 

Companion of tha biowsing beasts! the d<‘vvs 
Of night fell cohl upon his ci'ownless brow. 

And llie wild ..ssi‘s of ilie desert fed 

Buuml tbeli' nnenvied peer! And so be know 

'l' at God is Soveieign o’er eartli’.ssceptred Lords. 

But .’ion, bis son, nnwarn'd, nnt.mght, untamed, 
Belsb.n 'ar, b.isl arisen ag.urist (be Lord, 

And in hit; vessels o( bis lionse hast quaffd 
Ibofane libations,'mid tliy sl.ives .ind guinea, 

To goils of gold, and stone, ami wood; and laugh'd 
Tlie Kinjf of Kinjpi, tin* God of Gods, to scorn. 

Now hear the wonts, and lusir their seciet meaning— 
••Nnmherd!K twice u Number’d' Weigh’d! Divided!" 
King, 

Tby reign is iiiimber'cl, and thyself ai t weigh’d, 

Ami wauling ill the balance, and fliy leiilm 
Sever’d, .lud to the ton<iueiing Persian given ! 

AKtOCD. 

What vengeance will he wreak t The pit of lions— 

The stake- 

ltkI.Sll\ZZAR. 

Go—le.id the Ilebiw forth, array’d 
In the proud robe, let all the city hail 
The lionour’d of Bclsha/zar. Oh ! not long 
Will itiat imperial name command your awo! 

And, oh ! ye liright and fest.il halls, whoso vaults 
Were full of sw'cct sounds as the summer groves, 

.^Fust ye hg changed for chambers, where no tone 
Of music sounds, nor melody of liarp, 

Or lute, or woiiuiri’s melting \oice?—My mother !— 
And how shall wc two meet tlie coming ruin? 

In arms! tlioii say’st; but with what arms, to front 
The Invisible, that in the silent air 


i Wars on us? Shall we seek some place of silence. 
Where the cohl cypress shades our Fathers’ tornbis 
I And glow familiar wilb the abode of Dcatli ? 

And yet how calm, how fr.igr.int, how serene 
: Theiiight!—When empin sf.ill, .md F.itcthruslsdown 
The mon.irchs from their ancient thrones, ’l is said, 

' The red stars meet, with ominous, lioside fires; 

And the d.trk vault of lle:i\en Humes ail across 
Wilh meteors; and the conscious earth Is lock’d; 

And foaming rivers burst their shores! But now', 

Save in my soul, there is no prescient dread:— 
Nought hut my fear-struck brow is dark and sad, 

All sleeps in moonlight silence: ye can wave. 

Oh happy gardens! in the cool night airs 
Your phisfiil Itraiiches; ye can rise to Heaven, 

And glitter, my unconscious pialacc-towcrs; 

No gliding hand, no Ihophct's voice, to you 
Hath rent the veil thathid(‘s the awful fuliue! 

Well, we ’ll go rest onc<* more on kingly coiiehes, 

Aly inolher, and we ’ll wake and feel that earth 
Still licmbics at utir nod, and see the slaves 
ib'uding their fate in our imperial looks! 

And tliim—and then-Yo tjods! that I h.id still 

Nought but my shuddering and distr.icfing fears; 
Tli.it those dread letters might lesume once luoiu 
Their dark and iiuUitclUgihle brightness; 

Oi (li.it'l were o’er, and I and B.ihylnii 

Were—wli.it a few short davs or hours will make us! 


.'Wovo the City. 
riiK nrsi'KOYiMo \Ncti.. 

The honr is come! tlie lioiii is come! With voice 
lle.ird in thy iminnstsonl, I sunmiou thee, 

Cyrus, the Lord’s nnoiiiiial' And thou Uiver, 

Thai Oow’st exulting in thy pioiul appioaeh 
To B.iliylon, hcnealh wluss.* sh.idowy walls 
And bra/cn gati-s, and gilded palaces, 

And gloves, that gleam with niarldc obelisks, 

Thy a/ure bosom shall leposc, with lights 
Fretted and chcipier’d like the st.iny heavens 
1 do arrest thee In thy stately eourse, 

By Him (h.it pour’d (hce fioni thine ancient fountain, 
And Sent thee forth, even .it tlic biilh of Time, 

One of his holy streaiii'., to l.no the iiioiiiits 
01 l\u<idis(‘. Thou heai'’st me: thou dost check 
Ain npt thy ward's, as the Aral) chief 
Ills headlong Sfpiadrniis. AA here the unobserved 
A el toiling Peisi.in liieaks lltc riiiiung mound, 
j 1 see tliei' gather thy tnmnlinous stieiigth; 

And, iloniigh the dccep and lo.iring Naharinulcliu, (8) 
Boll on, as proudly conscious of fnlfiHiiig 
The Omnipotent comm ind! While, f.ir away, 

The lake, Ih.U slept but now so calm, nor moved 
Save by tin: rippling moonsbiiic, heaves on high 
Its foaming surface, like a whiilpool gulf, 

And hoil.s and W'hitcns with the unwonted tide. 

But silent us thy billows used to (low, 

Anil lerrilde the hosts of Klaiii iiinve, 

AA'inding their darksome way profound, where man 
, Ne’er trod, nor light e'er shone, nor air from Ilcav’ii 
Bicallied. Oh! ye secret and unf.uhom’d depths, 
How are yc now a smooth and royal way 
For th’ army of God’s veiigeanee! Fellow slaves, 

And ministers of the Lternal purpose, 

Nut guided by (he treachetons injured sons 
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OF n.'ibylonf but by my mightier arm, 

Yo rome, and spread your banners, and display 
Your glittering arms ns yo advanre, all white 
Rciieath th’ admiring moon, dome on! the gales 
Are opcMi—not for banqueters in blood 
bike YOU !■—f sec on cillier side o’erdow 
The living deluge of arm'd men, and ury 
begin, 1>egin, witli fire and sword begin 
Tlie work of wrath. Upon my .shadowy wings 
I paiist; and float a little while to sec 
Aline liitman instillments fnlfll rriv task 
Of final inin. Then I inoiint, 1 (Jy, 

And sing my proud son{f. as 1 ride die clouds, 

That stars may hear, and all the hosts of worMs, 

That live along the interminahle sp.ire, 

Take up .Tehovah’s everlasting iriiiinph 1 

The Streets of Babylon. 

Adonijih, lut.AFi. 

AIIONIJVU. 

Tmlah ' this w.iy he motion’d me to pass. 

IMMU. 

Afv son I (.il.is' I e\er cal! tluv; son, 

Thoii<;li rny old childless heart hut Idecds the more 
At tli.it fond name), (he broad Euphrates lies 
That way, nor ho;il iinr h.irk is wont to moor 
Ry that mhospil.ihle pier , he meant 
Toward the Temple—ihat way leads tint thither. 

AiinsjUIII. 

I’ather, the bonl will make a wav, where’er 
llis Prophets do direct our feet. Thou saw’st not 
As I; they led Itirn at the king's roinui.iiid 
Along the streets, m scarlet clad, and ni.ido 
Their truirifH.ns cl.nnoiir, and (heir sniecs shout 
RcFor'.' great D.uiiel { hut it seem'd lie mai k'd 
Nor liiiiTiper sound, nor voice of man : the ('arb, 

Th' .iiTiiy, the triumph touch'd not him: he held 
A str.mge, elate, and voiceless interrouise 
With some dark being in (hi* cloiitU; for now 
I saw him, as the toudiu. shone upon liini'^ 
llis brow like some crown'd warrior's, when his hosts 
Are spreading, in their arm’d in.igniliccui'o, 

0\er a conquer’d realm; and now lie seem’d 
To count impatient (be blow time; and now 
[|e look'd, where in the dtstanl darkness rose 
The Temple, now where still the palace blione 
With its rich festal light, as (liougli he watch’d 
And listen'd for some earthquake to o’crlhrow them, 
llis ominous looks were terrible with ruin; 

The iii.ijesty of (iod’s triumphant vengeance 
Was in his tread: even thus the Patriarcli look’d, 
When, mounting m his ark, he saw the deluge 
('otiic sweeping o’er the doom'd vet heedless world. 

I Something, be sure, tlie hand of Cod prcp<ires 
To rescue, to ixwengc. 

1MI.AH. 

Too late! too late! 


Oh that last night' 


AUONIJAQ. 

Hy father! 

1M1.4H. 


Thou art right; 

*T was rashly, madly spoken—hut my spirit 
Is wrung almost to bad a deadly pleasure 


In madly uttering what the heart abhors. 

1 'll oil with thee. 

ADONIJVa. 

lie motion'll me alone. 
iMi.\n. 

lie did—and he must he obey'd : farewell. 

Dear youth—deal .son! if thou shoitldst meet with her 
C.ist forth, ill scoiM, .mil groveling on the earth, 

Cliidc her net, Aihmij.ih—speak not to licr, 
best tliy eonip.i'-sion seem to mock her sli.mic: 

Rill, play thee, ]c.id her to the old man's home— 

To the old 111 ,Ill’s lieart, lliat will not love her less, 
Though his love have less of pride aAd mure of sorrow. 
Farewell, and prosper! 

1 ’ll go wander on 

Through the dusk streets. Poor Naomi! 1 left thee, 
Thy wrctchedncMW had wiought its own relief, 

Asleep. f)|i ihnii, if thou shouldst never wake, 

Thiice hless’d. Reloved, 1 should mourn for thee, 

Rut envy wliile I mourn’d. 

Creat King of vengeance, 
God of my fathers I lUou art here at leugth. 

Rehold! behold! from eveiy street the flames 
Riuslout, and ■irtued men, proud conquering incii, 
Move in the blaze they've kindled to destroy. 

Are ye the avenging Spirits of the bord, 

Descended on the hl.ist, and cloiiduig o'er 

The IliMvetis, .is ye c'ome <lown, with that red cope 

Difpei thill lightniiic,/ No—it is the Alede, . 

The r.iv.igmg, the sl.iiighlciing, meredess .Aledc. 

This way they fly, with blineks, .md cl.ishliig .iiiiis, 
And multiliiiles (h.it choke ih’ imp.iss.ihic striata. 

Till tlie Ihicucompicini* hew his I'lillilcss w.ty. 

Sli.ill not I fly? and wheixToie? Oh I w.iblc on 
Andlunii, liiiimphaiit sir.ingcr' tr.iiripic dowu 

AlastuT and sl.ivi* alike!-there is one liuuse 

Thou caust not m.ike iiiuie ilcMdate . (lioit caiist not 
Pour ills on any of these guilty roofs, 

So haleful as have hurst on mine.-Who comes? 

NiTOCiiis, 

MI'OCRlS. 

Al) sou! Illy sou ! 1 hoard the ciies—1 saw 

The fl.imes; 1 rush'd through all the shiioking palace 

To seek liiui—and I foiiiul him not; and sprang 

To find him, where 1 thought not, where 1 knew not. 

One moment do I piiinge into tlie gloom 

Of sutim d.irk cum I, to shun the foe—the next, 

I bless the angry and destroying light, 

Cec.iiise i think It may disclose the face, 

The beauteous fare of mine Imperial Roy. 

I’ve pass'd hy widows, and by frantic mothers, 

That howl and tear ibuir li.iir o’er their dead children: 
I cannot find my cldkl, even to perform 
That last gad duty of my love—to inouin him. 

I 'vc cried aloud, and told them 1 'm their queen; 

They gaze on me, and muck me with their pity, 
Showing that queens can be ns desolate 
As slaves: and sometimes have I p.iused and stoop’d 
O'er dying faces, with a hideous hope 
Of seeing my son! I dare not cry Belshazzar, 
best be should hear me, and come forth and meet 
The slaughtering sword. Ye Cods! his very beauty 
And majesty will mark him out for slaughter: 

And the tierce Persian, tliat in weary pride 
May scorn to flesh his sword on meaner heads, 
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Will win Iitinsolf an evcilasting glory, 

By slaying tli' unarm'd, tlic sui'courlcss Delsha77.ar. ‘ 
llure *s one—hast seen him/ Slave, I ’ll give thee gold, 

I ’ll give ilicc kingdoms-ah! what gold or kingdoms 

Hath the sad rjuucn of captive Babylon 
To give? hut thou hast haply known the love 
That parents hear to those who have been a part 
Of their own .selves, whose lives are twined with theirs 
So subtly, that’t were worse than death to part tlicm. 
Hast seen the king—my son—the pride of kings— 

My piaiiicss son ’ 

IMLAH. 

I had a child this mom. 

Beautiful as the doc upon the mountains, 

Pure as the crystal of the brook she drinks; 

And wlien tliey rent lier from her falher’.s licart, 

To death-oh no!—to deeper woe than death. 

The Queen of Babylon swept proudly by, 

Nor stoop'd to wsistc licr pity on the childless. 

NtrocRis. 

Oh ye just Gods! but cruel in youi justice' 

And never met ye more? 

IMLAH. 

No more! 

NiTucnts. 

Great Heaven I 

] own your equal hand: the hitter ehalicc 
That we have given to others' Ups, our own 
Ahist to lli(‘ dregs drink out. So, never more 
Sli.ill I behold thee—not to wind thy cnrp.se— 

To pour sweet ointmeiiis on thy cl.iy-cold liinhs. 

Alas! nud what did Nahniiassiir’s daughter 
In the dark streets alone 7 wlien there were men 
To rally, arms to anay—my voice, my look, 

The lu'i'cditnry teirnr that is s.iid 

To dwell on mine imperial hrow, had pour’d 

Dismay and Ihglit upon the con()ucring Mode. 

Seiniramis, for empire, cast away 

The woman, and went fortli m brazen arms 

I could not for my sou! 

My nuked feet 

Bleed where 1 move; and on iny crownicss head 
(Tor w'hat ha^e I to do willi crowns^) heal cohl 
Till* rliiUing elements, till hut now' 1 fell not 
My loox', and thin, an<l insuflieient raiment. 

Weil, there's enongli to sliroud the dead; and thee 
To colder nakedness, my son! my son! 

The .spoiler will have stripp'd- 

IMLAH. 

(lod pardon me 

For taunting her distress! Best here, oh queen! 

Under this low and wretched roof ihou art safe; 

Iho plnmlerer w.ars upon the gilded palace, 

Not the base liovel. There's a mother tln-re 
As sad as thou, and sleep may be .is merciful 
To ihcc as her. 

MITOCRIS. 

Sleep! 8l(K:p! with Babylon 
In flames around me; Nabonassir’s realm, 

The city of e.irlirs sovereigns rushing down, 

The pride of countless ages, and the glory, 

By generations of triumpliant kings 

Bear'd up—my sire's, my husband's, and my son’s, 

And mine own stately birth-place perishing: 

The summer gardens of my joy cut down; 

The ivory chambers of my luxury, 


Where 1 was wed, and hon: my beauteous son, 

Howl'd through by strangers! No-| Ml on, and find 
Death or'my son, or both ! My glorious city! 

My old ancestral throne! thou'It still afford 
A burial fire. 1 vc lived a queen, the daughter 
I Of kin(;8, the wife, the mother—and will die 
I Queen-like, with Babylon for my funeral pile' 

I 

Before the Temple. 

j BENINA. 1 

I Oh thou dread night! what new and awful signs 
I Crowd thy portentous hours, so calm in heav’n, 

I With all lliy stars and fiilhorb’d moon serene 
Sleeping on crystal and pellucid clouds! 

How terrible on earth! as I rusli’d down 
The vacant stair, nor heard a living sound, 

Save mine own linnnding footstep, ail at once 
Mcthniight Kuplirate-s* rolling wateis sank 
Into the earth; Uie gilded galleys rock’d, 

And plunged and settlal in the .sandy depths; 

I And the (all hiidgc upon its Ieng(liem‘n(' pier 
SeiMii’d to bestride a dark, nnfallmni'd gulf. 

Then, where blue w.ilers and the ivory decks 
Of royal ves.sels, and their silver prow.s, 

Bcfli'ctcd tile bright lights of he.iv’n, they shone 
Upon tile glancing armour, helms, and spuurs 
Of a vast army, then the stone-paved walls 
B.mg With the weight of cb.iriols, and the gates 
Of brass fell down with pondiTons clang: then sank 
O'ei the v.ast city one sepiilelit.il silenci', 

As tlioii(',h the woiideiiiig conqueror se.ircc believed 

His easy irmmpb. But \e revelleis 

Tli.it lay at rest upon your fesl.il garments, 

The p)e;is.int wiviriness of wine and joy, 

And the sweet driMius of yoiirsc.irce-ended pleasures, 
Still hanging o'er yonr silken eonrbes! ye 
Woke only, if ye woke indeed, to see 
The !IIedun scimitar that, red with blood, 

1 hish’d o’er you, or the bla/e of fire that wrapt 
In sulphurous folils the chambers of your rest. 

Oh Lord of Hosts' in thine avimgitig hour 
How dreadful art thou' Pardon if I wi.’cp 
When all niy giatcful heart should heat with joy 
For my deliverance. 

Kalassan, Benina. 

KAMSSAN. 

All is lust! Gje.it Bel, 

Thus, thus dost thou avenge tliy hioKcn rile! 

Now, hv thv thunders, 'l is the heaulcons bride— 

Thou givest her lo me yet. 

BLNINA. 

Miscreant! what mean's! thou ? 

KALASSAN. 

'T was love before; and now't is love and vengeance; 
And 1 will quaff the doubly-mantling cup. 

In all its richness. 

BENINA. 

Guilty man ! look round, 

Thou secst my God, the God of Gods, reveal’d 
In yon wide fires! Nor thou, nor one of those 
That walk the death-aloom’d streets of Babylon, 

Have even an hour to live. 

KALASSAN. 

I Then 1 'vc no hour 
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To woRte. ’T is said the IndiaQ widows mount 
III pride and joy tlicir hushands’ funeral pyres; 

Thou, in thy deep devotion, slialt excel tlicm, 

And wed thy bridco^room for the loftier glory 
Of dying by his side. 

RSNiNt. 

Oh mercy! 

Morey! 

Ask of the ftabylonian maids and wives, 

If they find mercy ? 

BRNtNA. 

All! and I prosume<1 
To speak of pitying othcra' 

KAr.\Rs.M*r. 

(]omc——Wlial’s here? 
Ralassan, Bemni, Aiionijatj. 

AOONIJAir. 

With unwet foot I trod the river dcptlis * 

It is the privilege of Isr.icl’s .sons 
To walk through sc.is as on dry land. 

nE^rivA. 

Oil stranger' 

That hear’sl a Persian .scimir.ir-No stringer! 

Is it his angel, with his beauteous brow? 

Ilis eyes, his von*»‘—liis clasping arms around ino!— 
Mine own, my brave, iny iiohlc Adouijab! 

Too bounteous tleaven' 

XILVSSVN. 

I'ninlslave! unelasp thine arms. 

AOONIJMT. 

What—'must I rob the Persian of his victim? 

Oh ! not in vain this bright and welcome steel 
(ilittur'd to cmirt mv grasp' li.tl! the (list foe 
My warrior arm h.ith met lelreal liiTore iiu*' 

I ’ll follow thee to earth’s remob'Sl serge. 

DSN1NA. 

Oh! I eould Kliriek, and weary Tle.iven with erics 
For iny Siul self—for thee—for thee ! My bps 

Are p.irchM to silence; and my thioai-tiome h:u'k! 

'riicir swords cLisli—some one f.iils—and groans :—lie 
calls not 

Upon the (lod of Israel.—Ila! pcrch.iiiee 

lie c.innot cry' All’s dark.—Ah mo ' how strong. 

Mow dreadful was the lleatlien ill Ins shcngtli • 

lie 's hero'—I dare not ask, which art ihoii^ which— 

Alas, prophetic spirit h.ist thou left mo 

To ask? Oh l.ove! tlioii tiserl to know his tread 

'Mung thousands! 

ADONlIill. 

Sveet! where art thou? 

IIEMNA 

On thvhnsoiri. 

ADONt/.AU. 

The Lord bath triumph’d hy his servant’s hands ‘ 
lie lies in death, blasphotiiing his own Gods. 

IIEKIINA. 

Merciful! 1 almost thank thee for the dread 
And danger of this night, that closes thus 
In such o'erpnweringjoy! 

ADONIJAU. 

Hast snffci'd nought 


BENINA. 

What? 

adonimh. 

Thou’st been where evil 

Biots unelicck’d, untamed! 

bfnini. 

Oh Adonijah! 

T have endured thy lip upon my cheek. 

And I endure thine arms cl.i.sp'd fondly round me, 

And on thy hobom 1 recline, and look 
ITpon thy face with (.yes suffused with tears, 

But not of shame. Wliat woiildst tl^ou more ? 

ADONiJAH. 

Nought,nought. 

Oh pardon that my jealous fo.ns misdoiihti'd 
Thy pure, thy proud, thy holy lore ! Come on! 

Come to thy parents’ home that wail for thee. 

And rh.iiige the vnice]es.s house of desolation 
To .in abode of joy, as mute. 

(kime’ come! 

Beauteous as her that with her linihrtd pass’d 
Along the Bed .Sea di'plhs, and cast her song— 

Upon the free airs of l!ie wilderness— 

The song of joy, of Irlmiiph, of deliverance! 


T/ic Str'fr/v of Unhylon in flames. f 

UELSIMZ/AR. 

I cannot light nor Hy : wluTeVr I move. 

On sh.idowy haltlemcnt, or cloud of smoko, 

'J'lial dark unbodied hand waves to ami fro. 

And maislials me the way to death—to death 
’flint still eludes me. Bvery bla/.ing wall 
Bleaks out in those red clMi'aciers of fate; 

And when I i.iiscd ni\ sw'onl to war, rnctlionght I 

'fliat dark-slolcd Prophet stood between, and seem’d ! 
Ill bilking llc.iven for its slow consummation ! 

Of his dire woids. 

1 .iin alone : my slaves 

I'led at the first wild nmery; and my women 
t^lobcd all their donis against me—for they knew ini' 
Mark'd with the seal of destiny: no hand, 

Tliuiigli 1 have sued for water, holds a cup 
To my parch’d lips; no voice, as I pass on, 
ll.ilh Mess’d me, from the very festal garments, 

That glitter’d in iny li ills, they shake the dust: 

Kv’n the priests spurn’d me, .as abliorr'd of Heaven. 

Oh ! hut the fiery Mede doth well aienge me ! 
Tliey’rcstrew’d beneath my feet—though not in w’orship! 
Oh death! death I death! th.it art so swift to sci/.e 
Tlie conqueror on his triumph day, the bride 
Fre yet Iier wedding lamps have waned, the king 
While all mankind are kneeling at his looLstool— 

’flinu ’rt only slow to him that knows himself 
Thy fated prey, that seeks w iihin the tomb 
A dark retreat from wretchedness and sliauK*. , 

From shame!—llie heir of iN.ilioiiavs ir’s glory! 

Tiom wretchedness!—the fiord of B.diylon— 

Of golden and luxurion.s Babylon! 

xMas! through burning Babylon! the fallen, 

'rhe city of iamcntation and of slaughter! 

A fugitive and outcast, that can liud, ' 

Of all his realm, not even a grave'—so base. 

That even the conquering Mede disdains to slay him ! 


Blit dread and danger ? 
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Before the Hotise of Imlah. 

Iml&b, Adonuad, Danina, Kaomi. 

IITLAH. 

Naomi! Naomi! look forth—she's here! 

NAOMI. 

I know she is—in dreams: through all the ni(;ht 
I Ve seen her, gliding from the fountain side 
With the pure urn of water, or with lips 
Apart, and bashful voice, that faintly breathed 
One of her country’s songs! I ’vc seen her kneeling 
In prayer, alas! that neVr was heard on high I 
And thou hast scared my vision’s joys away— 

To see—all heav’n on fire, and the vast city- 

Imlah ! what mean those massy clouds of smoke, 

Those shrieks and clashings?-and—that youth and 

maid, 

Why stand they there? We need no sad remembrancers 
Of our deep desolation! 

BBNlNA. 

Doth my mother 
With such cold salutation welcome home 
Her child? 

NAOMI. 

No I no! ye can no more delude me I 
Twice liave 1 woken, and heard that voice, and stretch’d 
My arms- 

BBNINA. 

But hast not folded to ihy bosom, 

As thus, thy child, thy lost, thy love<l Benina ! 

NAOMI. 

'T is living flesh! it is a hreatliing lip! 

And tlte lirari swells like-Oh no I— not like mine I 

Oh! tliou twice born! the sorrow and the joy 
That I endured lo bring my beauteous balw 
Into the world were nought to this! 

BbMINA. 

I)car mother, 

May I ne’er cost thee bitterer tears than these- 

IMLAH. 

My Fatliei’s Cod, thou show’dst thyself of old, 

By smiting water from the stony roek, 

And raining manna on the desert sands ! 

Here is thy best—most gracious miracle! 

Making tlie childless heart to laugh with gladness} 

The eyes that had forgot to weep o’erilow 
With tears delicious! Thou hast raised the dead. 

And to the widow given her shrouded child! 

But what was that pale boy to her tji.it stands 
So beautiful before us? What was death 
To her dark trial? And she’s here—and life 
Bounds ill her bosom—the young doves that erst, 

Ere yet the cold airs soil'd their snowy plumes, 

Were offer’d in thy Temple not so pure! 

NAOMI. 

How earnest thou hither? 

BBNINA. 

, Ask of him that led me— 

• Of him—that all but I seem to have forgotten. 

ADONUAH. 

Love, I shall take a sweet revenge hereafter, 

Resuming to myself the boon that now 

They have no time to thank me for.—What's he, 

That rushes where proud War disdains to spoil? 

• That tread was wont to move in marble halls, 

To sounds of music. Hound his limbs, that shake 
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And quiver, as with pain, he wraps hU robes, 

Like one men wont to gasc on. Even despair 

On such' a brow looks noble!—Hark! he speaks_— » 

77ie above, Brlshazzar. | 

BELSBAZZAa. \ 

1 

’T is come at last! the barlicd arrow drinks ! 

My life-blood. Mid the base abode of slaves 
1 seem to stand': not here—my fathers set 
Like suns in glory! I ’ll not perish here. 

And stifle like some vile, forgotten lamp I 
Oh, dreadful God! is’t not enough ?—My stale 
I equall'd with the llcavuns-and wilt thou trample me 

Beneath tlu'se-What are yc that crowd aiound me? 

1 have a dim remembrance of your forms 
And voices. Arc ye not the slaves that stood 

This morn before me! and- 

IMLAH. I 

'fhou spurn’dst us from thee. 
BELSHAZZAR. | 

And ye’ll revenge you on Ihe clay-coid corpse. j 

IMLAH. I 

Fear not: our God, and (his world’s cruel usage, 

Hath taught us early wliat kings learn too late. 

BELSHAZZAR. 

Ye know me, then—yu know the King of Babylon— ! 
Thu King of dust and ashes ? for what else j 

Is now the beauteous city—earth’s delight? | 

And wliat the King himself hut—dust and ashes? j 

DENINA. I 

He faints—support him, dearest Adonijah! 

BELSHAZZAR. 

Mine cye.s are heavy, and a swoon, a sloop 
Swims o’er my head—go, summon me the lutes, 

That usc<l to soothe itic to iny balmiest slumbers; 

Aud bid the snowy-handed maidens fan 
The dull, hot air around inc, *T is not well— 

: This bed—*t is hard and damp. 1 gave command 
I would not lie but on the softest plumes j 

That the binls bear. Slaves! hear yc not?—’t is cold— • 
’T is piercing cold! 

BBNINA. 

Alas! he’s little used 

To feel the night winds on his naked brow: 

He's breathing still—spread o'er him thathrightmantle; 

A strange, sad use fur robes of sovereignty. 

The above^ Nirocais. 

NlTOCRlS. 

Why should I puss street after street, through flames 
That make the hardy conqueror sliriuk; and stride 
O’er lieaps of dying, that look up and wonder 
'fo see a living and iinwouoded being? 

Oh! mercifully cruel, they do slay 

The child and mother with one blow! the bride 

And bridegroom! 1 alone am spared, to die 

Remote from all—from him with whom I 've cherish'd 

A desperate hope to mingle my cold ashes! 

’T is all Ihe daughter of great Nabonassar 
Hath now to ask!—IT1 sit me down and listen, 

And through Uiat turbulent din of clattering steel, 

And cries of murder’d men, and smouldering houses, 
And ill’ answering trumpets of the Mede and PersLin, 
Summoning their bands to some newwork of slaughter. 
Anon one universal cry of triumph 
Will'burst; and all the city, either host, 

•iO 
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In mute and breathless admiration, lie 
To hear the o'erpowerini; clamour that announces 
Belshazzar slain!—and then I Ml rise and rush 
To that dread place—they Ml let me weep or die 


NITOCRIS. 

Karlli’s pride and wonder ! 

IMLAB. 

Ay, o'er both the fire 


» ■ 'j ..r -- “'j, —* —.. 

Upon his corpse I—Old man, thou 'si round tliy cliiKl* Mounts like a conqueror: here, o’er spacious courts, 

INL4II. And avenues of pillars, and long roofs. 


iNLin. 

I have—I have—and thine. Oh! rise not thus, From which red streams of molten gold pour down, 

In thy majestic joy, as though to mount It spreiida, till all, like those vast fabrics, seem 

harth's throne again. Behold the King 1 Built of the rich clouds round the setting sun— 

NiTOCBis. All the wide heavens, one bright and shadowy palace! 

My son! But terrible here—th' Almighty’s wrathful hand 
On the cold earth—not there, hut on my bosom— F.vcry where, manifest!—There the Temple stands, 

Alas! that's colder still. My beauteous hoy, Tower above tower, one pyramid of*flaoie; 

hook up and see—— To which those kingly sepulchres by Nile 

DEi.snAZZAR. Were but as hillocks to vast Caucasus ! 

I can see nought—all’s darkness! Aloof, the wreck of Nimrod’s impious tower 
MiTocfiis. Alone Is dark; and something like a cloud, 

Too true . lie Ml die, and will not know me! Son! Put gloomier, hovers o’er it. All is mute: 

Thy mother speaks — thy only kindred ilesb, Man's cries, and clusliing steel, and braying trum|)Ct— 

That loved thee ere tlioii wert; and, when thou ’rt gone, The only sound the rushing noise of fire! 


Will love thee still the more! 

BKLSnVZZAB. 

Have dying kings 

Lovers or kindred ? Hence! disturb me not, 

NITOCBIS. 

Shall I disturb thee, crouching by thy side 
To die with thce^ Oh! how ho used to turn 
And nestle his young cheek in this full bosom, 

'I hat now he shrinks from! No I it is the last 
Convulsive shudder of cold death. Myhoii, 

Wait—wail, and I will die with thee—not yet— 

Alas! yet this was w’hat I pray'd fur—this— 

To kiss thy cold check, and inhale thy last— 

Thy dying breath. 

1MLAH. 

Behold! hohold, they rise; 

Feebly tliey stand, by their united strength 
Supported. Hath yon kindling of the darkness, 

You blaze, that seems as if the earth and heaven 
Were mingled in one ghastly funeril pile, 

Aroused them ? Lo, the ilames, like a gorged serpent, 
That slept in glittering hut scarce-moving folds. 

Now, having sprung a nobler prey, break out 
In tenfold rage. 

ADONIJAB. 

How like a lioness, 

Bobb'd of her kingly brood, she glares! She wipes 
; From her wan brow the grey discolour’d locks, 

Where used lo gleam Assyria’s diadem; 

And now and then her tendcrest glance recurs 
To him that closer to her bleeding heart 
She clasps, as self-reproachful that aught earthly 
Distracts her from her one maternal care. 

IMLAH. 

More pale, and more intent, he looks abroad 
Into the ruin, as though he felt a pride 
Even in the splendour of the desolation ! 

BKLSHAZZAB. 

The hand—the unbodied hand—it moves—look there I 
Look where it points!—my beautiful palace— 

NITOCBIS. 

Look— 

The Temple 9 $ great Bel~ 

BtUBAZZAH. 


Our halls of joy! 


Now, hark! the universal crash—at once 

They fall—they sink- 

ADONIJAH. 

And so do those that ruled them! 
The Palace, and the Temple, and the race 
Of Nabonassitr, are at once extinct! 

Babylon and her kings arc fallen for ever! 

IMLAR. 

Without a cry, without a groan, behold them, 

Th’ Imperial mother and earth-ruling son, 

Stretch’d nut in death! Nor slie without a gleam 
Of joy expiring with her check on his: 

Nor he unconscious that with him the pride 
And terror of the world is fallen—ih* abode 
And throne of universal empire—now 
A plain of ashes round the tombloss dead!— 

Oh, Cud of hosts! Almighty, everlasting! 

God of our Fathers, thou alone art great I 


NOTES. 


Note I, page i33, col. i. 

Of NAbonnsBar'ii hwa^. 

■ Nebuchadnessar—Nabonassnr—Ce nom est con- 
fondu par les Orientaux avec celui de Nahocadnassar, 
quoique les Grecs et les Latins les distingiient.* 

D' Berbelot, Bibl. Orientale. 

Note a, page i34, col. i. 

Save wUb ibe iminaculate blood Of yearliog lambs. 

From Diodorus. 

Note 3, page i34, col. i. 

The God repoiei, mntl tbe chotsa VirfiiD. 

See Herodotus, Clio. 

Note 4, page i34, col. a. 

Dowa 10 tbe red and pearly main. 

The Erythrean Sea, the Gulf of Persia, celebrated for 
the pearls of Ormuz. 

Notes, page 141 , col. a. 

Thesolden autae ataadsof Nabonaasar. 

U does not appear certaiir what this statue was, 
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which Nebuchadnezzar erected on tlie plain of Dura. 
I have taken the poetic licence of supposing it to be Jiis 


own. 


Note p£^;e 142 * col. 1 . 

Thou Zodeltiah, dlilat doaorl thy God. 

/cdekiali, carried away at tlie last and final desolation 
of Jerusalem. 


Nofij7,pa|;e 143 , col. i. 

Wo diiok Hyhiu'o hmihiuy l>uliu. 

The Assyrian Vcnu 8 .~/ferod. 

Note 8 , paije 149 , col. 2 . 

And, through the dee|t and roaring Nnhormaldia 
The roy.i1 canal which connc<‘tc'd the waters 
Euphrates with the artificial lake 


of lliC 


jFaU ot ; 

A DRAMATIC POEM. 


fNTRODUGTION. 


CIIARACTEUS. 


Every reader will at once perceive from the nature of 
the inrcrL>st, and from the language, that this drama 
was neither written with a view to public representation, 
nor can be adapted to it without being entirely rc- 
inodullcd and re-written. The critic will draw ibc same 
conclusion from certain peculiarilies in the composi¬ 
tion, irreconcileable with the arrangements of the thea¬ 
tre; the introducing .and dismissing of the subordinate 
characters after a single appearance; and yet appro- 
piialing to them some of the most poetical speeches. 

The groundwork of the poem is to be found in 
Josephus, hut the events of a considerable time are 
compressed into a period of about tliirty-six hoars. 
Though their children arc fictitious characters, the 
le.iders of the Jews, Simon, John, and Eleazar, ui’C 
historical. At the beginning of the siege the defenders 
of the city were divided into three factions. John, 
however, having surprised Eleanor, who occupied the 
Temple, during a festival, the party of Eleazar became 
subordinate to that of .Tobn. The character of John 
the Galilean was that of excessive sensuality, 1 have 
therefore considered him as belonging to the sect of 
the Saddticci»; Simon, on the other hand, I have re¬ 
presented as a native of Jerusalem, and a strict Pha¬ 
risee; although his soldiers were chiefly Edomites. 
The Christians, we learn from Eusebius, abandoned the 
city previous to the siege (by divine command, .accord¬ 
ing to that author), and took refuge in Pella, a small 
town on the further side of the Jordan. The constant 
tradition of the Glmrcli has been, that no one professing 
that faith perished during all the havoc which attended 
on this most awful viutation. 

It has been my object also to show the full comple¬ 
tion of prophecy in this great event; nor do I conceive 
that the public mind (should tliis poem merit attention) 
can be^directed to so striking and so incontestable an 
• evidence of the Christian faith without advantage. 
Those whom duty might not induce to compare tlie 
long narrative of Josephus with the Scriptural pre¬ 
diction of the ■ Abomination of Desolation,* may be 
tempted by the embellishments of poetic language, and 
*the interest of a dramatic fable. i 


HOMANS. 

Titus. 

Caius Placious. 

Tiberius Ai.bxander. 

Tereni ius Uufus. 

Diagohas, a Stoic philosopher. 

Joseph {the Historian^ with the Roman 
Soldiers^ etc. 

JEWS IN THE CITY. 

Simon, the /issnssin. 

John, the Tyrant. 

Er.BAZAR, the Zealot. 

Amaruh, Son of John. 

The Ilioa-PaissT. 

Ren Cayula, Leader of the Edomites. 
Aaron, a Levite, 

Abiram, a false Prophet. 

Afnn^ Jews. 

Javan, a Christian, by hirVi a Jew. 
Miriam, | « 

„ } Dauqhters of Simon. 

Salonb, J 


THE FALL OF JERUSALEM. 

The Mount of Olives — Evening. 

Titus, Caius Placidus, Tiberius Alexandeb, Terentius 
Burus, Diagoras, etc. 

TITUS. 

Advance the eagles, Caius Placidus, (1) 

Even to the walls of this rebellious city! 

What! shall our bird of conquest, that hath flown 
Over the world, and built her nest of glory 
Even in the palace tops of proudest kings, 

What! ^all she check and pause here in her circle, 
Her centre of dominion ? By tlie gods, 

It is a treason to all-conquering Home, 

That thus our baffled legions stand at bay 
Before this heram'd and famishing Jerusalem. 

PLACIDUS. 

Son of Vespasian! 1 have been a soldier, 
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Tilt tlie helm hath worn mine aged temples bare. 

Battles have been ^miliar to mine eyes 
As is the sunlight, and the angry Mars 
Wears not a terror to appal the souls 
Of constant men, but 1 have fronted it. 

1 have seen the painted Briton sweep to battle 
On his scythed car, !inr| when he fell, he fell 
As one that honourM death hy nobly dying. 

And 1 have been where (lying Parthians shower'd 

Tlieir arrows, making the pursuer check 

Ills fierce steed with llie sudden gntsp of death. 

But war like this, so frantic and so desperate, 

Man ne'er hchcld. Our swords are blunt with slaying, 
And yet, ns ihnugh die earth cast up again 
Souls disroutcnlod with a single dentil 
They grow beneath the slaughter. Neither battle. 

Nor famine, nor the withering pestilence, 

Subdues these prodigals of blo(Hl: by day 
They cast their lives upon our hw'onls; by night 
They turn their civil weapons on themselves, 

£ven till insatiate War shrinks to behold 
The hideous consummation. 

TITCS. 

It must he— 

And yet it moves me, Romans! it confounds 
The counsels of my firm philosophy, 

That Ruin’s merciless ploughshare must pass o’er, 

And barren salt be sown on yon proud city. 

As on our olive'Crowned hill we stand, 

Whore Kedron at our feet its scanty waters 
Distils from stone to stone with gentle motion, 

As (lirougli a valley sacred to sweet peace, 

How boldly doth it front iisl how majestically! 

Like a luxurious vineyard, the hill side 
Is hung with marble fabrics, line o’er line. 

Terrace o’er terrace, nearer still, and nearer 

To the blue heavens. Here bright and sumptuous palaces, 

With cool and verdant gardens interspersed; 

Here lowers of war that frown in massy strength. 

' While over all hangs the rich puiple eve, 

As conscious of its being her List Wuwell 
Of light and glory to that fated city. 

And, as our clouds of battle dust and smoke 
Are melted into air, behold the Temple, 

Id undisturh'd and lone serenity 

Finding itself a solemn sanctuary 

Id the profound of heaven! It stands before us 

A mount of snow fretted with golden pinnacles! ( 2 ) 

The very sun, as though ho worshipp’d tlicre. 

Lingers upon the gilded cedar roote; 

And down the long and branching porticoes, 

On every flowcry-sculptured capital, 

Glitters the homage of his parting beams. 

By Hercules! the sight might almost win 
The offended majesty of Borne to mercy. 

TIBEKIUS A1.SXAMDSR. 

Wondrous indeed it is, great Son of Gxsar, 

But it shall be more wondrous, wlieii the triugiph 
Of Titus marches throiq;h those brazen gates, 

Which seem as though they would invite the world 
To worship in the precincts of her Temple, 

As he in iaurell’d pomp » home along 
To that new palace of his pride. 

TITOS. 


It cannot 



Tiberius' 


TIBBKIUS. 

What cannot be, which Rome 
Commands, and Titus, the great heir of Rome 7 

TITUS. 

I tell tliec, Alexander, it must falll 
Yon lofty city, and yon gorgeous Temple, 

Are consecrate to Ruin. Earth is weary 
Of the wild factions of this jealous people, 

And they must feel our wrath, the wrath of Rome; 

Even so that the rapt stranger shall admire 
Where that proud city stood, which was Jerusalem. 

DIAGORAS. 

Thy brethren of the Porch, imperial Titus, (3) 

Of late esteem'd thee at tlic height of those 
That wkh consummate wisdom have umed down 
The fierce and turbulent passions which distract 
The vulgar soul; they deem’d that, like Olympus, 

Thou, on thy cold and lofty eminence, 

Severely didst maintain tliy sacred quiet 
Above the clouds and tumult of low earth. 

But DOW we Sec thee stooping to the thraldom 
Of every fierce affection, now entranced 
In deepest admiration, and anon 
Wrath hath the absolute empire o’er tliy soul. 

Motliinks we must utischool our royal pupil, 

And cast him back to the common herd of men. 

TITUS. j 

T is true, Diagoras; yet wherefore ask not, 

For vainly have I question'd mine own reason . 

Rut thus it is>—1 know not whence or how, 

There is a stern command upon my soul. 

I feel the inexorable fate within 
^ That tells me, carnage is a duty liere, 

I And that the appointed desolation chides | 

Tlie tardy vengeance of our war. Diagoras, | 

If that I err, impeach my tenets. Destiny 
Is over all, and hard Necessity 
Holds o'er the shifting course of human things 
Her paramount dominion. Like a flood 
The Irresistible stream of fate flows on, 

And urges in its vast and sweeping motion 
Kings, Consuls, Cssars, witli their mightiest armies, 
Kill'll to his fix’d, incvit.ihlc end. 

Yea, even eternal Rome, and Father Jove, 

Sternly submissive, sail that onward tide. 

And now am I upon its rushing bosom, 

1 feel its silent billows swell beneath me, 

Rearing me and the conquering arms of Rome 
’Gainst yon devoted city. On they pass, 

And ages yet to come shall pause and wonder 

At the utter wreck, which they shall leave behind them. 

But, Placidus, I read thy look severe. 

Tills is no time nor place for scliool debates 
On the high points of wisdom. Let this night 
Our wide enrirding walls complete their circuit; (4) 

And still the approaching trenches cloM'r mine 
Their secret way: the engines and the towers 
Stand each at their appointed post—Terentius, 

That charge be Chine. 

TERXNTIU8. 

There spoke again tlie Roman. 

FaiUi! like old Mummius, 1 should give to the flame 
Whate’er opposed the sovereign sway of C<Tsar, (5) 

If it were wrought of massy molten gold: 

.ind tliough I wear a beard, I boiist not much 
Of my philosophy. But this I know, 
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That to oppose the omnipotent arms of Rome 
Is to pluck down and tempt a final doom. 

The Fountain ofSiloe. — Night. 

JAVAN. 

Sweet fountain, once again I visit thee!(6) 

And thou art flowing on, and freshening still 
Thu green moss, and the flowers that bund to thee, 
Modestly with a soft unhoastful murmur, 
hejoieing at thu blessings that thou hcarcst. 

Pure, stainless, thou art flowing on; the stars 
Make thee their mirror, and the moonlight beams 
Course one another o'er thy silver bosom: 

And yet thy flowing is through fields of blood, 

And arm'd men their hot and weary brows 
Slake with thy limpid and perennuil coolness. 

Even with such rare and singular purity 
Movesl thou, oh Miriam, in you cruel city. 

Men's eyes, o'erwearied witli the sights of war, 

With tiiriiult and with grief, repose on thee 
As on a refuge and a sweet refreshment. 

Thou ranst o’erawe, thou in tliy gentleness, 

A trembling, pule, and mclanrholy maid. 

The brumi violence of ungodly men. 

Thou glidest on amid the dark pollution 
In modesty unslaiiiM; and lic.tvonly intliieiircs, 

More lovely than the light of star or moon, 

As though delighted with their own reflection 
From spirit so pure, dwtdl evermore upon thee. 

Oh! how dost thou, beloved proselyte 
To the high creed of him who died for men, 

Oh! how dost thou coiumeud the truths 1 teach thee, 
fly the strong faith and soft hiiniiUty 
Wherewith thy soul embraces them? Thou prayest, 
And 1, who pray with thee, feel my words wing’d, 

And holier fervour gushing from my heart, 

While }ic.ivcn scums smiling kind acceptance down 
On the associate of so pure a worshipper. 

But ah! why comest thou not? these two long iiiglits 
I 'vc watch'd for thee in vain, and h.ive nut felt 
The music of thy footsteps on my spirit- 


TOICB AT A nrSTANCK. 


Javan! 


JAVAN. 

It is her voice! the air is fond of it, 
iVnd enviously delays its tender sounds 
From the ear tlut thirsteth for theni~Mmam! 

Javan, Miiuam. 

JAVAN. 

Nay, stand thus in thy timid breathlessness, 
Thatl may gaze on dice, and thou not chide me 
Because I gaze Coo fondly. 


MIRIAM. 


Thy wonted offerings? 


Hast thou brought me 


JAVAN. 


Dearest, they are here: 

The bursting fig, the cool and ripe pomegranate, 
The skin all rosy with the imprison'd wine; 

All I can bear thee, more than thou canst bear 
Home to tlie city. 

MIRIAM. 

Bleu thee!—Oh my father I 
How will thy famish’d and thy toil-bow’d frame 
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Resume its native majesty! thy words. 

When this briglit draught hath slaked thy parched lips, 
Flow with their wonted freedom and command. 

JAVAN. 

Thy father! still no thought hut of tliy father! 

Nay, M.'triain! but thou must hear inu now, 
i Now ere we part—if we must part again, 

: If my sad spirit must be rent from thine. 

Even now our city trcinhles on the verge 
Of utter ruin. Yet a night or two, 

And tlie fierce stranger in our buniing streets. 

Stands conqueror : and how the Roman conquers. 

Let (lischala, let fallen JoUpata (7) 

Tell, if one living man, one innocent child, 

Yet wander o’er their cold and scatter’d ashes. 

They slew them, Miriam, the old grey man, 

' Whose blood scarce tinged their swords—(nay, turn not 
from me, ^ 

The tears thou shcildest feel as though I wrung them 
From mine own heart, my life-blood’s dearest dro|)s)— 
They slew them, Miriam, at the mother’s breast, 

The smiling infants;—and the tender maid, 

Tlie soft the loving and the chaste, like thee, 

They slew her not till—— 

MIRIAM. 

Javan, 't is unkind ! 

I have enough at home of thoughts like these, 

Thou|;)its horrible, that free/e the blond, and make 
A heavier burthen of this weaiy life. 

I liuped with thee t’ have pass'd a tranquil hour, 

: A brief, a hiirriod, yet still traiupiil hour! 

—But thou art like them all! the miserable 
Have only Heaven, where they can rest in peace, 

Without being mock’d and taunted with their misery. 

JAVAN. 

Thou know'st it is a lover's waywaitl joy 
To he reproach’d by bur be loves, or thus 
Thou wouldst not speak. But’t w.ts not to provoke 
That sweet reproof, which sounds so tike to tenderness: i 
I would .ibrm thee, shock thee, but to s.tve. 

That old and secret sLiir, down which thou stealest 
At midiiiglit through tall grass and olive truuks, 

Which cumbet, vet conceal thy difficult p.ilb, 

It c.innot long remain secure and open ; 

Nearer and closer tbc stern Roman winds 
IliH tieuclies; and on every side but ibis 
Soars his imprisoning wall. Yet, yet't is time. 

And I must he.ir thee with mo, where are met 
lu Bulla the neglected church of (!liribt. 

MIRIAM. 

With thee! to fly with thee! thou makest me fear 
Lest all this while 1 have deceived my soul, 

F.xciising fo myself our stolen meetings 
By the fond tlioiiglit, that for my father’s life 
I l.ihour’d, hearing sustenance from thee, 

Whieli he hath deem’d heaven-sent. 

JAVAN. 

Oh! Lirewcll then 

The faithless dream, the sweet yet faitliless dream, 

That Miriam loves me I 

MIRIAM. 

Love thee! I am here. 

Here at dead midnight by tlie fountain's side, 

I'riisting thee, Javan, with a faith as fearless 
As that with which tlie instiuctivc infant twines 
I To its mother’s bosom—Love tliee! when the sounds 
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Of maittarre arc round me, when the slioute 
Of frantic men in battle rock the soul 
With their importunate and jarring din, 

Javan, I think on thee, and am at peace. 

Our famish'd maidens gaze on me, and see 
That I am famish’d like tlicmselves, as pale, 

Willi lips as parch'd and eyes as wild, yet I 
Sit patient with an enviable smile 
On my wan cheeks, for then my spirit feasts 
Contented on its pleasing tlioughts of thee. 

My very prayers arc full of thee, I look 
To heaven and bless dice; for from the<} I learnt 
The way by which we reaeli the ctcroal mansions. 
But thou, injurious Javan! coldly douhtest! 

And—Oh! but I have said too much! Oh I scorn not 
The immodest maid, whom thou hast vex’d to utter 
What yet she scarce dared wliis|)tir to herself. 

JAVAN.. 

Will it then cease? will it not always sound 
Sweet, musical as thus? and wilt thou leave me? 


MiaiAM. 


My father! 


MISIAM. 


/AV\N. 


Miriam! is not thy f.ithcr 

(Oh, that surit flowers should bloom on such a stock!) 
The curse of Israel? even his common name 
Simon the Assassin! of the hlomly men 
That hold their iron sway within yon city, 

The bloodiest! 

MtRlAM. 

Oh cease! I pray thee cease! 

Javan ! I know that all men hate my father; 

Javan! 1 fear that all should hate my father; 

And therefore, Javan, must his daughter’s love, 

Her dutiful, ber deep, her fervent love. 

Make up to his forlorn and desolate heart 
The forfeited affections of his kind. 

Is’t not so written in our haw? and He 
We worship came not to destroy the Law. 

Then let men rain their curses, let the storm 
Of human hate beat on bis rugged trunk, 

I will cling to him, starve, die, bear the scoffs 
Of men upon my scatter’d bones witli him. 

JAVAN. 

Oh, Miriam! what a fatal art hast thou 
Of winding thought, word, act, to thy sole purpose; 
The enamouring one even now too much enamour'd! 

I must admire thee more for so denying, 

Than 1 had daa'd if thou hadst fondly granted. 

Thou dost devote thyself to uttcrest peril. 

And me to deepest anguish; yet eveu now 
Thou art lovelier to mo in tby cold severity, 

Flying me, leaving me without a joy. 

Without a hope on earth, without thyself; 

Thou art lovelier now tlian if thy yielding soul 
Had smiled on me a passionate consent. 

Go! for 1 see thy parting homeward look, 

Go in thy beauty! like a setting star, 

Tlic last in all tlie thick and moonless heavens. 

O’er the lone traveller iu the trackless desert. 

Go! if this dark and miserable earth 
Do jealoiuly refuse us place for meeting. 

There u a heaven for thoee who trust in Christ. 
Farewell!^—— 

And thou retum’st!— 


1 liad forgot- 

The fruit, the wine-Oh! when 1 part from thee 

How call I think of ought but thy last words? 

JAVAN. 

Bless thee! hnl we may meet again even here! 

Thou look's! consent, 1 sec it through thy tears. 

Yet once again that cold sad word, Farewell! 

T/ie House of Simon. 

MIRIAM. 

Oh God! thou surely dost approve mine act, 

For thou didst bid thy soft and silver moon 
To light me back upon my intricate way. 

Even o’er each shadowy thing at which 1 trembled 
She pour'd a sober beauty, and ray terror 
Was rriingliKl with a sense of calm delight 
flow changed that way! when yet a laughing child, 

It was my sport to thread that broken stair 
That from our house leads down into the vale. 

By which, in ancient days, the maidens stole 
To bathe in the cool fountain s secret waters. 

In each wild olive trunk, and twisted root 
Of sycamore, with ivy overgrown, 

I have nestled, and the flowers would seem to welcome me. 
I loved it with a child's capricious love, 

Because none knew it hut myself. Its loneliness 
1 loved, fur still iny sole companions there, 

The doves, sate murmuring in tlie noonday sun. 

Ah! now there broods nu lord of peace and love! 

Even as I pass'd, a sullen vulture rose, 

And heavily it flapp'd its huge wings o’er me. 

As tliough o'ergorged with blood of Israel. 

Miriam, Salons. 


Sister, not yet at rest? 


MIRIAM. 


b\LONB. 


At rest! at rest! 

The wretched and the desperate, let them court 
The dull, the dreamless, the unconscious sleep, 

To lap them in its stagnant lelhaqjy. 

But oil! the bright, the rapturous disturbances 
That break my haunted slumlicrs! F.ist tliey come, 
They crowd around my coiieli, and all my chamber 
Is radiant with them. There I He and bask 
In tbeir glad promise, till the oppressed spirit 
Gan bear no more, and I come forth to breathe 
The cool free air. 

MIRIAM. 

Dear sister, in our state 
So dark, so hopeless, dreaming still of glory! 

SALONS. 

Low-minded Miriam! I tell tlice, oft 
1 have told thee, nightly do the visitations 
Break on my gifted sight, more golden bright 
Than the rich mom on Carmel. Of their shape, 
Sister, 1 know not; this 1 only know. 

That they pour o'er me like tlic restless waters 
Of some pure cataract in the noontide sun. 

There is a mingling of all glorious forms, 

Of Angels riding upon cloudy thrones, 

And our proud city marching all abroad 

Like a crown’d conqueror o'er die trampled Gentiles. 
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MIRIAM. 

Alas! when God afflicts us in his wrath, 

*T is sin to mock with wild untimely gladness 
His stern inflictions! Else, beloved &ilone, 

My soul would envy thee thy mad forgetfulness, 
And dote on the distraction of thy dreams 
Till it imbibed Uie infection of their joy. 
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Of Salem shout with proud and boastful echoes. 

The Gentiles’ scourge, thcGhrisiians’—tremble, false one I 

Miriam, Salonb, Simon. 


Father! 


AVhat mean'st thou ? 


SALONS. 


Dear father! 


SALONB. 


MIRIAM. 


SIMON. 


MIRIAM. 

Ah! thou know'st too well, Salonc, 
flow with an audible and iiripcrious voice 
The hord is spcakitig in the streets of Judah, 

■> Down to the dust, proud daughters of Jerusalem! 

The crownings of your head he bitter ashes, 

Your festal g.-irmeitts changed to motirnihg sackcloth. 
Your bridal songs fail into burial wailings." 

SALONB. 

Our hrid.ll songs! (A) Away I 1 know them now, i 

They were the rich and bursting cadences ' 

That thrall'd mine ears. I tell thee, doubting woman! 
Aly spirit drank the sounds of all the city. 

And there were shriekings for the desid, and sobs 
Of dying men, and the quick peevish moan 
Of the half famish'd : there were trumpet sounds 
Of arming to the battle, and the shouts 
Of onset, and the fall of flaming houses 
Crashing around. Cut in the house of Simon, 

The silver lute spake to the dulcimer; 

The labret and the harp held sweet discourse; 

And all along our roofs, and all about 

The sileiiuc of our chambers flow'd the sweetness. 

Kveu yet 1 hear them—Hark! yet, yet they sound. 

MIRIAM. 

Alas! we listen to our own fond hopes, 

Even till they seem no more our fancy's children. 

We put them on a prophet's robes, endow them 
With prophets' voices, and then Heaven 8pe.iks in them, 
And that which wc would have be, surely shall be. 

SALONB. 

What, mock'st tliou stillT still envioiuly doubtest 
The mark'd and favour'd of the Everlasting? 

MIRIAM. 

0 gracidus Lord! thou know’st she hath not eaten 
For two long days, and now lier troubled brain 
Is full of strangeness. 

SALONS. 

Ha! still unbelieving! 

Then, then't is true, what I have doubted long. 

False traitress to our city, to the race. 

The chosen race of Abraham! loose apostate 
From Israel’s faith! Believer in the Crucified! 

1 know thee, 1 abjure thee. Thou 'rt no child 
Of Simon’s house, no sister of Salonc: 

I blot thee from my heart, 1 wipe away 
All memory of our youthful pleasant hours, 

Our blended sports and tasks, and joys and sorrows; 
Yea, 1 proclaim thee. 

MIRIAM. 

Sister! dearest sister! 

Thou seest that 1 cannot speak for tears. 

SALONS. 

Away' thou wilt not speak, thou darcst not—Hark! 

My father’s armed footstep! at whose tread 
Sion rejoices, and the pavement stones 


Daughters, I have been 
With Elcasar, and with John of (lalilec, 

The son of ^idoc. Wc have search'd the city, 

If any rebel to our ordinance 
Do traitorously withhold his private hoard 
Of stolen provision from the public store. 

SALONB. 

And found ye any guilty of a fraud 
So base on .ludah’s warriors? 

SIMON. 

Yes, my children! 

There sate a woman in a lowly house. 

And she had moulded meal into a cake; 

And she s.atc weeping even in wild delight 
Over her sleeping infants, at the thought 
Of how their eyes would glisten to behold 
The unacciistorn’d fond. She had not Listed 
Herself the strange repast: hut she had raised 
The covering under which the children lay 
Crouching and clinging fondly to each other, 

As though the warmth thathrc.ath’d from out thcirhndies 
Had some refreshment for their wiihor’d lips. 

Wc hare<l our swords to sl.iy : but subtle John 
Snatch’d the food from her, trod it on the ground. 

And mouk'd her. 

MIRIAM. 

But t/roM didst not smite her, father ? 

SIMON. 

No! wc were wiser than to bless with deiuh 
A wretch like her. 

But I must seek within, 

If he that oft at dead of midnight placeth 
The wine and fruit within our chosen house. 

Hath minister’d this night to Israel's chief. 

Miriam, Salonb. 

SALONB. 

Oh, Miriam! 1 dare not tell him now! 

For even us those two inputs lay together 
Nestling their sleeping faces on each other, 

Even so have we two lain, and I have felt 
Thy breath upon my face, and every motion 
Of thy soft bosom answering to mine own. 

Simon, Salonb, Miriam. 

SIMON. 

Come, d.tugbtcrs, 1 have wash'd my bloody hands, 

And said my prayers, and we will eat—And thee 
First will 1 bless, thou secret messenger. 

That mine ambrosial banquet dost prepare 
With gracious stealth: where'er thou art, if ycl 
Thy unseen presence lingers in our air, 

Or walks our earth in beauty, hear me bless tliee. 
MIRIAM (apart), 

' He blesscth me! me, though he means it not! 

I thought t’ have heard his stem heart-withering curse. 
And God hath changed it to a gentle blessing. 


i6o 
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SIMON. 

Why stands my loving Miriam aloof? 

Will she not join to thank the God of Israel, 

Who thus withyignal mercy seals her father 
Ills chosen captain. 

MIRIAM {apart). 

Yet must I endure— 

For if he knew it came from ('.hristian hands, 

While the I'ipe fruit was bursting at his lips, 

While the cool winu>cup slaked his burning throat. 

He'd dash it to the earth, and trample on it; 

And then he’d perish, perish in his sins->-« 

Father, I come—but I have vow’d to sing 
A hymn this night,—! ’ll follow thee anon. 

SIMON. 

Gome, then, Salonc; while we feast, 1 ’ll tell tliec 
More deeds of justice which mine arm hath wrought 
Against the foes of Salem, and the renegades 
Tliat have revolted from the arms of Israel. 

And thou shalt wave thy raven locks with pride 
To hear the stcrn^told glories of thy father. 

MIRIAM, alone. 

O Thou! thou who canst mult the heart of stone, 

And make the duseit of the cruel bieast 
A paradise of soft and gentle thouglits! 

Ah! will it ever be, that thou wilt visit 

The darkness of my fallici's soul? Thou knowest 

In what strong bondage Zeal and ancient Faitli, 

Fassioii and stubborn Custom, and fierce Pride, 

Hold ill’ beau of man. Thou knowest, Merciful! 

That knowest all things, and dost ever turn 
Thine eye of pity on our guilty nature. 

For thou wort born of woman! thou didst come, 

Oh Holiest! to this world of sin and gloom, 

Not in thy dread omnipotent army; 

And not by thunders strew’d 
Was tliy tempestuous road; 

Nor indignation burnt before thee on thy way 
But thee, a soft and naked child. 

Thy mother undefiled, 

In the rude manger laid to rest 
From off her virgin breast. 

Tlie heavens Were not commanded to prepare 
A gorgeous canopy of golden air; 

Nor stoop’d their lamps th' enthroned fires on high : 
A single silent star 
Came wandering from afar, 

Gliding uncheck’d and calm along the liquid sky; 

The Fiastern Sages leading on 
As at a kingly throne, 

1 0 lay their gold and odours sweet 
Before thy iuFaot feel. 

The Earth and Ocean were not hush’d to hear 
Bright harmony from every starry sphere; 

Nor at tliy presence brake the voice of song 
From all the cherub choirs. 

And seraphs’ burning lyres 

Pour’d thru' the host of heaven the cliarmed clouds along. 
One angel troop the strain began, 

Of ail the race of man 
By simple shepherds heard alone, 

That soft liosanna’s tone. 


And wlicn thou didst depart, no car of flame 
To bear tliuc lieucc in lambent radiance came; 

Nor visible Angels mourn'd with drooping plumes; 
Nor didst thou mount on high 
From filial Calvary 

With all thine own redeem’d outbursUng from their 
tombs. 

For thou didst bear away from earth 
Rut one of human birth. 

The dying felon by thy side, to be 
In Paradise with tlicc. 

Nor o’er thy cross the clouds of vengeance brake; 

A little while the conscious earth did shake 
At that foul deed.by her fierce children done; 

A few dim hours of day 
The world in darkness lay; 

Then bask'd iu bright repose beneath the cloudless sun: 
While thou didst sleep beneath the tomb, 
Consenting to thy doom ; 

Ere yet the white-robed Angel slione 
Upon the sealed stone. 

And when thou didst arise, thou didst not stand 
With Devastation in thy rod right hand, 

Plaguing the guilty city's murthcrous crew; 

But thou didst haste to meet 
Thy mothur’s coining feet, 

Aud bear tbc words of pe.ice unto the faithful few. 
Then calmly, slowly didst thou rise 
Into tliy iiativu skies, 

Thy human form dissolved on high 
In its own radiancy. 


The House o^ Simon —Break of Day. 
SIMON. 

The air is still and cool. It comes not yet: 

I thought th.it 1 iiad felt it in my sleep 
Weighing upon my choked and labouring breast, 
Tlial did rejoice beneath the stem oppression ; 

I thought I saw its lurid gloom o’erspreuding 
The starless waning night. But yet it comes not, 
The broad and sultry tliunder-cioud, wherein 
Tliu (lod of Isr.'ii 1 evermore pavilions 
The chariot of his vengeance. I look out. 

And Mill, as 1 lm\o seen, mom after mom, 

The hills of Judah flash upon my sight 
The accursed radiance of the Gentile arms. 

But oh! ye sky>dcseending ministers, 

That on invisible and soundless wing 
Stoop to your earthly purposes, as swift 
As rusliiug fire, and terrible as the wind 
That sweeps the tcntlcss desert—Ye that move 
Shrouded in secrecy as in a robe, 

And gloom of deepest midnight the vaunt-couricr 
Of your dread presence! Will ye not reveal? 

Will ye not one compassionate glimpse vouchsafe. 
By what dark instruments't is now your charge 

To save the Holy City ?-Lord of Israel 1 

Thee too 1 ask, with bold yet holy awe, 

Which now of thy obsequious elements 
Cliuscst thou for thy champion and thy combatant? 
For well they know, the wide and deluging Waters, 
The ravenous Fire, and the plague-brcathing Air, 
Yea, and tlic yawning aud wide-chasm’d Earth, 
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They know thy bidding;, by fix’d linliil bound 
To the usage of obedience. Or the rather, 

Look we in weary yet undaunted hope 
For Him that is to rome« the Mighty Arm, 

The Wearer of tlic purple robe of vengeance. 

Tile Crowned with dominion ! Let him haste; 

The wine-pr^.'SS waits the trampling of his wralli, 
AndJudali yearns t' iinriirl the Lion banner 
Before the terrible radiance of his coming. 

Simon, John, Flea/sar, the High-Priest, Amariah, 

etc. etc. 

« JOHN. 

How, Simon! have we liroken on thy privacy’ 

Thou wert discoursing with the spirits of air. 

Now, KlcoAar, were not holy Simon, 

Tlie just, the merciful, the righteous Simon, 

A vessel meet for the prophetic trance T 
Methinks't is on him nowl 

SIMON. 

Ua! .fohn of Galilee, 

Still in tile taunting vein? IVeservest thou not 
The bitter ovcrllowings of thy lips 
For yon fierce Gentiles ?—Rut I will endure. 

JOHN. 

And then perchance *t will please the saintly Simon, 

\\ hen lie liatli mumbled o‘er bis two-lionr prayers, 

That we iln ope our gates and sally forth 

To combat iliu uncircumcised- 

SIMON. 

Tliy scoffs 

Fall on me as the tliin and scattering rain 
Upon our Temple. If thou art here to urge 
That, with confederate valiant R'solution, 

We hiii'st upon the enemies of Jeriisilem; 

The thunder ftdlowcih not the lighlnitig’s ll.isli 
More swiftly than my w.iilike execution 
Shall follow the lieicc Iruinpct of thy wrath! 

JOHN. 

nm hast thou ponder’d well, if still there hi* not 
Some holy fast, new moon, or rigid sahhatli. 

Which may excuse a lame and coward peace 
For one day longer to yon men of Kdom? 

^ niGii-VRIRST. 

Gli! ’i is unwise, ye swonled delegates 
Of Him who watrlielh o’er Jerusalem, 

Thus day by day in angry quarrel meeting 
To glare upon each other, and to waste 
In civil strife the blood that might preserve us. 

The Roman conquers, hut by Jewish arms. 

The torrent, that in one broad channel rollin(' 

Rears down the labour'd obstacles of man. 

The o’erstriding bridge, the fix’d and ponderous dam, 
Rcing sever'd, in its lazy separate course 
Suffers control, and stagnates to its end. 

And so ye fall, because yc do disdain 
To stapd together—like the pines of loihanon, 

That when in one vast wood they crown the hill, 

From their proud heads shake off the uninjuring tempest; 
But wlicn their single trunks stand bare and nuked 
Reforc the rushing whirlwind, one by one 
It hurls the uprooted trunks into the vale. 

SLEAZAR (apart). 

Curse on his words of peace! fall John, fall Simon, 
There falls an enemy of F.lcazar. 


SIMON. 

Now, John of Galilee, the lligh-Pricst speaks wisely. 

JOHN. 

Why, ay, it is the privdege of their office, 

Tlie solemn grave distinction of tluir ephod. 

Even .such discourse ns this, so calm, so sago. 

Did old Mathias hold; ( 9 ) and therefore Simon 
ITiiwilling that tlie vantage of his wii,dom 
Should rob our valour of its boasted f.imu, 

Did slay him with his sons upon our wall! 

SIMON. 

Peace, son of Relial! or I ’ll scourge tlioe back 
To the harlot cliuriihei's of ihy loose adulteries. 

I slew my foe, anil where's the artiiod man 
That will behold his enemy at his feet, 

And spare to set his foot upon his neck? 

The sw’ord was given, and shall the sword not slay?— 

niGH-l>RlEST. 

Rreak off! break off! T liear the Gentile horn 
Winding along the wide eiitrenehcd line. 

Hear ye it not? hill answers hill, the valleys 
In their de(*p ehannels iengthen out the sound. 

It rushes down Jehoslinphal, the depths 
Of lliiinom answer. Hark! again they blow, 

Gliiding yon, men of Judah, and insulting 
Your hare and vacant walls, that now oppose not 
Thi'ir film .irray of javelin-hurling men, 

Slmgers, and pourers of ihi* liquid fiiv. 

AMARIAII. 

Rlow! blow! .ind rend tlie he.ivcns, tliou deep-voiccil 
horn! 

I bear dice, and rejoice at thee. Tliou siimmonor 
To the stoi m of battle, tliou that dost invite 
With stem and weh'ome importunity 
The warrioi soul to that high festival. 

Where Valour with his armed hand administers 
The cup of death ! 

JOHN. 

Again, ag lin it sounds; 

It doth demand a p.irley with our chiefs. 

AMlRIAtl. 

Ay, father' .iiitl let Israel's cliicfs reply 
In the brave language of their javelin showers, 

And shouts of furious onset. 

JOHN. 

Hold, hot hoy, 

That know’st not ilic deep luxury of .seorii. 

We ’ll mec*t them, Simon, hut to scoff at them ; 

We 'll dally with their hopes of base surrender, 

Then mock llioin, till their haughty captain writhe 
Ruiicath the keen anil biting contumely. 

Now, Flcazar, load the way ; brave Simon, 

I follow thci*—Come, men of Israel, come. 


The fValls of Ute City. 

X^/ou>—T itus, t/ieilomuny^rni^, Joseph of Jotapatat etc. 
jdbeve —StMoN, John, Elea/.ar, Amaiuau, Jews. 

TITUS. 

Men of Jerusalem! whose hardy seal 

And valiant patience in a cause lewi desperate 

Might force the foe to reverence and admire; 

To you thus speaks again the (Juecn of Earth, 
All-conquering Rome!—whose kingdom is, where'er 
The sunsliinc beams on living men; beneath 
The shadow of whose throne the world reposes, 
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And glories in being subjected to her, 

Kven as’t is subject to the immortal gods— 

To you, ^vhosc mad and mutinous revolt 
IJatli harrow’d all your rich and pleasant land 
With liory rapine; sunk your lofty cities 
To desolate heaps of monumental ashes; 

Yet with that patience, whirli becomes the itiighty, 
The endurance of the lion, ()iut disthiins 
The foe whose conquest bears no glory with it, 
Rome doth command you to lay down vour arms, 
And bow the high front of your proud ri'bcUiori 
Even to the common level of obedience, 

That holds the rest of liuman kind. So doing, 

Ye cancel all the dark and guilty p.ast: 

Silent Oblivion wails to wipe auay 
The record of your madness and your crimes; 
And in the stead of bloody Vengeance cl timing 
Her penal due of torture, chains, and death, 
Comes reconciling Mercy. 

JOHN. 


Mercy! Roman, 

With what a humble and a modest truth 
Thou dost commend ihy unpresiiming virtues! 

Ye want nut testimonies to your mildness—(to) 

There, on yon lofty crosses, whicli surround us, 

E.ich with a Jewish corpse sublimely rotting 
On its most lionourahle eminence, 

There’s none in all that long and ghastly avenue 
Whose wind'lileacird hones depoM,* not of thy mercy. 
We know our brethren, and we thank thee too; 

A courteous welcome hast tliou given them, Roman, 
Who have abandon’d us in the hour of peril. 

They fled to 'scape their rulhlcsa countrynen; 

And, in good truth, their City of Refuge seems 
To have found them fair and gentle entertainment. 

SIMON. 

Peace, John of Galilee! and 1 will answer 
This purple-mantled Captain of the Gentiles; 

But in far other tone than he is wont 
To hear about his silken couch of feasting 
Amid his pamper’d parasites.—I speak to thee, 

Titus, as warrior should accost a warrior. 

The world, thou boastest, is Rome’s slave; the sun 
Rises and sets upon no realm but yours; 

Ye plant your giant foot in either ui'ean, 

And vaunt that all which ye o'erstridc is Rome’s, 

But think ye, that because the common earth 
Surfeits your pride with hom.ige, that our land, 

Our separate, peculiar, sacred land, 

Portion’d and seal’d unto us by the God 
Who made the round world and the crystal heavens; 
A wondrous land, where Nature's common course 
Is strange and out of use, so oft the Cord 
Invades it witli miraculous intervention ; 

Think ye this land shall he an Heathen heritage, 

An high place for your Moloch ? Haughty Gentile, 
Even now ye walk on ruin and on prodigy. 

The air ye breathe is heavy and o’ercharged 

With your dark gathering doom; and if our earth 

Do yet in its disdain endure the footing 

Of your arm'd It^ions, 't is because it labours 

With silent throes of expectation, waiting 

The signal of your scattering. I.>o! the mountains 

Bend o’er yon with their huge and lowering shadows, 

Ready to rush and overwhelm: the winds 

Do Hsten panting fur the tardy presence 
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her, I Of Him that shall avenge. And there is scorn, 

tj| gods— i Yc.i, there is laughter in our fathers’ tombs, 

s revolt ' To think that Heathen conqueror doth aspire 

pleasant land To lord it over God's Jerusiilem I 

ty chics ! Yea, in flell's deep and dcsol.atc abode, 

1 ashes; ! Where dwell the pi-rish’d kings, the chief of earth; 

omes the mighty. They whose idoljjilrous warf.ire erst assail d 

flisd.iins The Holy Gity, and the chosen people; 

glory with it, They wait lor ihec, the associate oTjlieir hopes 

iowii your arms, i And fatal f.ill, to join their ruin'd concl.ive. 

proud ri'bcUioii '■ Ih* whom the Red Sea ’whelm'd with all his host, 

lienee, ! Pharaoh, the Egyptian; and the kings of Canaan ; 

il. »So doing, ' The Phillstiru*, the D.igon worshipper^ 

p.ast: Moah, and Edom, and fierce Amalek; 

y j And he of Babylon, whose multitudes, 

yoitr crimes; j Kven on the hills where gleam your myriad spears, (i i) 

aiicc cl timing | In one hiief night the invisible Angel swept 

and death, { With the d.irk, noiseless shadow of his wing, 

j And moiii beheld the (ierce and riotous e.imp 
' One cold, and mute, and toiribless cemetery, 
y! Roman, ' beiinncherib: all, all ate risen, are moved; 

St truth I Yea, they take up the taunting song of welcome 

ming virtues! [ To him who, like themselves, hath madly warr’d 

iildncs»—(to) ' 'Gainst /ion's walls, and miserably fallen 

surround ns, ' Dcrore the avenging God of Israel! 


THE JEWS. 

Oh, holy Simon I Oh, prophetic Simon ' 

I Lead thou, lead tlioii againvl the <>entile host, 

I And w*e will a.sk no angel bieatli to blast them. 

I The valour of her eliddrcii soon sh.ill scatter 
, The .spoiler from the rescued walls of Salem, 

I Even till tlie wolves of Palestine an* glutted 
' With Roman carnage. 

AMARIAH. 

niow, ye sacred priests, 

Your trumpets, as when Jericho of old 
' CiUHt down its prostrate walls at Joshu.i’s feet! 

I'I..VCIDUS. 

Let the Jew speak, the captive of Jotapata; 

[ Haply they’ll reverence one, and liiin the bravest, 

' Of their own kindred. 

TESENTIUS. 

i See! lie speaks to them; 

.\nd they do listen, though their menacing hrn\v» 

' Lower with a da* her and more furious hate. 

J JOSEPH. 

; Yet, yet a little while—ye sec me rise, 

Oh, men of Israel, brethren, countrymen! 

I Even from the earth ye see me rise, where lone, 

; And sorrowful, and ^sting, I have sale 
These three long day's; sad sackcloth on the limbs 
; Which once were wont to wear a soldier’s raiment, 
.^nd ashes on tlie head, which ye of old 
Did honour, when its helmed ('lo)ics shone 
Before* you in the paths of b.ittle. Hear me. 

Ye that, as 1, adore tlie Law, the Prophets; 

And at the ineffable thriee-holiest name 
I Bow down your awe-struck furedieads to the groiftid. 
j I am not here to tell you, men of Israel, 

I That it is madness to coiilend with Rome; 

; That it were wisdom to submit and follow 
I The common fortunes of the universe; 
j Vor ye would answer, that *t is glorious madness 
I To stand alone amid the enslaved world 
Freedom's last desperate champions: ye would answer, 
i That the slave’s wisdom to the frcc-bom man 
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Is bnscst folly. Oli, my countrymen! 

Before no earthly Kinj; do I command you 
To fall subservient, not all-conquerini; CaBSJir, 

Hut in n mi^litiur name 1 summon you, 

The Kinjj of Kin^s! fl.', be is manifest 
In the dark visitation that is on you. 

’T is He, whose loosed and ra{’in(; ministers, 

Wild War, (jaunt Famine, leprous Pestilence, 

But execute bis dele^jatud wrath. 

Vej, by the fulness of your crimes, *t is He. 

Alas! shall I weep o’er thee, or |jo down 
And grovel in the dust, and hide myself 
From mine own sllame? Oh, tiinu defiled Jerusalem! 
That drinkest thiiie own blood as from a fountain; 
That li.ist piled up the fabric of lliy guilt 
To such portentous height, that earth is darken'd 
With its huge shadow—that dost I>oast the monuments 
Of murder’d prophets, and dost make (he robes 
Of GodV Iligh>priebt a title and a rljim 
To bloodiest slaughter—thou that every day 
Dust trample down the llimider-given Law, 

Even with the pride and joy of him that treads 
The purple vintage—And oh thou, our Teinjtlo! 

That wert of old the llcaiitY of Huliuess, 

The Miosen, unapproachable aliode 
Of Him which dwelt between the cherubim, 

Thou art a rharnel-hoiise, and sepiilehrc 
Of sl.niglitcr'd men, a common hutoheiy 
Of civil strife,—and hence proclaim I, brethren, 

It is the I.ord who doth avenge his own 
The Lord, who gives you over to the wicked, 

That ye may perish hy their wickedness. 

Oh I ye th.it do dhsclain to Itc Home’s slaves. 

And yet are sold unto a baser bondage. 

One that, like iron, cats into your souls, 
nohbers, and Zealots, and wild kalomiles! 

Yea, these arc they that sit in Mosf.>.s’ seat, 

Wield Joshua’s sword, and fill the throne of David; 

Yea, these arc they- 

AMAiiun. 

I ’ll hear no more—the foe 
Claims from our lips the privile{jc of reply. 

Here is our answer to the renegade, 

A javelin to his pale and coward heart! (i 2 ) 

JOSEPR. 

1 am struck, but not to death! that yet is wanting 
To Israel’s guilt 

JPWS. 

Oh, noble Amariali I 

Well hast tliou spoken! well bast tlioii replied! 

Lead—lead—we ’ll follow noble Amariali I 

TITUS. 

Xow, Merry, to the winds! ! cast ibcc off— 

My soul’s forbidden luxury, I abjure thee' 

Tlmii mucli-.abused attriliuteof gods ^ 

And godlike men. ’T was nature's final struggle; 

And now, whnte'er thou art, thou unsi'en prompter! 
That in tliu secret chambers of my soul 
Darkly abidcst, and hast still rebuked 
The soft compunctious weakness of mine heart, 

I here surrender thee myself. Now wield me 
Thine iMSii'ument of havoc and of horror, 

Thine to the extremest limits of revenge; 

Till not a single stone of you proud city 
Hcmain; and even the vestiges of ruin 
Be utterly blotted from the face of earth! 


Streets ofJerusahm ntarthe Inner IValL 
Mibiam, Salorr. 

MIRIAM. 

Sweet sister, wliillicr in such baste? 

SALOIIB. 

And kiiow’sl thou not 
My customary scat, where I look down 
And see the glorious battle deepen round me? 

Oh! it is spirit-stirring to behold 

The crimson garments waving in the dust, 

'flic eagles glancing in the clouded sunshine. 

MIBIAM. 

Salonr! in this dark and solemn hour, 

Were it not wiser that llie weak and helpless, 

Beaiin(j tbeii portion in the common danger. 

Should join their feeble efforts to defend— 

Should he upon their knees in fervent prayer 
Unto the Lord of Battles? 

salork. 

Yes; I know 

j That Zion's daughters arc set forth to lead 
Their suppliant procession to the gat(‘s 
Of the lltily Temple. But Salonc goes 
Where she may sec the God whom they adore 
In the stern deeds of v.iliant men, that war 
To save that Temple from the dust. 

Behold' 

I mount my tlirnne, and here I sit the queen 
OF the majestic tumult that beneath me 
Is rn.tddeniiig into conflict. Lo! 1 bind 
•My dark locks, that they spread not o’er my sight. 

Now flash the bright gun from your gleaming amis, 
Shake it in broad sheets from your banner folds, 

Mine eyes will still endure the blaze, and pierce 
The thickest. 

MIBIAM. 

And thou hast no tears to blind lliec* 

SALORE. 

Behold! behold! from Olivet they pour, 

I Thousands on thousiinds, in their martial order. 
Kedron’s dark valley, like Gcnncsaretli, 

When over it the cold moon shines throufjh storms, 
j Topping its dark w'aves with uncurtain lijht. 

Is ios-sing with wild plumes and gleaming spears. 
Solemnly (he stern Hetors move, and brandish 
Tlieir rod-bound axes; and the eagles seem, 

With wings dispread, to watch their time for swooping! 
The towers arc moving on; and lo I the engines, 

As Uiough instinct with life, come heavily labouring 
Upon their ponderous wheels; they nod destruction 
Against our walls. I>o! lo, our gates fly open t 
There FJeazar—there the miglity John— 

Ben ('.athia there, and Edom's crested sons. 

Ob' what a blaze of glory gatlicrs round them! 

How proudly move they in invincible strength' 

MIRIAM. 

And thou canst speak ihiis with a steadfast voice, 
When in one hour may de.'ilh have laid in the dust 
Those breathing, moving, valiant multitudes? 

SALONX. 

And thou! oh thou, that movest to the battle 
Even like the mountain stag to the running river. 
Pause, pause, that I may gaze my fill!— 


MIRIAM. 


S.ilonc! is't our father that ihou scest! 


r)urfather! 
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V&LOMB. 


Lo! lo! the war hath broken off to admire him! 

The glory of his presence awes the conllict! 

The son of Cssar on his armed steed 
lUses, impatient of the plumed helms 
That from his sight conceal young Amuriali. 

MiniAM. 

Alasl what means she! Hear me yet a word! 

I will return or ere the wounded men 
Require our soft and healing hands to soothe them. 
Thou’lt not forget, Salone—if thou seest 
Our father in the fearful hour of peril, 

Lift up thy liands and pray. 

SALONE. 

/ To ga/e on him— 

It is like gazing on the morning sun, 

When he comes scattering from his burning orh 
The vapuurisli clouds! 

MIRIAM. 

She hears, she heeds mu nut. 
And here's a sight .lud sound to me more welcome 
Than the wild fr.ay of men who sl.iy and die— 

Our maidens on their way to ilie Holy Temple, 

I 'll uiiiigh* witli them, and i 'll piay with them; 

Rut through .i name, by them unknown or scorn'd, 

My prayers shall mount to heaven. 

Behold tlicmhcre! 

Behold them, liow unlike to wh.it they were! 

0 virgin ilaugliicrs of Jenis<dcni! 

Ye were a garden onre of llermon’s lilies, 

That bashfully upon their tremulous stems 
Bow to the wooing bicath of the sweet spring, 
tiraceful ye were 1 there needed not the lone 
Of taliiet, harp, or lute, to niodul.ilc 
Your soft harmonious footsteps; your light tread 
Fell like a natural iniisio. Ah! how deeply 
Hath the cold blight of mist'ry prey’d upon you. 
flow heavily yc drag your weary footsteps, 

Each like a mother mourning licr one child. 

Ah me! 1 feel it almost as a sin, 

To be so much less sad, less miserable. 

CHORUS. 

King of Kings! and Lord of Lords! 

Thus wc move, our sad steps timing 
To our cymbals’ feeblest chiming. 

Where thy House its rest accords. 

Chased and wounded birds are we, 

Through the dark air fled to thee; 

To the sliadow of thy wings, 

Lord of Lords! and King of Kings! 

Behold, oh Lord! the Heathen tread (i j) 

The branches of thy fruitful vine, 

That its luxurious tendrils spread 
O'er all the hills of Palestine. 

And now the wild hoar comes to waste 
Even us, the greenest boughs and last. 

That, drinking of thy rlioicest dew, 

On Zion’s hill in beauty grew. 

Mo! by the marvels of thine hand, 

Tltou still will save thy chosen land! 

By all (htoe ancient mercies shown. 

By all our fathers’ foes o’erthrowii; 


By the Egyptian’s <Mr-bomc host. 

Scatter’d on the Red Sea coast; 

By that wide nud liloodluMi slaughter 
Underneath the drowning water. 

Like us in utter helplessness, 

In their last and worst distress— 

On the sand and sca-weed lying, 

Israel pour’d her doleful sighing; 

While before the deep sea flow'd, 

And behind fierce Egypt rode— 

To llieir father’s God they pray’d, 

To the Lord of Hosts for aid. 

On the margin of the flood 
With lifted rod the Prophet stood; 

And the summon’d east wind blew, 

And aside it sternly throw 

The gather’d waves, that took llieir stand, 

Jake crystal rocks, on either hand. 

Or walls of sea-green marble piled 
Hound some irregular city wild. 

Then the light of morning lay 
On the woiider-paved way, 

Where the treasures of the deep 
In their e.ives of coral sleep. 

'I'lie profound abysses, where 
Was never sound from upper air. 

Rang with Israel's ehauied words, 

King of Kings' and Luid of Lords! 

Thou with how aiid banner glancing. 

On exulting f^ypt came, 

With her chosen horsemen prancing, 

And lier cars on wheels of flume, 

In a riidi and bo.istful ring 
All around her furious king. 

But the Lord from out his cloud, 

The l.ord look’d down upon the proud; 
And the host drave lieavily 
Down the deep bosom of the sea. 

With a quick and sudden swell 
Pi one tlie liquid ranip.irts fell; 

Over horse, and over ear, 

Over evci’y man of war, 

Over PhaMoh’s crown of gold, 

Thu loud thundering billows roll'd. 

As the level waters spread, 

Down they sank, they s.ink like lead, 

Down without a cry or groan. 

And the morning suii, that shone 
On myriads of bright-armed men, 

Its meridian radiance then 
Cast on a wide sea, heaving as of yore, 
Against a silent, solitary siiore. 

Then did Israel’s maidens sing. 

Then did Israel’s timbrels ring. 

To him, the King of King^ ! that in the sun, 
The Lord of Lords i had triumph'd gloriously. 


And our timbrels' flashing ehords, 
King of Kings! and Lord of Lords! 
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Shall tliuy not attuned be • 

Once U('ain to virtory 7 

Lo! a t>lnt‘ioiis triumph now! 

ho! against thy people come 
A mi};hliur IMiaruoh ! wilt not thou 
Cr.i/e the chariot wliccU of Rome? 

Will not, like the Red Sea wave, 

Tliy stern anycr overthrow? 

And from won>e than homing save, 

From sadder than Ejiryplian woe, 

Those whose silver cymbals (glance, 

Those who lead the suppliant dance, 

Thy race, the only race that sings 
Lord of Lords! and King of Kings! 

Streets of Jerusalem — Evening. 

MiniAM. 

Ah me! ungentle Kve, how long thou lingercsti 
Oh ! when it was a grief to me to lose 
Yon azure mountains, and the lovely vales 
That from our oily w.dls seem wandering on 
(Jiidcr the ce«l.ir-tiifted precipice*^; 

Willi what an envious and a hurrying swiftness 
Didst thou descend, and pour thy maiUhng dews 
Ami dew-like silenco o’er the fact of things; 
Shiouding each spot 1 loved the most with suddonest 
And iloepcst darkness; luakiug mute the groves 
Where the birds ncstle<l under the still leaves I 
But now, how slowly, heavily ihon fallcst' 

Now, when thou mightest hush the angry dm 
Of battle, and eonecal the niiirilirrons foes 
From mutual sKuighler, and pour oil and wine 
Into the aching hints of wounded men! 

But is it tbeicfore only that I chide thee 
Willi querulous impatience? will the night 
Once more, the secret, counsel-keeping night, 

Veil the daik path which leads to Siloe’s fountain? 
Which leads—why shouhl I blush to add—to Javan? 

Oh thou, my teacher! I forgot thee not 
This morning in the Temple—I forgot not 
The name thou laught’sl me to adore, nor thee—— 
But what have I to do with thoughts like these, 
While all around the stiinniug bailie roars 
Like a gorged lion o’er his mangled prey? 

Alas! alas! but the human appetite 
For shedding hlood,—that is insatiate! 

—Time w.i», that if I heard a smmd of arms, 

My heart would shudder, and my limbs would fail. 
When, to have seen a dying man had been 
A dark event, that with its fearful memory 
Had haunted many a sad and sleepless night. 

But now—now- 

Salons, Miriam. 

MIRIAM. 

, Sister! my Salone! Sister! 

, Why art thou flying with that frantic mien, 

Thy veil ciist back and streaming with thine hair? 
Oh, harbinger of misery! I read 
A sad disastrous story in Ury face; 

'T is o’er, and God hath given the city of David 
Unto tlie stranger. 

SALONB. 

Oh! not ycl; our wall, 

Our last, our strongest wall, is stiU unshaken, 


Though the fierce engines wiUi their brazen heads 
Strike at it sternly and ineess.mt[y. 

MIRIAM. 

Then God preserve the lost! and oh, our father! 

SAr.ONA. 

' Alt is not lost! for Amariah stands 
Amid the rushing sheets of molten tire, 

Even like an Angel in the flaming centre 
Of the sun’s noontide orb—— 

Hark! hark!—who eomes^ 

SIMON. 

Back—back—I say, by- 

MIRIAM. 

’T is my father’s voice! 

It sounds in wrath, perhaps in bl.Uiplicmy; 

Yet't is my living father’s voice—He's here. 

Simon, Miriam, Salons. 

SIMON. 

Now may your native towel’s rush o’er your heads 
Wjih horrible downfall, may the treacherous stones 
Start undemcalh your footing, cast you down, 

For the iron wheels of vengeance to lusb oer you— 
Flight! lliglit! still flight!—Oh, Infidel renegades! 

The ubove, «FoHN, Amariah, Hioh-Prijsst, etc, 

SIMON. 

Now, by the living God of Israel, .lohii! 

Your silken .slaves, vour golden-sandal d men,— 

Your men ! 1 slioiihl have said, your giiU of Galileo!— 
They will not sml their dainty h.imls with hlood. 

Their niyrrli-dew’d locks are all too smoothly curl d 
To let the riotous and dishevelling airs 
Of battle violate ibcir crisped neatness. 

Oh’ their nice mincing steps are all unfit 
To tread the red and slippery p.uh» of war ; 

Yet they can trip it lightly when they turn 
To lly- 

JOHN. 

Thou lying and injurious Pharisee! 

For every man of thine that in the trenches 
Hardly hath consented to lay down Ids life, 

Twice ten of mine have Icap’d fiom off the wails, 
Grappling a Gentile by the shivering helm. 

And proudly died upon his dying foe. 

But tell thou me, tliou only faithful Simon! 

Where are the men of Edom, whom we saw 
Stretching their aruirable hands in pailuy. 

And quietly mingling with the unharming foe? 

SIMON. 

Where are they? where the traitors meet, where all 
The foes of Simon and Jerusalem, 

In ih’ everlasting fire! 1 slew them, John, 

Thou saw’sl my red hand glorious with their blood. 

JOHN. ^ 

False traitors! in their very treachery false! 

They would betray wilboul their loM—In truth, 
Treason, like empire, brooks not rivalry. 

SIMON. 

Now, by the bones of Abraham our father, 

1 do accuse thee here, false John of Galilee! 

Or, if the title please thee, John the Tyrant! 

Here, in our arm’d, embattled Sanhedrim, 

Thou art our fall’s prime cause, and fatal origin! 
From thee, as from a foul and poisonous fount, 

Pmir the black waters of calamity 
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O’er Judah’s land! God hates thee, man oF BcUal! 

And tlie destroyinf* bolts that fall on thee 
From tlie insulted heavens, blast all around thee 
With spacious and unsparinf{ desolation. 

Hear me, ye men of Israel! do ye wonder 
That all your baftled valour hath recoil’d 
I From the fierce Gentile onset? that your walls 
I Are prostrate, and your last hath scarce rcpuU'd 
But now the flush’d invader? ’T is from this~ 

That the Uoly City will not be defended 
By womanish men, and loose adultuiers. 

Hear me, I suy, tins son of Ciscliala, 

This lustful tyrant, hath he not duliled 

Your daughters, in the open fare of day 

Done deeds of shame, wldrli inirliii^ht lialh no darkness 

So deep as to conceal? It is his pride 

T offend liijjh heaven with crimes l>eforc unknown— 

Hath he not mock’d the austere and solemn fasts, 

An<I snlihalhs of our Law, iiy ievellui];s 
And most lieaveii-l.iiiitin{' waiiroiiiicss? Yea, more, 
Hath he not made God’s festiv.ils a fahe 
I And fraudful pretext for his deeds of guilt’ 

Yea, on the day of the Unle.ivened Bread, 

F.ven in the garb and with the .speech of worship, 

Went he not up into the very Temple' (i4) 

And there heforc the V’eil, even in the presence 
Of th’ Holy of Holies, did he not break forth 
With armed and infuriate violence? 

Then did the pavement, which was never red 
I Blit with the guiltless hlood of sacrifice, 
licck willi the iiideltble and thricc-foulest stain 
OF human carna|[e. Yea, with impious steel 
He slew the brethren that were kneeling witli him 
At the same nltnr, uttering the same prayers. 

(Speak, Flcazar, was’t not so?—thou durcst not 
Affirm, nor const deny thine own betrayal.) 

And since iliat cursed hour of guilty ti lumph 
There hath lie held the palace oF his lusts, (i5) 

Turning God's Temple to a grove of Belial: 

Even till men wonder that the pillars start not 
From their fix'd sockets; that the offended roof 
Fall not at once, and crush in his own shame 
The blasphemous invader. Yea, not yet, 

I have not fathom’d yet his depth of sin. 

Ills common banquet u the Bread of Offering, 

Tiic vessels of the altar are the cups 

From which he drains Iiis riotous drunkenness. 

The incense, that was wont to rise to heaven 
Pure as an infant’s hreath, now foully stagnates 
Within the pestilent haunts of liis lasciviousness. 

Cun these things lie, and yet our favour'd arnss 
Be clad with vicloi-y? (:.m the Lord of Israel 
For us, (lu‘ scanty remnant of his W'orsliippcrs, 

Neglect to vindicate his tainted shrine, 

Ills sanctuary prdfaned, his outraged Laws? 

JOHN. 

Melhinks, if Simon had but fought to-day 
As valiantly .is Simon speaks, the foe 
Had never seen to-morrow’s onset— 

siMo:«. 

Brethren, 

Yet I demand your audience- 

laws. 

Hear him! hear 

The rigbtcoits Simon' 


SIMON. 

Men of Israel! 

Why stand ye thus in wonder? where the root 
Is hollow, can the tree be sound? Man’s deeds 
Arc ns man’s doctrines; and who hopes for aught 
But wantonnCHS and foul ini(|ui(y 
From that blaspheming and heretic.ii sect, 

I’he serpent spawn of Sadne, that corrupt 
The Law of Moses and disdain the Prophets? 

That grossly do defr.uid the eternal soul 
Of its imrnort.il heritage, and doom it 
To rot for ever with its kindred clay 
III the gr.tve's deep unbroken prison-house? 

Yea, they dispeople with their infidel creed 
Heaven of its holy Angels; laugh to scorn 
That Secret hand of ministering Spirits; 

That iliererorc, in their indignation, stand 
Aloof, and ga/e upon our gatlieiing min 
With a coiilemptuoiis and pitiless scorn. 

They that were wont ti^ range around nur towers 
Their sinilight-wing’d battalia, and to war 
Upon our p.irt with adamantine arms. 

JOHN. 

Oh ! impotent and miserable argiicrl 
Will he that values not the stake .is boldly 
Confront the peril as tlie man that feels 
Ilis all upon the lia/ard? Men of Galilee, 

The cup of life hath sparkled to nur lips, 

And wc Iiavc drain'd its li<lo of love and joy, 

Till our veins almost burst with o’eiwrouglit rapture; 
And veil we know, lli.if geneioiis cup, once dash'd, 
Shall never mantle more to the cold lips 
Of the e.irth-hoiind dead. And therefore do we fight 
For life .IS for .i mistress, that being lost, 

Is lost for ever. To be wliat we arc 
Is all we hope or pray for; think ye, then, 

That we shall tamely yield the contest up, 

And calmly acquiesce in oiir extinction? 

We know that there stands yawning at our feet 
The gulf, where dark Annihil.ttion dwells 
With Solitude, her sister; and W'e fix 
Our stcdf.ist footing on the perilous verge, 

And grapple to tlie last with the fierce foe 

That seeks to plunge us down; and where’s the streogtli 

That can subdue despair?-For the other eliarge, 

We look not, Simon, to the sky, nor pray 
For sightless and impalp.il)le messengers 
To spare iis the proud peril of the w'.ir: 

OmseKcs arc our own Angels! wc implore not 
Or supcrnatiirnl or spiritual aid ; 

Wc have our own good arms, that God hath given us, 
And valiant hearts to wield Those mighty arms. 

SIMON. 

Oh heavens! oh heavens, yc hear it, and endure it! 
OiiLwearicd hy the all-frequent blasphemy 
To an indignant patience: .ind the just 
Still, still must suffer the enforced alliance 
Of men whose fellowship is death and ruin. 

JOHN. 

Why, thou acknowledged Prince of Murderers! 

Captain Assassiu! Lord and Chief of Massacre! 

That pourest blood like water, yet dost deem 
That thou canst wash the foul and scarlet stain 
From thy polluted soul, os easily 
As from ihy dainty cvcr-dabhliiig hands, 

That woiildst appease with rite and ordinance, 
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And Fcslival, and slavish ceremony, 

And prayers that weiry even the stones thou kneerst'on, 
The God whose ima(;c hourly thou effucest 
With man^'ling and remorseless steel I 'T is well 
That (graves are silent, and that dead men's souls 
Assert not the proud privilu|;e thou woiildst {'ivc them; 
For if ttiey did. Heaven’s vaults would rinj* so loudly 
Willi iinprocations ’(>alnst the ri(*hteous Simon, 

That they would pluck by force a pla 0 ne upon us, 

To wht(‘h the Bonian, and the wasting famine, 

Were soft and healing mercies. 

SIMON. 

* Liar and slave! 

There is no rich libation to the AII-.lust 
So welcome as the blood of renegades 
And traitor^—- 

MIRIAM {npnrt.) 

Oh ! I dare not listen longer I 
The big drops stand upon his hrow; his voice 
Is faint and fails, and there’s no food at home. 

The night is dark—I ’ll go once more, or perish. j 

[Depart$ unperceived. \ 

SIMON. ^ I 

What, John of Galilee I beouiise my voice 
Ih hoarse with speaking of thy crimes, dost scoff, 

And w'ug thy head at me, and answer laughter^ 

Now, if thy veins run not puic gall, I ’ll hroach 
'I heir tide, and prove if all my ermi he false*; 

If trallois’ recking blood smell not to heaven 
Like a sweet sacriflcc. 

JOHN, 

Why, ay! the victim | 

Is hound to tli* horns of th' altar! Strike, I say, 
lie wails thee—Strike ! | 

niGII-PRlEST. 

Ilohl, Chiefs of Isiael! 

Just Simon! valiant John! once more 1 dare 
To cast myself between you, the lligh-Pricst, 

Who hy his holy office calls on you 
To throw aside your trivial private wrongs, 

And vindicate offence more rank and monstrous. 
Avenge your God ! and then avenge yourselves! 

The Temple is polluted—Isr.iei's Loid 

Mock’d ill his presence. IViyers even iheiice have risen, 

Prayers from the jealous holy Sanctuarv, 

Kvcii to the Ciiicificd Man onr faihc:rsslew. 

JEWS. 

The Crucified I the Man of Nararetli! 

nicn-PRiEST. 

This morn, as wont, our maidens had gone np 
To chant their suppliant hymn; and they had raised 
The song that Israel on the Hed Sea shore 
Took up triumphant; and they closed the strain, 

That, like th’ Kj«yptinii and liis c.ir-boinc host. 

The billows of Heaven’s wrath might overwhelm 
The Gentile foe, and so preserve Jerusalem; 

When at tlic close and fall a single voice 
Linger’d upon the note, with, ■ He it done 
•Through Jesus Christ, ihino only Sod.» 

My spirit shrank within me; horror-sliuck, 

I listen'd; all was silence' Then again 
1 look'd upon the veiled damsels, all 
,With one accord took up the swelling strain 
To him that triumph’d gloriously. I turn'd 
• To the Ark and Mercy Scat, and then again 
1 heard that single, soft, melodious voice, 


K Lord of Mercies, be it done. 

Through Jesus Christ, thine only Son.» 

Here, then, assembled Lords of Israel 
Whoever be the victim, I demand her* 

Your wistlom must detect, your justice wnsak 
Fit punishment upon the accursed sacrilege. 

SALOVK {apart') 

Miriam! Miriam! Ila!—She's (led.—Guilt! Guilt 
Prophetic of the damning accusation 
It doth deserve! Apostate! 'l were a sin 
Against Jerusalem and Heaven to spare thee! 


IlICn-PRIEST. 

I do commend yon, brethren, for your silence! 

I S 4 *u the abhorrence labouring in your hearts, 

Too deep and too infuriate for words. 

SIMON. 

Now, if it wore my child, my Sarah's cliild, 

The child that she died blessing, I’d not sleep 
Till the Slones crush her. Yea, tliiis, thus 1 'd grasp, 
Aiul hurl dostriictioii on her guilty head. 

Mere, .lohri, I pledge mine hand to ihec, till vengeance 
Si'i/e on the Lilse and insolent hl.isphcmcr. 

(sAi.0NE, half unveiled, rushintj forward, stops irre¬ 
solutely.) 

Tlieii eyes oppress me—my heart chokes my voice— 
And my lips cling togc*thcr——Oh ! niy mother, 

Upon lliy dcalh-hed duNl thou not beseech us 
To love each otliei 1 

lliGn-PRIKST. 

Veileil maid, what art ihou^ 
SVLOSfc. 

Off! off! the blood of Abraham swells within me— 

As 1 cast down my veil, 1 cast away 
All fear, all tenderness, all fond remorse. 

It is too good a death for one so guilty 
To perish for Jerusalem- 

[67tc stands unveiled. 


SIMON. 


Siilone! 


UlGlI-PRIKSr. 


The admired daughter of tlie iiohlo Simon I 


Isriaol! Israel! 


VOICE AT A UlSTANCF. 


lllOII-PRtFST. 


Who 1 $ this, that speaks 
With such u thrilling accent of coiiiniaud * 


Isr.iel! Israel! 


VOICE. 


jsws. 


Israel ’ Israel * 


Back' give place! tlic Prophet! 
ARIRAM {(he false prophet). 


IIIRH'PRIEST. 


Peace! 


AI.IKAM. 


Ay! peace, 1 say! 

The wounds arc hound; the hloorl is stanch’d I and hate 
Is turn’d to love! and rancorous jealousy 
To kindred concord! and the clashing swords 
To bridal sounds! the furv of the feud 
To level and the jocund nuptial feast. 


lilGH-PRIEST. 


What means .\biram ? 


ABIRAM. 


It is from on High. 


MILMAN’S POETICAL WORKS. 

inc,^ Iti lior extreme of af][ony, what birth 

:icir hands; So meet and Guin^ for the great Discomflter? 


ABinAKf. 


SIMON. 


Rrave Amariah, son of John! Salonc, In her extreme of agony, what birth 

Daughter of Simon! thus I join their hands; So meet and Guing for the great Discomflter? 

And thus I bless the wedded and tlic beautiful! ABinsM. 

And thus I bind the Captains of Jerusalem A light falls on me. 

In the strong bonds of unity and peace.— simon. 

Prophet! what shall 

And where is now the wine for the bridegroom's rosy The robe of purple with so bright a grain 
ciip?(iC) As Roman blood? Before our gates arc met 

And the tabret and the harp for the chamber of the The lords of empire, and our walls may laugh 

bride? Their siege to scorn, even till the RnANcn be grown 

Lo! bright as burnish'd gold the lamps are sparkling up. That *s not yet planted—Yea, the wrested seepin' 
And the odours of the incense are bre.ithing f.ir and Of earth, the sole dominion——Back, Abiram, 
wide; To tliy prophetic cave—kneel, pray, fast, weep; 

And the maidens’ feel are glancing in tlio virgins’ wed- And tboii slialt bless us with far nobler tidings, 
diog train; And we will kiss tliy feet, thou Harbinger 

And the sad streets of Salem are alive with joy again' Of Judah’s glory- 


TUB JEWS. 

Long live fkilonc I Long live Amariah! 

SAt.ONE. 

Am I awake?—how came I here unveil'd 
Among the hold and glaring eyes of men ? 

TItK JEWS. 

Long live Salone I Long live Amariah! 

SIMON. 


Now lend on the Bridal. 

Blow trumpets! shout, exulting Israel! 

Shout Amariah! shout again Salone! 

Shout louder yet, the Bridegroom and the Bride! 
llcjoicc, O Zion, now on all thy hills; 

City of David, through thy strecLs rejoice I 

f - 

Fountain of Siloe — Night-~~^n approaching 5to?wi. 


Tie speaks from Ilcaven—accept'st thou, John of Galilee, mi nuM. 

Heaven’s terms of peace ? He is not here! and yet he might have known 

JOUN. Tliat ilie cold gloom of the ti'inpeslnnus skies 

From earth or heaven, I care not— Conhl never change a faithful licait like uiitic. 

He might have known me not a m.iid to love 
AMAHIAH. ITnder llie melting moonlight, and soft stars, 

Oh! rather let me ask, ^^nd to fall off in darkness and instoim. 

? Oh! raven-hair’d Salone, Ah! se.il’d for ever be my slanderous lips! 

fd Iby jealous veil around lliee? Alas! it is the liiltcrest pang of misery 

beauteous in thy freedom ; That it will force from us unworthy doubts 

1 saw tbcc, on our walls, n^ost tried and true. Oh, Javan, .lavan ! 

and hare thy marble brow R wns but now that with presumptuous heart 

g of the enamour’d sun: * '1**1 repine again.si the all-gracious heavens, 

er, Beauty, ihose dark locks; That wiapt me round in charitable darkness, 

vas my pride, my strength, Because my eiring feet bad well-nigh miss’d 

ike thine were gazing on me. Their known familiai path. 


W'liat says my boy? 


JOUN. 


AMAHIAH. 


Oh! rather let me ask, 

^^M)at says the maid? Oh! raven-hair’d Salone, 

Why dost thou crowd tby jealous veil around llice? 
Look on me freely; beauteous in thy freedom ; 

As when this morn I saw tbcc, on our walls. 

Thy hair cast back, and bare thy marble brow 
To tlie bright wooing of the enamour’d sun: 

They were my banner, Beauty, lliose dark locks; 

And in the battle't was my pride, my strength, 

To think that eyes like thine were gazing on me. 

8ALONR. 

Oh no, flioii saw'st me not!—Oh, Amariah! 

What Drophets speak must be fulfill’d. 'T were vain 
T' oppose at once the will of lle.iven—and tbee. 

JOHN. 

Now', if there be enough of generous food, 

A cup of wine in all the wasted city, 

\Vc ’ll liave a jocund revel. 

SIMON. 

Prophet Abiram, 

I have a question for thy secret ear. 

Thou man, whose eyes arc purged from earthly film, 
Secst thou no further down the tide of lime? 

Beyond this bridal nothing?—Answer me! 

For it should seem this designated union 
Of two so noble, this conspiring blood 
Of Israel's chiefli, portends some glorious fruit 
To ripen in the deep futurity. 

ABIRAM. 

Simon, what meanest thou? 

SIMON. 

The Hope of Israel! 

Shall it not dawn from darkness l Oh! begot 
In Judah*! ^ conceived 


•Tavan, Miriam. 

JAVAN. 

I WJial's there? I see 

' A white and spirit-like gloatuing—It must be! 

I .see her not, yet feel that it is Miriam, 

By till! indistinct and dimly visible grace 
That haunts her motions; byber tread, that falls 
Tn'mbling anil soft like moonlight on the cartli. 

What (lost iboii here ? now—now ? where every moment 
The soldiers prowl, and meeting sentinels 
(Challenge each other? I have watch’d for thee 
As prisoners for tlie hour of their deliverance; 

Yet did 1 pray, love! that thou miglitst not come, 

Fven that thou miglitst be faitlik'ss to thy vows. 

Bather than meet this peril-Miriam, 

Why art thou here? « 

MIRIAM. 

Docs Javan ask me why ? 

Because I saw my father pine with hunger— 

Because-1 never hope to come again. 

JAVAN. 

Too true! this night, this fatal night, if Heaven 
Strike not their conquering host, the foe achieves 
His tardy victory. Bound the shatter’d walU 



THE FALL OF JERUSALEM. 


169 


There is the smother'd hum of preparation. 

With stealthy footsteps, and with muffled arms, * 
Along the trenches, round the lowering engines, 

I saw them gathering: men stood whispering men, 

As though revealing some portentous secret; 

At every sound cried, Hist* and look'd reproachfully 

Upon each other. Now and then a light 

From some far part of the encircling camp 

Brc'uks suddenly out, and then is quench'd as suddenly. 

The forced unnatural quiet, that pervades 

Those myiiads of arm’d and sleepless warriors, 

Presages earthly tempest; as yon clouds, 

That in their mute and ponderous blackness hang 
Over our heads, a tumult in the skies— 

The earth and lieaveu alike are terribly calm. 

MIRIAM. 

Alas! alas! give me the food I let's say 
Farewell as fondly as a dying man 
Should say it to a dying woman! 

lAVAN. 

Miriam! 

It shall not be. He, He hath given command. 

That when the signs are manifest, wc should flee ( 17 ) 
Unto the mountains. > 

MIRIAM. 

Javan, tempt mu not: 

My soul is weak. ITast thou not said of old 
flow dangerous't is to wrest the words of truth 
To the excusing our own fond desires? 

There's an eternal inaiidute, iinrcpcard, 

Nor e'er to be rescinded, > Love thy Father!» 

Cod speaks with many voices; one in the heart. 

True though instinctive; one in the Holy Liw, 

The first that's ctyapled with a gracious promise. 

JAVAN. 

Yet arc his words, u Leave ail, .and follow me, 

Thou shall not love thy father more than mc«—* 
Darest disobey tlicm ? 

MIRIAM. 

Javan, while I tread 
The path of duty I am following him; 

And, loving whom I ought to love, love him. 

JAVAN. 

If thou eouldst save or succour—if this night 
Were not tlic last— 

MIRUM. 

Oh, dearest, think awhile! 

It matters little at what hour o' tlie day 
The righteous foils asleep; dciith cannot come 
To him untimely who is fit to die: 

The less of this cold world, the more of heaven; 

The briefer life, the earlier immortality. 

But every moment to the man of guilt 

And bloodshed, one like-ah me 1 like my father, 

Each instant rescued from the grasp of death, 

May be a blessed chosen opportunity 
For the everlasting mercy—Think what *t is 
For time's minutest perit^ to delay 
An infidel’s death, a murderer’s— 

JAVAN. 

Go! go, dearest! 

If 1 were dying, 1 would have thee go— 

Oh! thou inspher’d, unearthly loveliness! 


t Mttt. xilv, 16. 


* Hsu. s, 7. 


Danger may gather round thee, like the clouds 
Hound one of heaven's pure sUrs, ihou’U hold within 
Thy course unsullied. 

MIRIAM. 

This is worse than all! 

Oh! mock not thus with wild extravagant praise 
A very weak and most unworthy girl. 

Javan, one last, one parting word with thee_ 

There have been times, when I have said light words, 

As maidens use, tli.it made liiy kind heart bleed; 

There have been moments, when 1 have seen thee sad, 
And 1 have cruelly sported with tliy sadness: 

1 have been proud, oh ! very proud, to hear 
Thy fond lips dwell on beauty, when thine eyes 
Were on this thin and wasted form of mine. 

Forgive me, oh! forgive me, for 1 deem'd 

The hour would surely come, when the fond bride 

Might well repay the maiden’s waywardness. 

Oh ! look not thus o'erjoy'J, for if 1 thought 
We e’er could meet .again this side the grave, 

Trust me, I had been charier of my tenderness. 

Yet one word more—I do mistrust thee, .lavan. 

Though coldly tlinu dost labour to conceal it; 

Thou Just some frantic scheme to risk for mine 
Thy precious life—Beseech thee, heap not thou 
More sorrows on the o’erburthen'd. 

JAVAN. 

Think'st thou, then, 
I h.^ve no trust hut in this arm of flesh 
To save ihcc ? 

MIRIAM. 

Oh, kind Javan! pray not thou 
That I may live, that is too wild a prayer; 

That I may die unspotted, be thy suit 
To Him who loves the spotless. 

JAVAN. 

lla—the thought! 

It pierces like a sword into my heart! 

MIRIAM. 

And think’st thou mine unwounded?—Fare thec well! 
Our presence docs but rack each other’s souls. 

Farewell! and if thou lovest when 1 am dead, 

May she be to thee, all 1 hoped to be. 

JAVAN. 

Go—go— 

MIRIAM. 

Thou bidst me part, and yet detain’st me 
With clinging grasp—ah no, 'l is I clasp thec. 

I knew not that my fond unconscious hand 
Had been so bold—Oh, Javan! ere the morn 
'T will have no power t’ offend thee—'t will be cold. 

JAVAN. 

Offend me! Miriam, when thou *rt above 
Among the Saints, and I in the sinful world, 
llow terrible't will be if 1 should forfeit 
The hope of meeting thee in blessedness. 

MIRIAM. 

Forfeit! with faith like thine? 

JAVAN. 

Thou well rebukest roe. 
To thy Redeemer I commit thee now, 

To leave thee here, or take thee to himself. 

Farewell, farewell I the life of tliis sad heart,— 

Dearer than life—I look for thee, and lo! 

Nought but blind darkness—— 

Save where yon mad city, 
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As though at peace and in luxurious joy, 

Is hanging out her bright and festire lamps. 

There have been tears from holier eyes than mine 
Pour'd o'er thee, Zion! yea, the Son of Man 
This thy devoted hour foresaw and wept. 

And l^can I refrain from weeping? Yes, 

My country, in thy darker destiny 
>^'ill I awhile foi^et mine own distress. 

I feel it now, the sad, the coming hour; 

The signs are full, and never shall the sun 
Shine on the cedar roofs of Salem more; 

Her talc of splendour now is told and done * 

Her wine-cup of festivity is spilt, 

And all is o'er, her grandeur and her guilt. 

Oh! fair and favour'd city, where of old 
The balmy airs were rich with melody, 

That led her pomp beneath the cloudless sky 
In vestments flaming with the orient gold; 

Her gold is dim, and mute her music's voice; 

The Heathen o’er her perish’d pomp rejoice. 

flow stately then was every palm-deck’d street, 

Down wliioli the maidens danced with tinkling feet; 

How proud the elders in the lofty gate! 

How crowded all her nation's solemn feasts 
With white-robed licvites and liigh-mitr(‘d Priests; 

How gorgeous all her Temple's sacred state! 

Her streets arc razed, her maidens sold for slaves, 

Her gates thrown down, her elders in their graves; 
Her feasts are holden 'mid the Gentile’s scorn, 

Dy stealth her Priestliood’s holy garments worn; 
And where licr Temple crown’d the glittering rock, 
The wandering shepherd folds his evening flock. 

When shall the work, the work of death begin? 
When come the avengers of proud Judah’s sin ? 
Aceldama! accursed and guilty ground, 

Gird all the city in thy dismal bound, 

Her price is paid, and she is sold like thou; 

Let every ancient monument and tomb 
Enlarge the border of its vaulted gloom, 

Their spacious chambers all arc wanted now. 

But nevermore shall yon lost city need 
Those secret places for her future dead; 

Of all her children, when this night is pass’d. 
Devoted Salem's darkest, and her last. 

Of all her children none is left to her, 

Save those whose house is in the sepulchre. 

Yet, guilty city, who shall mourn for thee ? 

Sholl Christian voices wail thy devastation ? 

Look down! look down, aveog^ Calvary, 

Upon thy late yet dreadful expiation. 

^ I long foreU>ld, though slow accomplish'd fate, 

• Her bouse is left unto herdesolate;« 

Proud Cesar’s ploughshare o'er her ruins driven, 
'Ful6b at length the tardy doom of heaven; 

The wrathM vial’s drops at length are pout'd 
On the rebeDions race that crueilied tlieir Lord! 


Streets of Jenualem^Nighi. 

Many Jsws meeting. 

FIRST tXW. 

Saw yc it, father! saw ye what the city 
Stands gazing at? As I pass’d through therstreets, • 

There were pale women wandering up and down; 

And on the house-tops there were liagg.'ird faces 
Turn'd to the heavens, where’er the ghostly light 
Fell on them. Even the prowling plunderers, 

That break our houses for suspected food, 

Their quick and steallbful footsteps check, and gasp 
In wonder. Tfiey, that in deep weariness, 

Or wounded in the battle of the morn, 

Had cast themselves to slumber on the stones. 

Lift up their drowsy heads, and languidly 
Do shudder at the sight. 

SECOND JEW. 

What sight? what say’st thou? 

FiaST JEW. 

The star, the star, the fiery-tressed star, 

That all this fatal year hath hung in the heavens 
Above us, gleaming like a bloody sword, 

Twice hath it moved. Men cried aloud, > A tempest!* 
And there was blackness, as of thunder clouds: 

But yet that angry sign glared fiercely through them, 
And the third time, with slow and solemn motion, 

'T was shaken and brandish'd. 

SECOND JEW. 

Timorous boy! thou speak’st 
As though these things were stnmge. Why now we sleep 
With prodigies ablaze in all llic heavens. 

And the earth teeming with portentous signs, 

As sound as when the moon and constant stars 
Beam'd quietly upon the slumbering earth 
Their customary fires. Dost tliou remember, 

At Pentecost, when all the land of Judah 
Stood round the Altar, at the dead of night, 

A Light broke out, and all the Temple shone 
With the inetcorous glory? 't was not like 
The light of sun or moon, but it was clear 
And bright as either, only that it witheFd 
Men’s faces to a hue like death. 

THIRD JEW. 

'T was strange! 

And, if I err not, on that very day, 

The Priest led forth the spotless sacrifice, 

Add as he led it, it fell down, and cast 
Its young upon the sacred pavement. 

FOUETB JEW. 

Brethren, 

Have ye forgot the eve, when war broke out 
Even in the heavens? all the wide northern sky 
Was rocking with arm’d men and fiery chariots. 

With an abrupt and sudden noiselcssness, 

Wildly, confusedly they cross'd and mingled, 

As when the Red Sea waves dash’d to and fro 
The crazed cars of Pharaoh- ' 


THIRD JEW. 


Who comet here 


In his white robes so hastily ? 


FIRST JEW. 


The Holy Aaron. 


*T is the Levite, 


LETITB. 


Brethren! Oh, my Brethren! 



THE FALL OF JERUS 


AL|:m. 


171 


TBS /SW. 

Speak, Rabbi, all our souls thirst for thy words. 

tSTlTB. 

But now within the Temple, as I minister’d 
There was a silence round us; the wild sounds 
Of the o’erweaTied war had fallen asleep. 

A silence, even as though all earth were fix’d 
Like us in adoration, when the gate, 

The Eastern gate, with all its ponderous bars 
And bolts of iron, started wide asunder. 

And all the strength of man doth vainly toil 
To close the stubborn and rebellious leaves. 


riHST JEW. 


What now? 


ANOTHBE JEW. 

What now? why all things sad and monstrous. 
The Prophets stand aghast, and vainly seek. 

Amid the thronging and tumultuous signs 
Which crowd tliis wild disastrous night, the intent 
Of the Eternal. W'onder breaks o’er wonder, 

As clouds roll o’er each other in the skies; 

And Terror, wantoning with man’s perplexity, 

No sooner hath infix’d the awed attention 

On some stmngc prodit;y, than it straiglit distracts it 

To a stranger and more fearful. 

TBIBD lEW. 

Hark! what's there T 

Fresh horror!- 

a distance.) 

To the sound of timbrels sweet, ( 18 ) 

Moving slow our solemn feet, 

Wc have borne thee on the road, 

To the virgin’s blest abode ; 

With thy yellow torches gleaming, 

And ihy scarlet mantle streaming, 

And the canopy above 
Swaying as wo slowly move. 

Thou hast left the joyous feast, 

And the mirfii and wine l^ave ceast, 

And now wc set thee down before 
The jc.ilously-unclosing door; 

That the favour'd youth admits 
Where the veiled virgin sits 
Tn the bliss of maiden fear, 

Waiting our soft tread to hear; 

And the music’s brisker din, 

At the bridegroom’s entering in, 

Entering in a welcome guest 
To the chamber of bis rest. 

SXCOIVD JEW. 

It is the bridal song of Amariah 

And fair Salone. In the house of Simon 

The rites are held; nor bears the Bridegroom home 

His plighted ^ouse, but there doth deck his chamber; 

These^perilous times dispensing with the rigour 

Of ancient usage~— 

VOICE WITBIN. 

Woe! woe! woe! 


riAST JVW. 


Alas' 


The son of Hananiah? is't not he^ 


TBIED JEW. 


Whom said’st ? 


SECOND JEW. 

Art tliou a stranger iu Jerusalem, 

That ibou rememberest not that fearful man? 

VOUNTE JIW. 

Speak! speak I we know not all, 

SECOND JEW. 

Why thus it was: 

A rude and homely dresser of the vine. 

He had come up to the Feast of Tabernacles, 

When suddenly a spirit fell upon him. 

Evil or good wc know not. Ever since 
(And now seven years are past since it befell, 

Our city then being prosperous and at peace), 

He hath gone wandering through the darkling streets 
At midniglit under tlie cold quiet stars; 
lie hath gone wandering through the crowded market 
At noonday under the bright blazing sun, 

With that one ominous cry of « Woe, woe, woe!» 

Some scoff’d and mock’d him. some would give him food; 
He neither cursed the one, nor thank'd the other. 

The Sanhedrim bade scourge him, and myself 
Beheld him lash’d, till the bare bones stood out 
Through the maim’d flesh, still, still he only cried, 

Woe to the City, till his patience wearied 
The angry persecutors. When they freed him, 

’T was still the same, the incessant Woe, woe, woe. 

But when our siege began, awhile he ceased, 

As though his prophecy were fulfill’d; till now 
We had not heard his dire and boding voice. 

WITHIN. 

Woe! woe! woe! 

JOSHUA, Oie Son of Hananiah. 

W oe! woe! 

A voice from the East! a voice from the W'est! 

From the four winds a voice against Jerusalem! 

A voice against the Temple of the Lord! 

A voice against the Bridegrooms and the Brides ! 

A voice against all people of the land! 

Woe! woe! woe! 

SBCOND JEW. 

They are the very words, the very voice 
Wliich we have heard so long. And yet, mclhinks, 
There is a mournful triumph in the tone 
Ne’er heard before. Ills eyes, that were of old 
Fix’d on the earth, now wander all abroad, 

As though the tardy consummation 
Afflicted him with wonder——Hark! again. 

CHORUS or STAIDENS. 

Now the jocund song is thine, 

Bride of David's kingly line! 

How thy dove-like bomm trembleth, 

And thy shrouded eye resembleth 
Violets, when the dews of eve 
A moist and tremulous glitter leave 
On the bashful sealed lid! 

Close within the bride-veil hid. 

Motionless thou sit'st and mute, 

Save that at die soft salute 
Of each entering maiden friend 
Thou dost rise and softly bend. 

Hark! a brisker, merrier glee! 

The door unfolds,—’l is he, 't is he. 

Thus we lift our lamps to meet him, 

Thus we touch our lutes to greet him, 

Thou shalt give a fonder meeting, 

Thou shalt give a tenderer greeting. 
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iOSBUA. 

Woe I woe! 

A voice from the East! a voice from the West! 

From the four winds a voice afj^ainst Jerusalem! 

A voice against the Temple of the Lord! 

A voice against the Bridegrooms and the Brides! 

A voice against all people of the land I 
Woe! woe—— [Bursts away^ folXoyoed by Second Jew. 


Didst speak 7 


FIBST JEW. 


TBllD IKW. 


Fouarn s£W. 

Look’d lie on us as he spake? 

FIBST JEW (to (he •Second returning.) 

Thou foHow’dst him! what now 7 

SECOND JEW. 

’T was a True Prophet! 

THE JEWS. 

Wherefore? Where went he? 

SECOND JEW. 

To the outer wall; 

And there he suddenly cried out and sternly, 

« A voice against (he son of llanauiah I 
Woe, woe !• and at the instant, whether struck 
By a chance stone from the enemy's engines, down 
lie sank and died!- 

THIIID JEW. 

There *8 some one comes this way— 
Art sure he died indeed ? 

LEVITR. 

It is the Ifigh-Pricst. 

The ephod gleams through the pale lowering night; 
The breastplate gems, and the pure mitrc-^gold, 

Shine lamplikc, and the bells that fringe his robe 
Glume faintly. 

niGB-PBIEST. 

Israel, bear! I do beseech you, 
Brethren, give ear!— 

SECOND JEW. 

Who’s he that will not hear 
The words of God's Iligh-Pricst ? 

BIGn-PRIEST. 

It was but now 

I s.atc within the Temple, in the court 

That *8 consecrate to mine of/ice—Your eyes wander— 


niGB-PBlBST. 

I know not why, I felt 

As though an outcast from the abandon’d Temple, . 
And fled. 

JEWS. 

Oh God! and Father of our Fifthers, 

Dost thou desert us? 

CHORUS OF Tourns AND MAIDENS. 

Under a happy planet art thou led, 

Oh, chosen Virgin! to thy bridal bed. 

: So put thou off thy soft and bashful sadness, 

And wipe away the timid maiden tear,— 

Lo * redolent with the Prophet's oil of gladness, 

And mark’d by heaven, the Bridegroom Youth ishere. 

FIRST JEW. 

Dark—hark! an armed tread!. 


SECOND JEW. 


The bold Ben Catbla. 

BEN CATHLA. 

Ay, ye are met, all met, as in a mart, 

T’ exchange against each other your dark ta es 
Of this night's fearful prodigies. I know it, 

By the inquisitive and half-auspicious looks 
With which ye eye each other, ye do wish 
To disbelieve all ye have heard, and yet 
Ye dare not. If ye have seen the moon unsphered, 

And the stars fall; if the pale sheeted ghosts 
Have met you wandering, and have pointed at you 
With ominous designation; yet 1 scoff 
Your poor and trivial terrors—Know ye Micliol 7 


Michol! 


JEWS. 


DEN CATHLA. 


The noble lady, she whose fathers 
Dwelt beyond Jordan- 


Go on!— 


JEWS. 


BIGH'PRIEST. 


Why hearken, then—Upon a sudden 
The pavement seem’d to swell beneath my feet, 

And the Veil shiver’d, and the pillars rock’d. 

And there, within the very Holy of Holies, 

There, from behind the winged Cherubim, 

Where the Ark stood, noise, hurried and tumultuous, 
Was hoard, as when a king with all bis host 
Doth quit his palace. And anon, a voice, 

Or voices, half in grief, half anger, yet 
Nor human grief nor anger, even it seem’d 
As though the hoarse and rolling thunder spake 
With (he articulate voice of mao, it said, 

« Let ds obfart!* 


JEWS. 


Most terrible! What follow’d 7 


Speak on! speak on! 


SECOND JEW. 

Yes, we know her, 

The tender and the delicate of women, ( 19 ) 

That would not set her foot upon die ground 
For delicacy and very tenderness. 

BEN CATBLA. 

I The same!—We had gone forth in quest of food : 

And we had entci d many a house, where men 
Were preying upon meagre herbs and skins; 

And some were sating upon loathsome things 
Unutterable, the ravening hunger. Some, 

Whom we had plunder’d oft, laugh’d in their agony 
To sec us baflled. At her door she met us. 

And > We have feasted together heretofore,* 

She said, « most welcome warriors !• and she led us, 
And hade us sit like dear and honour’d guests, 

While she m.idc ready. Some among us wonder'd, 
j And some spake ji*eringly, and thank’d the lady 
I That she had thus with provident care reserved 
The choicest banquet for our scarcest days. 

But ever as she busily minister'd, ' 

Quick, sudden sobs of laughter broke from her. 

At length the vessel’s covering she raised up, 

And there it lay—— 

BIGB-PBIRST. 

What lay 7—Thou ’rt sick and pale. 

BEN CATBLA. 

By earth and heaven, the remnant of a child ! 

A human child! — - A y, start! so started we— 
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whereat she shriek’d aloud, and clapp'd her hands, 

• Oh! dainty and fastidious appetites! 

The mother feasts upon her babe, and strangers 
Loathe the repast*—and then—* My beautiful child !i* 
The treasure of my womb! my bosom’s joy In 
And then in hcPcnol madness did she spurn us 
Out of her doors.—Oh still—oh still 1 hear her, 

And 1 shall hear her till my day of death. 


VIGH-PRUST. 

Oh, God of Mercies! this was once thy city! 

CHORUS. 

Joy to thre, beautiffil and bashful Ilridcl 

Joy! for the thrills of pride and joy become thee; 
Thy curse of barrcncss is taken from thee, 

And thou shalt sec the rosy infant sleeping 
Upon the snowy fountain of tliy breast; 

And thou shalt feel how mothers' hearts arc blest 
By hours of bliss for moments’ pain and weeping. 

Joy to thee! 

The above, Simon, John. 

SIMON. 

Away! wbat do ye in our midnight streets? 

Go sleep! go sleep! nr wc shall have to lash you. 

When the horn summons to tlic morning's war, 

From out your drowsy beds——A>say! 1 say. 

HIGH-PRISST. 

Simon, thou knowst not the dark signs abroad. 

JOHN. 

Ay! is't not fearful and most ominous 

That the sun shines not at deep midnight? Mark me, 

Yc men with gasping lips and shivering limbs, 

T.hou mitred priest, and ye misnamed warriors, 

If ye infi'et with your pale aguish fears 

Our raliant city, we 'll nor leave you limbs 

To tfiake, nor voices to complain—T your homes. 

Simon, John. 

* JOHN, 

In truth, good Simon, I am half your proselyte; 

Your angels, that do bear such excellent wine, 

Might shake a faith more firm than ours. 

SIMON. 

Brave John, 

My soul is jocund. Expectation soars 
Before mine eyes, like to a ncw-fledgcd eagle, 

And stoopeth from her heavens witli palms ne’er worn 
By brows of Israel. Glory mounts with her. 

Her deep seraphic trumpet swelling loud 
O'er Zion's gladdening towers. 

JOHN. 

Why, then, to sleep. 

Tins fight by day, and revel all the night, 

Needs some repose—1 ’ll to my bed—Farewell 1 

SIMON. 

Brave John, farewell I and 1 'll to rest, and dream 
Upon the coming honours of to-morrow. 

MfRUK. 

To-morrow! will that morrow dawn upon thee ? 

1 ’vc warn’d them, I have lifted up my voice 
.As loud as't were an angel’s, and well nigh 
Had I betray'd my secret: they but scoffd, 

And ask'd how long I had been a prophetess ? 

But that injurious John did foully taunt me, 


j As though I envied my lost sister's bridal. 

I And when I clung to my dear father’s neck, 

With the'close fondness of a last embrace, 

, He shook me from liim. 

I But, all me! how strange! 

This moment, and the hurrying streets were full 
As at a festival, now all *s so silent 
That 1 might hear the footsteps of a child. 

The sound of dissolute mirth hath ceased, the lamps 
Arc spent, the voice of music broken off. 

No watchman’s tread oomes from the silent wall, 
There are nor lights nor voices in the towers. 

The hungry have given up the idle search 
For food, the gaiiers on the heavens arc gone, 

Even fear's at rest—all still as iu a sepulchre! 

And thou licst sleeping, oh Jerusalem! 

A deeper slumber could not fall upon thee, 

If thou wert desolate of all thy children. 

And thy razed streets a dwelling-place for owls. 

1 do mistake! this is the Wilderness, 

The Desert, where winds pass and make no sound. 

And not the populous city, tlie-hesieged 

And overhung with tempest. Why, my voice, 

My motion, breaks upon the oppressive stilluess 
Like a forbidden and disturbing sound. 

The very air’s asleep, my feeblest breathing 
Is audible—I ’ll think my prayers—and then—— 

I-111! 'I is the thunder of tlic Living God I 

It peals! it crasliesl It comes down in hre! 

Again! it is the engine of the foe, 

Our walls are dust before it-Wake—oh wake— 

Oil Israeli—Oh .Icrusalem, awake! 

Why shouldst thou wake? thy foe is in the heavens. 
Yea, thy judicial slumber weighs thee dowu, 

And gives thee, oh! lost city, to the Gentile 
Defenceless, unresisting. 

It rolls down. 

As though the Everlasting r.iged not now 
Against our guilty Zion, but did mingle 
Tlic universal world in our destruction; 

And all mankind were destined for a sacrince 
On Isr.iel’s funeral pile. Oh Orucilied I 
Here, here, whore thou didst suffer, 1 beseech thee 
Kven by thy Cross! 

Hark! now in impious rivalry 
Man thunders. In the centre of our streets 
The Gentile trumpet, the triumphant shouts 
Of onset; and I,—I, a trembling girl, 

Alone, awake, abroad. 

Oh, now ye wake, 

Now ye pour fortli, and liideous Massacre, 

Loathing his bloodless conquest, joys to see you 
Thus n.iked and unarm’d—But wlicre’s my father? 
Upon his couch in dreams of future glory. 

Oh! where's my sister ? in her bridal bed. 

Many Jeius. 

FIRST JEW. 

To the Temple! To the Temple! Israel! Israel! 

Your walls are on die eartli, your houses bum 
Like Arcs amid the autumnal olive grounds. 

The Gentile’s in the courts of the Lord’s house. 

To the Temple! save or perish with the Temple! 

SXCONO JEW. 

To the Temple! haste, oh all yc circumcised! 
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Stay not for wife or child, for gold or treasure! 

Pause not for light* the heavens are all on fire, 

The Universal City burns! 

THIRD JEW. 

Arms! Arms! 

Our women fall like doves into the nets 
Of the fowler, and they dash upon the stones 
Our innocent babes. Arms! Arms! before we die 
I<ei *8 reap a bloody harvest of revenge. 

To die Temple! 

rOl'RTH JEW. 

Simon! lo, the valiant Simon. 

The above, Simon. 

SIMON. 

Ilecomcsl becomes! the black night bJackenswithhim, 
And the winds groan beneath his chariot wheclM— 
lie comes from heaven, the Avenger of Jerusalem! 

Ay, strike, proud Homan! fall, thou useless wall! 

And vail your heads, ye towers, that have discharged 
Your brief, your fruitless duty of resistance, 

I've heard thee long, fierce Gen tile! th'carthquakeshocks 
Of thy huge engines smote upon niy soul, 

And rny soul scorn'd them. Oh! and hear’st not thou 
One mightier than thyself, that sliakes the heavens? 

{ Oh p.irdon, that I thought that He, whose coming 
Is promised and reveal'd, would calmly wait 
The tardy throes of human birth. Messiah, 

1 know thee now, I know yon lightning fire 
Thy robe of glory, and thy steps in heaven 
Incessant ttiundering. 

I had brought mine arms. 

Mine earthly arms, my breastplate and my sword, 

To cover and defend me—Oh! but thou 
Art jealous, nor enduresl that human arm 
! Intrude on thy deliverance. I forswear them, 

I I cast them from me. Helmless, with nor shield 
ii Nor sword, I stand, and in my nakedness 

j Wail thee, victorious Homan- 

JEWS. 

To the Temple! 

SIMON. 

^ Ay, well thou say’st, • to the Temple-—there't will be 
I Most visible. In his own house the Lord 
I Will shine most glorious. Shall we not behold 
I The Fathers bursting from their yielding graves, 
Patriarchs and Priests, and Kings and Prophets, met 
A host of spectral watchmen, on the towers 
Of Zion to behold the full accomplishing 
Of every Type and deep Prophetic word? 

Ay, lo the Temple! thither wilt 1 too, 

There bask in all the fulness of the day 

That breaks at length o'er the long night of Judah. 


Ckorn%, ofJewsfiying towards the Temple 
Fly! fly! fly! 

Clouds, not of incense, from the Temple rise, 
And there are altar-fires, but not of sacrifice. 

And there are victims, yet nor bulls nor goats; 
And Priests are there, but not of Aaron's kin; 

I And he that doth the murtherous rite begin, 


Break into joy, ye barren, that ne'er bore! (so) 

Rejoice, ye breasts, where ne’er sweet infant hung! 
From you, from you no smiling babes are wrung, 

Ye die, but not amid your children's gore. 

Out howl and weep, oh ye that are with child, 

Yc on whose bosoms unwean'd babes are laid; 

The sword that's with the mother's blood defiled 
Still with the infiint gluts the insatiate blade. 

Fly! fly! fly! 

Fly not, I say, for Death is every where, 

To keen-eyed Lust all places are the same: 

There's not a secret chamber in whose lair 

Our wives can sliroud them from th' abhorred shame. 

Where tlie sword fails, tlie fire will find us there. 

All, all is death—the Gentile or the flame. 

On to the Temple! Brethren, Israel on! 

Though every slippery street with carnage swims, 

Ho! spite of famish’d hearts and wounded limbs, 

Still, still, while yet there stands one holy stone, 

Fight for your God, his sacred house to save. 

Or have its blazing ruins for your grave! 


The Streets o//erujalem. 

MIRIAM. 

Thou hard firm earth, thou wilt not break before me, 
And Iiide me in thy dark and secret bosom! 

Ye burning towers, ye f.ill upon your children 
With a compassionate ruin—not on me— 

Yc spare me only, I alone am mark’d 

And seal'd for life: deatli cruelly seems to shun me, 

Me, who am readiest and most wish to die. 

Oh! I have sat me by the gliastly slain 

In envy of their state, and wept a prayer 

That I were cold like them, and safe from th’ hands 

Of the remorseless conqueror. I have fled, 

And fled, and fled, and still I fly the nearer 
To the howling ravagers—they are every where. 

I’ve closed mine eyes, and rusli'd 1 know not whither. 
And still arc swords and men and furious faces 
Before me, and bi^hind me, and around me. 

But ah! tlie shrieks that come from out the dwellings 
Of my youth's loved companions—every where 
I hear some dear and most familiar voice 
In its despairing frantic agonies. 

All me! that I were struck with leprosy, 

That unful men might loathe me, and pass on. 

And I might now have been by that sweet fountain 
Where the winds whisper through the moonlight leaves, 
I might have bojn with Javan there—Off, off— 

These are not tlioughts for one about to die— 

Oh, Lord and Saviour Christ! 

Jn Old Man, Miriam. 

OLD MAN. 

Who spake of Christ? 

What hath that name to do witii saving here ? 
lie '5 here, he's, here, tlie Lord of desolation, 

Begirt with vengeance! in the fire above, 

And fire below! in all the biasing city 
Behold him manifest! 


To stranger Gods bis hecatomb devotes; miriam. 

His hecataoib of Israel's chosen race Oh! aged man 

All foully riangliter't! in tfteir Holy Place. And miserable, on the verge of the grave 
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Thus lin^eriD 0 to behold thy counuys ruiDi 
What know’st thou of the Christ? 

OLD MAN. 

I, I beheld him, 

The Man of Nazareth whom thou mean’st-^I saw him 
When lie went li^niirin^ up the accursed hill. 

Heavily on his scour(jed and bleeding shoulders 
Press'd the rough cross, and from his crowned brow 
(Crown'd with no kingly diadem) the pale blood 
Was shaken off, as with a patient pity 
lie look’d on us, the infuriate multitude. 

MIRIAM. 

Didst thou not fall and worship? 

OLD MAN. 

1 had call’d 

The curse upon my head, my voice had cried 
Unto the Roman, « On us be his blood, 

And on our children!«—and on us it hath been— 

My children and niy children’s children, all. 

The Gentile sword hath reap'd tliem one by one. 

And I, the last dry wither’d shock, await 
The gleaning of the slaughterer. 

MIRIAM. 

Couldst thou see 

The Cross, the Agony, and still hard of heart? 

OLD MAN. 

Fond child, 1 tell thee, ere the Cross was raised 
11 c look’d around him, even in that last anguish. 

With such a majesty of calm compassion, 

Such solciim adjuration to onr souls— 

But yet't was not reproachful, only sad— 

As though our guilt had been the bitterest pang 
Of suffering. And there dwelt about him still, 

About Ins drooping he.id and fainting limb, 

A sense of power; ns though lie chose to die, 

Yet might have sliakcn off the load of death 
Without an effort. .Awful breathlessness 
Spread round, too deep and too intense for tears. 

MIRIAM. 

Thou didst believe?- 

OLD MAN. 

Away*. Men glared upon me 
As though they did detect my guilty pity; 

Their voices roar’d around me like a tempest, 

And every voice was howling, • Crucify him!«-~ 

I dared not he alone the apostate child 
Of Abraham—— 

MIRIAM. 

Ah! thou didst not join the cry? 

OLD MAN. 

Woman, I did, and with a voice so audible 

Men turn’d to praise my zeal. And when the darkness, 

The noonday darkness, fell upon the earth, 

And the earth’s self shook underneath my feet, 

I stood before the Cross, and in my pride 
Rejoiced that I had shaken from my soul 
The soft compunction. 

» MIRIAM. 

• Ha!—but now, oh! now, 

Thou own’st him for the eternal Son of God, 

The mock'd, and scourged, and crown’d and crucified, 
TIiou dost believe the blazing evidence 
^f yon fierce flames! thou bow’st thyself before 
The solemn preacher, Desolation, 

•That now on Zion’s guilty ruins seated 
Bears horrible witness. 


OLD MAN. 

I believe them, 

1 dare not disbelieve; it is my curse, 

My agony, that cleaves to me in death. 


MIRIAM. 

Oh ! not a curse, it is a gracious blessing_ 

Believe, and thou slialt live! 

OLD MAN. 

Back, insolent! 

What! wouldst thou school these grey hairs, and become 
Aline age’s teacher ? 

MIRIAM. 

Ilalh not God ordain’d 
Wisdom from babes and sucklings? 

OLD MAN. 

Back, I say; 

I have lived a faithful child of Abraham, 

And so will die. 

MIRIAM. 

For ever!-lie is gone. 

Yet he looks round, and .shakes his hoary bead 
In dreadful execration 'gainst himself 
And me-1 dare not follow him. 

What's here? 

It is mine home, the dwelling of my youth, 

O’er which the flames climb up with such fierce haste. 
Lo, lo! they buret from that ltouse>top, where oft 
Aly sister and myself have sale and Siing 
Onr pIcdKtnt airs of gladness! Ah, Salone! 

Whore art thou now ? These, these are not the lights 
That should be shining on a marriage-bed. 

Oh ! that 1 had been call'd to dress thy bier, 

To pour sweet ointments on thy shrouded corpse, 
Rather than thus to weave thee bridal chaplets 
To be so madly worn, so early wither’d' 

Where art thou? I dare only wish thee dead, 

Even as 1 wish myself. 

'T is she, herself! 

Thank God, she hath not perish’d in the flames! 

'T is she—she’s here—she's here—the unfaded crown 
Hanging from her loose tresses, and her raiment 

Only the bridal veil wrapt round her-Sister! 

Oh! by my mother’s blcssin(;s on us both, 

Stay, stay and speak to me—Salone! 

SALONE. 

Thee! 

‘T is all thy bitter envy, that hath made 
Tlie exquisite music cease, and hath put out 
The gent'a lamps, and with a jealous voice 
Hath gall’d him from me. 

MIRIAM. 

Seest thou not, Salone, 

The city ’a all on fire, the foe’s around us? 

SALONR. 

The fire! the foe! what's fire or foe to me? 

What's ought but Amariah ? He is mine, 

The eagle-eyed, the noble and the brave. 

The Alan of Men, the glory of our Zion, 

And ye have rent him from me. 

MIRIAM. 

Dearest, who T 

SALONS. 

I tell thee, he was mine, oh 1 mine so fondly, 

And I was hiS'—1 had b^un to dare 
The telling how 1 loved him—-and the night 
It was so rapturously still around iis— 
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When, even as though he heard a voice, and yet 
There was no sound 1 heard, he sprung from me 
Unto the chamber'Hloor, and he look’d out 
Into the city— — 

MIHIAM. 

Well!—Nay, let not fall 

Thy insufficient raiment-Merciful Heaven, 

Thy bosom bleeds! What rasl> and barbarous hand 
Hath——— 

SALONS. 

He cacne hack and kiss’d mo, and he said- 
f know not what he suid—but there was something 
Of Gentile ravisher, and his beauteous hiide,-*- 
Me, me he meant, he call’d me beauteous !>ridc,— 

And he stood o'er me with a sword so bright 
My dazzled eye.s did close. And presently, 

Methought, he smote me with the sword, but then 
He fell upon my neck, and wept upon me, 

And 1 felt nothing but his burning fears. 

MIR1.VM. 

She faints! Look up, sweet sister! I have stanch'd 
The blood awhile—hut her dim wandering eyes 
Are fixing—'She awakes—she speaks again. 

SALONE. 

Ah I brides, they say, should be retired, and dwell 

Within in modest secrecy; yet here 

Am I, a this night*.s bride, in the open street, 

My naked feet on the cold stones, the wind 
Blowing my raiment off—it’s very cold— 

Oh, Amariuh ! let me lay my head 
Upon thy bosom, and .so fall asleep. 

MIRtAW. 

Tlicre is no Amariah here—'t is I, 

Thy Miriam. 

SALONE. 

The Christian Miriam! 

MIHIAM. 

Oh! that thou too wert Christian! I could give thee 
A cold and scanty baptism of my tears. 

Oh ! shrink not from me, lift not up tliy head, 

Thy dying head, ftum tliy loved sister’s lap. 

SALONE. 

Off I set me free! the song is almost done, 

The bridegroom's at the door, and 1 must meet him, 
Though niy knees shake and tremble. If he come, 
And find me sad and cold, as 1 am now. 

He will not love me as he dfid. 


MIRIAM. 


Thou growest cold indeed. 


Too true, 


SALONS. 


Night closes round. 
Slumber is on my soul. If Amariah 
Return with morning, glorious and adorn'd 
In spoil, as he is wont, tliou ’It wake me, sister? 
—Ah! no, no, no! this is no waking sleep. 

It bursts upon me—Yes, and Simon’s daughter, 

'The bride of Amariah, may not fc.ir. 

Nor shrink from dying. My half-failing spirit 
Gomes back, my soft lnve*meUed lieart is strong: 

I know it all, in mercy and in love 

Thou 'st wounded me to death—and I will bless thee, 

True lover! noble husband! my last breath 

Is tlrine in blessing—Amariah !—Love! 

And yet thou shouldst have staid to close mine eyes, 
Oh Amariah !"and an hour ago 


I was a happy bride upon thy bosom, 

And now am — Oh God, God! if he have err’d, 

And should come back again, and find me——dead! 

MIHIAM. 

Oh, God of Mercies! she is gone an infidel, 

An infidel unrepentant, to thy presence, 

The partner of my cradle and my bed, 

My own, my only sister!—oh! but thou, 

Lord, knowest that thou hast not drawn her to thee, 

By making the fond passions of the heart. 

Like mine, Ihy ministers of soft persuasion. 

She lialh not loved a Christian, hath not heard 
From lips, wliose very lightest breath is dear. 

Thy words of comfort. 

I will cover her. 

! Thy bridal veil is now tliy shroud, my sister, 

And long thou wilt not be without a grave. 

Jerusalem will bury all her children 
Ere many hours are past. 

There’s some one comes— 

A Gentile soldier-*l is the same who oft 

Hath cross'd me, and 1 've fled and 'scap’d him. Now, 
How can I lly, and whither? Will the dead 
Protect me? Ha ! whichever way I turn, 

Are others fiercer and more terrible. 

1 'll speak to him,—there’s something in his mien 
Less hideous than the rest. 

Miriam, t!te Soldieb. 

MIBIAM. 

Oh 1 noble warrior, 

I see not that thy sword is wet with blood t 
And thou didst turn aside lest thou shouldst tread 
Upon a dying man; and e’en but now, 

\Vhcn a hold ruffian almost seized on me, 

Thou di<lst stand forth and scare him from his prey. 
Hast thou no voice? perhaps thou art deaf too. 

And I am pleading unto closed ears— 

-Keep from me! stand aloof! ! am infected. 

Oh I if the devil, that haunts the souls of men, 

They say, with Liwless and forbidden Uioughts, 

If he possess thee, here I lift my voice— 

By Jesus Christ of Nazareth, I adjure 
The evil spirit to depart from thee. 

Alas! 1 feel thy grasp upon mine arm, 

And 1 must follow ibce. Oh 1 thou liast surely 
In thine own land, in thine own native home, 

A wife, a child, a sister: think what't were 
To have a stranger’s violent arms around her. 

Ha! every where arc more—and this man’s hand 
I Did surely tremble; at the holy name 
He seem’d to bow his head. I ’ll follow thee, 

Let me but kiss the body of my sister, 

My dead lost sister— 

Bless thee! and thou ’It spare me— 
At least thou art less savage than the rest. 

And He that had a virgin mother, He 

Will surely listen to a virgin’s prayer. ^ 

There's hope and strength within mysoul; lead on, , 

I ’ll follow thee—Salooe, oh that thou 
lladst room in thy cold marriage-bed for me! 


The Front of the Temple. 


SIMON. 


They fight around the altar, and the dead 
Heap the choked pavement. Israel tramples Israel, 
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And Gentile Gentile, rushing where the Temple, 

Like to a pit of frantic gladiators, 

Is howling with the strife of men, that fight not 
For conquest, but the desperate joy of slaying. 

Priests, Levites, women, pass and hurry on, 

At least to die ^thin the sanctuary. 

I only wait without—I take my stand 

Here in the vestibule—and though the thunders 

High and aloof o*er the wide arch of heaven 

Hold their calm march, nor deviate to their vengeance, 

On earth in holy patience, Lord, I wait, 

Defying thy long lingering to subdue 
The faith of Simon. 

’T was but now I pass’d 
The corpse of Amariah, that display’d 
In the wild firelight all its wounds, and lay 
Embalm'd in honour. John of Galilee 
Is prisoner; I beheld him fiercely gnashing 
11U ponderous chains. Of me they take no heed, 

For 1 disdain to tempt them to my death. 

And am not arm’d to slay. 

The light within 

Grows redder, broader. 'T is a fire that bums 
To save or to destroy. On Sinai’s top, 

Oh Lord! thou didst appear in flames, the mountain 
Burnt round about thee. Art thou here at length. 

And must I close mine eyes, lest they be blinded 
By the full conflagration of thy presence ? 

Titus, Placidus, Tbrbktius, Soldiers^ Simon. 

TITUS. 

Save, save the Temple! Placidus, Terentius, 

Haste, bid the legions ce^> to slay; and quench 
Yon ruining fire. 

Who’s this, that stands unmoved 
’Mid slaughter, fiame, and wreck, nor deigns to bow 
Before the Conqueror of Jerusalem? 

What art thou? 

SIMON. 

Titus, dost thou think that Rome 
Shall quench the fire that burns within yon Temple? 
Ay, when your countless and victorious cohorts, 

Ay, when your Gipsar’s throne, your Capitol 
Have fallen before it. 

TITUS. 

Madman, speak! what art lliou? 
SIMON. 

The uncireumcised have known me heretofore, 

And thou mayst know hereafter. 

PLACIDUS. 

It is he— 

The bloody Captain of the Rebels, Simon, 

The Chief Assassin. Seize him, round his limbs 
Bind straight your heaviest chains. An unhoped pageant 
For Gaesai's high ovation. We ’ll not slay him, 

Till we have made a show to the wives of Rome 
Of the great Hebrew Chieftain. 

* SIMON. 

Knit them close. 

See that ye rivet well their galling links. 

{Holding up the chains.) 

And ye’ve no finer flax to gyve me with? 

• TIBKNTIUS. 

Burst these, and we will forge thee stronger then. 

SIMON. 

Fool, 't is not yet the hour. 
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TITUS. 

Hark! hark! the shrieks 
Of those that perish in the flames. Too late 
I came to spare, it wraps the fabric round. 

Fate, Fate, 1 feel thou ’rt mightier tlian Cesar, 

He cannot save what thou hast doom’d! Back, Romans, 
Withdraw your angry cohorts, and give place 
To the inevitable ruin. Destiny, 

It is thine own, and Cesar yields it to thee. 

Lead off the prisoner. 

SIMON. 

Can it be? the fire 

Destroys, the thunders cease. 1 'll not believe, 

And yet how dare 1 doubt? 

A moment, Romans. 

Is’t then thy will, Almighty Lord of Israel, 

That this thy Temple be a heap of ashes? 

Is’t then thy will, that I, thy chosen Captain, 

Put on the raiment of captivity? 

By Abraham, our father I by the Twelve, 

The Patriarch Sons of Jacob! by the Law, 

In thunder spoken! by the untouch’d Ark! 

By David, and the Anointed Race of Kings! 

By gre.il Elias, and the gifted Prophets! 

1 here demand a sign! 

’T is thcrc~Isee it. 

The fire that rends the Veil! 

We are then of thee 

Abandon’d-not abandon’d of ourselves. 

Heap woes upon us, scatter us abroad, 

Earth’s scorn and lii^ting; to the race of men 
A loathsome proverb; spurn’d by every foot, 

And cursed by every tongue; our bcrilagc 
And birtlirigbl bondage; and our very brows 
Bearing, like Cain’s, the outcast mark of hate: 

Israel will still be Israel, still will boast 
Her fallen Temple, her departed glory; 

Aud, wrapt in conscious righteousness, defy 
Earth’s utmost hate, and answer scorn with scorn. 

The Fountain of Siloe. 

Miriam, the Soldibr. 

MIRIAM. 

Here, !»ere—not here—oh I any where but here— 

Not toward the fountain, not by this lone path. 

If thou wilt bear me hence, I ’ll kiss tliy feet, 

1 ’ll call down blessings, a lost virgin's blessings 
Upon thy head. Thou hast hurried me along, 
Through darkling street, and over smoking ruin, 

And ycC there seem'd a soft solicitude, 

And an officious kindness in thy violcnce->- 
But I've not heard thy voice. 

Oh, strangely cruel! 

And wilt thou make me rit even on this stone, 

Where I have sate so oft, when the calm moonlight 
Lay in its slumber on the slumbering fountain? 

Ah! where art thou, thou that wert ever with me, 

Oh Javan! Javan! 

TBB SOLDIBR. 

When was Javan call’d 
By Miriam, that Javan answer’d not ? 

Forgive me all thy tears, thy agonies. 

I dared not speak to thee, lest the strong joy 
Should overpower thee, and thy feeble limbs 
Refuse to bear thee in thy flight. 
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MtRUM. 


What*« liere? 

Am 1 in heaven, and thou forehastcd thither 
Toweloomemc? Ah, no! thy warlike garb, 

And the wild liglit, that reddens all the air, 

Those shrieks—and yet this could not be on earlh, 
The sad, the desolate, the sinful earlh. 

And thou couldst ventnre amid fire and death, 
Amid thy country's ruins to protect mo, 

Dear Javan ? 

JAVA?r. 

’T is not now the lirst time, Miriam, 
That I have held my life a worthless Siicrifice 
For thine. Oh! all these later days of siege 
I 'vc slept in peril, and I ’vc woke in ]>onl. 

For every meeting I ’vc defied the cross, 

On which the Homan, in his increilcss scorn. 
Bound all the sons of Salem. Sweet, I boast not; 
But to thank rightly oiir Deliverer, 

We must know nil the extent of his deliverance. 


And 1 can only wee-p! 


f^st /ion's daughter. 


MiniAsr. 


JAVIN. 


Ay, thou slioiildhl weep, 


MIRIAM. 


Ah! I thought not then 
Of my dead sister, and my captive fdtlier~* 

Said they not « captive* as we pass'd?—1 ihonght not 
Of Zion’s ruin and the Temple’s waste. 

Javan, I fear that mine arc tears of joy; 

'T is sinful at such times—hut thou art here, 

And I am on thy bosom, and 1 cannot 
Be, as 1 ought, entirely miserable- 

JAVAN. 

My own beloved \ I dare call thee mine, 

For Heaven hath given thee to me—chosen out, 

As we two are, for solitary blessing, 

While the univoi'sal curse is pour’d around us 
On every head, 't were cold an<l barren gratitude 
To stifle in our hearts the holy gladness. 

Rut, oh Jerusalem ! thy rescued children 
May not, retired within their secret joy, 

Shut out the mournful sight of thy calamities. 

Oh, beauty of earth’s cities! throned queen 
Of thy milk-flowing valleys! crown'd with glory! 

The envy of the nations! now no more 

A city-One by one thy palaces 

Sink into ashes, and the uniform smoke 
O’er half thy circuit hath brought back the night 
Which the insulting flames had made give place 
To their untimely terrible day. The flames 
That in the Temple, their last proudest conquest. 

Now gather all their might, and furiously. 

Like revellers, hold there exulting triumph. 

Bound every pillar, over all the roof, 

On the wide gorgeous front, the holy depth 
Of the far sanctuary, every portico. 

And every court, at once, concentrated. 

As though to glorify and not destroy, 

They bum, they blaae- 

Look, Miriam, how it stands! 

Look! 

MIRIAM. 

There are men around us! 


JAVAN- 

They are friends, 

Round here lo meet me, and behold the last 
Of our devoted city. Look, oh Christians! 

Still the Lord’s house survives man’s fallen dwellings, 
And wears its ruin with a majesty 
Peculiar and divine. Still, still it stands. 

All one wide fire, and yet no stone hath fallen. 

Hark—hark! 

The feeble cry of an expiring nation. 

Hark—hark! 

The awe-struck shout of the unhoasUng conqueror. 

Hark—hark! * 

It breaks—it severs—it is on the earth. 

The smother'd fires are quench’d in their own ruins: 
Like a huge dome, the vast and cloudy smoke 
Hath cover’d all. 

An<l it is now no more, 

Nor ever shall be to the end of time, 

The Temple of Jcriis.ilcm !-——Fall down, 

My hrclliren, on the dust, and worship here 
I The mysteries of God’s wrath. 

I F.vcn so shall perish, 

In Its own ashes, a more glorious Temple, 

Yeu, God’s own architecture, this vast world, 

This fated universe—the same destroyer, 

The same destruction-Earth, Earth, Earth, behold! 

I And in that judgmeut look upon thine owu' 

< 

! HYMN. 

Even thus amid thy piidc and luxury, 

Oh Earth! shall that last coming liurst on thee, 

That secret coming of the Son of Man. 

When all the cherub-throning clouds shall shine, 
Irradiate with his bright .idvaocing sign : 

When that Groat Husbandman shall wave his fan, 
Sweeping, like chaff, thy weallli and pomp away: 

Still to the noontide of that nightlcss day, 

Shalt thou thy wonted dissolute course maintain. 
Along the busy mart and crowded street, 

The buyer and the seller still shall meet, 

And marriage feasts begin their jocund strain: 

, Still to the pouring out the Cup of Woe; 
j Till Earth, a drunkard, reeling to and fro, 

And mountains molten hy liis burning feel, 

And Heaven hU presence own, all red with furnace heat. 

The hundred-gated Cities then, 

The Towers and Temples, named of men 
Eternal, and the Thrones of Kings; 

The gilded summer Palaces, 

The courtly bowers of love and ease. 

Where still the Bird of pleasure sings; 

Ask ye the destiny of them? 

Go gaze on fallen Jeru8<ileni! 

! Yea, mightier names are in the fatal roll, 

’Gainst earth and heaven God’s standard is unfurl’d. 
The skies are shrivell'd like a burning scroll, 

And the vast common doom euscpulchros the world. 

Oh! who shall then survive? 

Oh! who shall stand and live ? 

When all that hath been, is no more: 

Wlien for tlie round earth hung in air, 

Willi all its constellations fair 
In the sky's azure canopy; 


THE FALL OF JERUSALEM. 




When for the breathing Earth, and sparkling Sea, upper city, occupied by Simon (Josephus, v, 6.), ended 

Is but a fiery deluge without shore, ' nearly on a line with the fominin. Though, indeed. 

Heaving along the abyss profound and dark, j Simon had possession of parts also of the lower city_^ 

A fiery deluge, and without an Ark. Jossphus, v, i. 

CJrTTof al^ownr, when thou art there alone Note 7 , page tS-, col. a. 

On thy eternal fiery-wheeled throne, LetGUuliala, Icifaiiuojotupuia. 

That in its high meridian noon Gischala and Jotapata, towns before taken by the 

Needs not the perish'd sun nor moon* Romans. ^ 

When thou art there in thy prewdin(j state, , j ^ 

Wide-sceptred Monarch o*er the realm of doom: 1 •! 1 

W^lien from tlie sea-depths, from earth’s darkest womb, * sodrs, eic. 

The dead of all thtfanes round thee wait: '« ^collected, that the unmarried state was 

And when the trilies of wicketlncss are strewn '”“*'“‘1 "■**' '■""or by the Jewisli maidens. 

Like forest leaves in llie autumn of tl.ine ire: "y '"""■"C" " '■"?« "f bceommg the mother 

Faithful and True! lliou still wilt aive thine own! Messiah. 

The Saints .shall dwell within th* unharming fire, I^ote 9 , page 161 , col. 2 . 

Each white robe spotless, blooming every palm. j,i j Moilila* hold. 

Even s.al'e as wu, bv this still fountain’s side, » j au *1 • .1 n* 1 n j 1 • 

c- , ,t , , • n ■> bmion put to death Matliias the High Priest and his 

So slidil the Churrli, thy bright and mystic unde, v V t 1 11 i—-.. i* . *1 ■»- 

, ,r I sons, by whom he had been admitted into tile city. 

Sit on the stormy gulf a halcyon bird of culm. '* 

Yes, mid yon angry and do.stroying signs. Note 10 , page 162 , rol. 1 . 

O’er us the rainbow of thy mercy shines, | Ye waat not tetilnooitii to yonr niildnoii. 

We hail, we bless the covenant of its beam, | Titus crucified round the city those who fled from the 

Almighty to avenge, Almigbtiesi to redeem! j famine and the cruelty of the leaders williio.— (Joseph. 

---- V, ch. i3.) Sometimes, according to Josbpbus, (lib. v, 

c. 11 ,) 5oo in a day suffered. 

NOTES. ,, , 

Note 11 , page 162 , col. 2 . 

Even on the hitli vihero RleBni your ujritd apenri. 

Note 1 , page i.'iS, ecil. a. fjjQ (-amp of Titus comprehended a space called the 

.tdraooo ihc euRles, <^iu« Placldu. « Assyrian’s Camp.» 

Plaridus Ihoueji nal expr, «,ly mentioned as ona of 
the Roman generals engaged, had a command previous- .... 

, . „ . ” u u > 1 A itvello to hU pale and coward heart* 

ly m Syria. 

Josephus gives more tlian one speech which he ad- 
Nole 2, page iSfi, cui. 1. dressed to Ids countrymen. They only mocked and 

A monut of enow fretted with Rulduti jdunaolei! oncc WOUnded him. 

Tots yc /axiV clnyixvou/iijois fivoil, Tcdpp^Osj Note i3. p.ie" i« 4 , col. i. 

Spoio; opu ztSvos xaTei)uive«, xai y»p 

/JiiJ XSXfiUffOtTO ASUxiTXTOS JoSKPIIUS. lib. V, V. C). , , 

See tile' wliolc descripllou. S’* 7- '“=■ 

Note 3, page .56, col. a. N"‘“ ■4- P^K" ■««• '• 

Thy brethren of the Porch, imperiol Titoa. »“ i**" 6 “f*> w'di the apcech of worthip. 

Wenthc not up into ibo very Tuin|iley 

Mr Hcginald Uaber's . Stoic tyrauf. ,.hilo.ophu. 

pride* will occur to the memory at least of acadeiuie .... e.i 'r 

^ who before was m possession of the reinple. 

Note 4> i.’) 6 , col. 2 . Note i5, page 166 , col. i. 

Let this ni{[ht Tlioro luttli he held ibi) imlave of hi* lust*. 

Our wide encircllnc wall, complete their circuit. ruvaiXt^ifi^SVOl o'* T«ff O^Sti, ipivoiv TW; JEStotj, 

.Thedaysshallcoraeupontlice when thine enemies Ocv^rduevoi rot* UctTflvyjs iylvo'^o 

shall cast a trench about thee, and compas.s thee round, ^^Xet/taTa^-JosspHos, lib. Iv, c. 9 . There is a long 
and keep thee in on every side.n Lukb, xix, 43. . 

For the remarkable and perfect completion of this ^ ® 

prophecy, see the description of the wall built by Tiiiib. Note 16 , page 168 , coi. 1 . 

■“Josephus, lib. v, cb. 12 . And whero U now ihe wine for the hridecroom'* ro*y cup. 

* Note 5, page i58, col. 2 . lu the prophecy of our S.'ivioiir concerning the de- 

I •hoiiM civo to the flaiuc j struction of Jerusalem and that of the world, it is said 

Whaie'er eppoaed tbeaoTereigo .way ofUrMr. 1 that • ns in the days of Noe, they shall marry and be 

lei-entius, or Tiirnus Rufus, is marked with singular given in marriage.*—M atthew, xxiv. 
dcictation in tho Jiuvish traditions. ,. 

Note 6, page l!> 7 p col. l. That when the .{rii. ore maDifL'il. 

Sweatfonotola, onceBRaiD 1 vlait thee' The prodigies are related by .losepluis in a m.ignifi- 

Tlie fountain of Siloc was just without the walls. TJic ' cent page ofliistonc description. 


NOTES. 

Note I, page i.'iS, cot. 2 . 

.\draDco ibe euRlc, lioiu. Placldu. 

Placidus, though nut expressly meutioned as one of 
the Roman generals eiigugcd, had a command previous¬ 
ly in Syria. 

Note 2 , page iSfi, coi. 1 . 

A monut of .now fretted with Ruldun |dunaclei! 

Tots ye /AXiV ehx^ixvov/jii'jots ^ivoesy TtdppoiOiJ 
BpoiOi opu n'k'^psi xaTspsttvsTO, xsti yocp xxOy. 

pi) xtyipUQwo \euxct‘Txroi ^v. Josephus* lib. v, c. r>. 
Sec the whole descripliou. 

Note 3, page i56, cid. a. 

Thy brethren of the Porch, impurial Titus. 

Mr Reginald Ueber’s . Stoic tyrant’s philosophu’ 
pride* will occur to the memory at least of acadeiuie 
readers. 

Note 4> p^gc i.’)6, col. 2 . 

Let this iii{[ht 

Our wide encircling nntls complete their circuit. 
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Note i8, page 171, col. i. 

To Um MMind of timbreU twoet. 

The bridal ceremonies are from Galmet, Harmer, and 
other illustrators of scripture. It U a singular tradition 
that the use of the crowns was discontinued after the 
fall of Jerusalem. A few peculiarities arc adopted from 
an account of a Maronitc wedding in Harmer. 

Note ipf page 172, col. 1. 

The tender aod the delicate of wouieo. 

• The tender and delicate woman among you, which 
would not adventure to set the sole of her foot upon the 
ground for delicateness and tenderness, her eye shall be 


evil toward the husband of her bosom, and toward her 
son and toward her daughter, and toward her young 
one that cometli out from between her feet, an 4 toward 
her children which she shall bear: for she shall cat 
them for want of all things secretly in the siege and in 
the strailucbs, wherewith thine enemy shall distress tliee 
in thy gates.* (Deuter. xxviii, 56 and 57.) See also 
Lamentations, ii. 20. The account of the unnatural mo¬ 
ther is detailed in Josephus. 

Note 20, page 174* col. 3. 

Break into joy, yo barren that ne'er boret 
• And woe unto them that arc 'Witli child, and to 
them thatgive suck in those days.n—M atthew, xxiv, 19. 


;^t!6iCTUainTOU!8l i^OTtniS. 


THE BELVIDERE APOLLO : 

A PRIZE I»OEM, 

RECITED IN THE THEATRE, OXFORD, IN THE YEAR 

MUCCCXII. 

Hbard ye the arrow hurtle in the sky? 

Heard ye the dragon monster's deathful cry? 

In settled majesty of calm disdain, 

Proud of his might, yet scornful of the slain. 

The bcav’nly Archer stands no human birlli, 

No perishable denizen of earth { 

Youth blooms immortal in his beardless face, 

A God in strength, with more than godlike grace; 

All, all divine—no struggling muscle glows, 

Through heaving vein no mantling life-blood flows, 
Rut animate with deity alone, 

In deathless glory lives the breathing stone. 

Bright kindling with a conqucrni's stern delight, 
llis keen eye tracks the arrow's fateful flight; 

Rums his indignant check witli vengeful fire. 

And his lip quivers with insulting ire : 

Firm fix’d his tread, yet light, as when on high 
lie walks th* impalpable and pathless sky: 

The rich luxuriance of his hair, confined 
In graceful ringlets, wantons on the wind, s 
That lifts in sport his mantle’s drooping fold, 

Proud to display that form of faultless mould. 

Mighty Ephesian !* with an eagle’s flight 
Thy proud soul mounted through the fields of light, 
View'd the bright conclave of Heaven’s blest abode. 

And the cold marble leapt to life a God: 

Contagious awe through breathless myriads ran, 

And nations bow'd before the work of man. 

For mild he seem'd, as in Elystan bowers, 

Wasting in careless ease the joyous hours; 

Haughty, as bards have sung, with princely sway 
Curbing the fierce flame-breathing steeds of dav; 
Deauteous as vision seen in dreamy sleep 
Ry holy maid on Delphi’s haunted steep, 

'Alid the dim twilight of the laurel grove, 

Toe fair to worship, too divine to love. 

* fke Apollo U In tbe set of wnlchlng tbe arrow with which he 
■low teae^ai Python. 

* AfMlii of Ephein*. 


Yet on that form in wild delirious trance 
With more than rcvrcncc gazed the Maid of France, 
Day after day the love-sick dreamer stood 
With him alone, nor thought it solitude! 

To cherish grief, her last, her dearest care, 

Her one fund hope—to perish of despair. 

Oft as the shifting light her sight bq;uiled. 

Blushing she shrunk, and thought the marble smiled: 
Oft breathless iist'ning heard, or seem'd to hear, 

A voice of music melt upon her car. 

Slowly she waned, and cold and senseless grown, 
(closed her dim eyes, licrsclf benumb'd to stone. 

Yet love in death a sickly strength supplied: 

Once more she gazed, then feebly smiled aod died.* 


JUDICIUM REGALE, 

AN ODE. 

I SLEPT, and as in solemn judgment court 
Amid a tall imperial city sate, 

The sceptred of the world: their regal port 
Shov/d lords of earth; and as on empires’ fate 
They communed, grave each brow, and front serene; 
Holy and high their royalty of mien: 

I Seem’d nor pale passion, nor blind interest base 
Within that kingly Sanhedrin had place. 

' Abroad were sounds aa of a storm gone past, 

! Or midnight on a dismal battle field; 

Aye some drear trumpet spake its lonely blast, 

Aye in deep distance sad artillery peal'd, 

Rooming their sullen thunders—then ensued 
The majesty of silence—on her throne 
Of plain or mountain, listening sate and lone 
Each nation to those crowned Peers' decree; 

And this wide world of restless beings rude 
I Lay route and breathless os a summer sea. , 

I To the Universal Judge, that conclave proud 
Their diadem-starr'd foreheads lowly bow'd: 

When, at some viewless summoncris stern call, 

Uprose in place the Imperial Criminal. • 

) Tke foragolo0 ftet is relited Id tho work of M. Plool sor Tin-' 
sonU4. 
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In that wan face nor ancient majesty 

I^ft wither'd splendour dim, nor old renown 
Lofty disdain in that sad sunken eye ; 

No giant ruin even in wreck elate 

nut one tO”wutive lowliness cast down. 

A sullen, careless desperation gave 

The hollow semblance of intrepid grief, 

Not that heroic patience, nobly brave, 

That even from misery wrin^ a proud relief; 

Nor the dark pride of haughty spirits of ill. 

That from the towering grandeur of their sin, 

Wear on the brovf triumphant gladness still, 

Heedless of racking agony within; 

Nor penitence was there, nor pale remorse, 

Nor memory of his fall from kingly state. 

And warrior glory in his sun-like course. 

Fortune his slave, and Victory his mate. 

T were doubt if that dark form could truly f^l, 

Or were indeed a shape and soul of steel. 

With that from North and South an ireful train 
Forth came that miglity Culprit to arraign, 

The first was as a savage Horseman bold, 

Uncouth his rude attire, his bearing wild; 
hut gallant was his brow that lightly smiled, 

As seeming war some merry sport to hold: 

The air whereon his fleet steed seem’d to prance 
I'TamiMl with the steely bickering of hts lance. 

And on the waves of his broad banner's fold 
An old barbaric Capital he bore. 

Like some tall grove of pinnacle and spire. 

Or snowy white, or gleaming rich with gold: 

But the red havoc of unspringing fire 
A fatal flood of glory seem'd to pour; 

And still from gilded roof or dome upbrokc 
In dusky pillars huge the cloudy smoke. 

Nor word that Horseman spake, but as he came 
Waved his grim standard like a pall of flame. 

And next came one all trim in fearful grace 
And tall majestic symmetry of war, 

Musquet and bayonet flashing bright and far; 
Deliberate valour in his slow firm pace, 

And scorn of death—him at the portal arch 
Saluted blithe old Frederick's bugle march. 

Heavy his chai^e-~-of lordly King bow'd down 
In his own royal city to the frown 

Of the base minion to a despot’s hate—' 

Then blanch'd the Soldier's bronzed and furrow'd cheek, 
While of coarse taunting outrage he 'gan speak, 

To her the beautiful, the delicate, 

The queenly, but too gentle for a Queen--- 
But in sweet piide upon that insult keen 
She smiled—then drooping mute.tlioiigh broken-hearted. 
To the cold comfort of the grave departed. 

The next like some old Baron's lordly son 
Bore what a rich imperial crown had been. 

But from its stars the pride of light was gone; 

The joy of vengeance on that warrior's mien 
Was chasing the red hues of ancient shame: 

Not of Marengo’s fair-fought field he told, 

Nor the wide waves of blood huge Danube roll'd; 

But him that in strong Ulm play'd that foul game, 

• Alluding to ■ goTemor beinftMt over tbo King of PraHla in 
BerKn. 


Bartering bis country and his soul for gold : 

And that fair royal Maid, by battle won 

Ijike thing that hath nor will nor sense, and borne 
A bright and beauteous trophy to adorn 
The brittle grandeur of an upstart's throne. 

Next came a stately Lady, once was she 
Queen of the Nations: of her despot sway 
Earth boasted, every flood and every sea 
Water'd her tributary realms, and day 
Bose only on her empire: now it seem'd 
That she had cast her cumbrous crown away 
To slumber in her vales that basking lie 
In the luxurious azure of her sky ; 

On Saint or Virgin, such as Raphael dream'd. 

In almost blameless fond idolatry, 

Speechless to gaze, and bow the adoring knee ; 

In the soul’s secret chambers to prolong 
The rapturous ravishment of harp and song. 

Music was in her steps, and all her eye 
Was dark and eloquent witli ecstasy. 

Rapine her charge—of Florence' princely halls, 

And that fall'n Empress by old Tiber's side 
Reft of the sole sad relics of her pride; 

For the iron conqueror ravish'd from her walls 
Those shapes that in their breathing colours warm 
In tall arcade or saintly chapel lived, 

And all wherein the soul of Greece survived 
The more than human of each marble form. 

Of the proud bridegroom of the Adrian Sea, 

Once like his bride magnificent and free, 

Sunk to a bond-slave’s desperate apathy. 

And him the Holiest deem'd, the chosen of God, 
Beneath an earthly lord bow'd down to kiss the rod. 
And next came one, the bravery of whoso front 
Crested hereditary pride; his arms 
Were dark and dinted by rude batllo's brunt: 

Of Sovereign young he spake, by w izard charms 
Of hollow smiling treachery from the throne 
Of two fair worlds to felon durance lured, 

A King in narrow prison walls immured; 

And some rude islander's soul-groveling son 
Set up to be a princely nation’s Lord:— 

But then the Spaniard with fierce brow and bright 
Brandish'd the cloudy flaming of his sword; 

Full was his soul of Zaragoza's fight. 

And the high Pyrenean snows o’erleap’d. 

And other Pavias with Frank carnage heap’d. 

Tlic brother of his wrongs and of his wrath 
Was with him in the triumph of liis path. 

He of his exile Prince 'gan loudly boast; 

To be a sceptred slave, a pageant King, 

He scorn'd, and on his fleet bark's gallant wing 
For kingly freedom the wild ocean crost. 

Whom saw I then in port and pride a Queen, 

Come walking o’er her own obsequious sea? 

1 knew thee well, the valiant, rich, and free— 

As when old Rome, her Roman virtue tame, 
Gazed, when in arms that hold Dictator came; 
With the iron ransom of her Capitol 
Startled to flight the fierce insulting Gaul— 
Camillus of mankind! thy regal mien 
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Giaddcii'd all earth; the nations from their rest 
Joyful iipletap’d: with modest front elate, 

Like one that hath proud conscience in her breast, 
Thou brakest the blank silence—* Woe and hate 
To this liad man for those my good and great, 

That sleep amid the Spaniard's mountains rude 
In the sad beauty of the hero's fate. 

To this bad man immortal gratitude. 

For he bath taught, who slaves the free of earth 
Fcttcreth the wliirlwiiid: hath given glorious birth 
To deeds that dwarf my old majestic fame, 

Make Rlakb and Marlookougii languid sound and 
tamo 

To Nemjv and that Chief to whom defeat 
Is like an undiscover’d star—hath shown 
More than the Macedonian victories vain 
To rivet on the earth the Oppressor’s chain : 

I As little will yon Sun’s empyrean throne 
I Endure a mortal seat, as this wide globe 
I Be one man’s appanage; or my fair isle, 

I That precious gem in ocean’s azure robe, 

' t'ist Freedom’s banner down, by force nr guile 
Master’d, and forfeit e.irth’s renown .ind love, 

And her bright visions of high meed ahowt." 

j 

I Then all at once did from all cat th arise 
j Fierce imprecations on that man of sin ,* 

I And all the loaded winds came heavy in 
With exultations and with agonies. 

From the lone coldness of the widow's bed, 

The feverish pillow of the or]than’8 head, 

From dying men earth’s wofiil valleys }ic.aping, 

From smouldering cities in their ashes sleeping. 

Like tlie hoarse tumhling of a torrent Hood 
Mingled die dismal concord —v blood for blood.* 

But then arose a faded shape and p.ilc, 

Once hail she been a peerless princely dame; 
Downcast her grace of grief; she seem’d to veil 
The mournful beauty of ber f.ice for shame. 

And is this she whose sprightly laughing mirth 
Was like the blithe spring on the festil earth; 

Aye dancing at the moonlight close of day, 

'Mid purple vineyards,graceful, light, ami gay; 

Or in high pomp and gallant pride of port 
Holding rich revel in her gorgeous court ?— 

Abrupt her speech and wild—• When 1 'gan wake 
From that my sleep of madness, all around 
Of human blood a broad and livid lake 

Was in my splendid cities; mound on mound 
Bose peopled with my noble princely dead : 

And o’er them the fell anarch, Miirtlier, stood 
Grimly reposing in his weary mood— 

I turn'd, ail tremhling turn’d, my guilty head : 

There humankind had leagued their arms of dread 
’Gainst the Blasphemer of fair Frccilom's name, 

. Heaven gave no hope, for heaven I dared disclaim. 

«High in the flaming car of Victory riding. 

From Alp to Alp his chamois warriors guiding. 

The peril of wild Lodi’s arch bestriding, 

I sawyon Chieftain in his morn of fame; 

Cities and armies at his heck sank down, 

And in tlie gaudy colours of renown 
The fabting Orient vested his young name. 


The bright and baleful Meteor 1 adored. 

Low bow’d I down, and said—‘Be thou my Lord!’ 

Like old and ruinous towers, the ancient thrones 
Crumbled, and dynasties of elder time; , . 
Tlic banners of my conquesNplumed soiflT * 

Flouted the winds of many a distant clime: 

On necks of vanquish'd kings 1 fix'd my scat, 

And the broad Bhine roll'd vassal at my feet. 

Thrice did the indignant Nations league their might, 
Tlirire the red darkness of the battle night 
Folded the recreant terror of their flight. 

Bciilms sack’d and ravaged empires sooth’d my toils, 
And Satrap Chiefs wore Monarclis from my spoils. 

In solitude of freedom that rich Oueen 
Sate in her sanctity of waves serene. 

From cliff and beach, dominion in their motion, 

I saw her stately navies’ hroad array. 

Like jealous lords at watch, that none but they 
Adulterate with their fair miajestic ocean. 

And cries I heard like frenzy and dismay 
Of Nelson, Nelson deepening on tlicir way. 

But what to me though red the western deep 
With other fires than of the setting sun? 

And what to me though round TraF.ilgar's steep 
Myliniighty pennon'd gallies, one by one. 

Come rolling their huge wrecks on the waves’ sweep? 
Co rule thy brawling and tiimulluous sea, 

Rriton, but leave the servile earth to me. 

And what to me though in niy dungeons deep 

fly this new Charlemagne dark deeds wore done— 
Will the stones start and babble to the sun 
How lliat bold Briton Wright, and Piclicgru sleep ? 

A.t noon of niglit I heard the drum of death, 

Like evil spirits on tlie blasted heath 

By tlie drear torchlight iron men were met. 

The mockery of justice soon was past; 

Again the drum its dismal w’ariiiiig beat: 

Then flashing musipiets dealliful lustre cast 
A moment on thevietim; he sedate 
In calm disdain of even u felon's fate. 

His royal breuat bared to the soldier's mark, 

Seeming to pity with his steady sight 
Those poor mechanic murderers—then’t was dark, 
All but yon crown'd Assassin's visage bright, 

Who waved his torch in horrible deiiglit. 

O blood of (k>Dde! could thy spirit rest 
In thy tame country's cold ungrateful breast? 

Yet in my drunkenness of pride I mock'd 
Mean crimes that would a petty tyrant shame, 

For still in glory’s cradle was I rock'd, 

Mine eagle eyrie crown’d the steep of Fame. 

Nought heeded I, that the proud Son of Spain, 

Like a flercc courser that has burst his chain, 

Sliook the base slavery from his floating mane. 

And that new British Arthurs virgin shield 
Won its rich blazon on Vimeira's field. 

For lo, my cities throw tlieir portals wide; 

Gorgeous my festal streets, as when of old 
The monarchs met upon the plain of gold— 

Lo, on my throne a bright and royal bride. 
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Vain all my pomp, imperial beauty vaiu 
The reveller in battlca to restrain. 


And at hig word, as at the fabled wand 
Of old magician, from the teeming land, 
"^TWynWI^i^agyriad, harness’d warriors rise; 

The earth was darkened with excess of light. 

Line after line, insufferably bright; 

The black arliliery, iu their cloudy might, 
Impious defiance iaiinch’d against the skies. 
With tamer sounds did that wild llealhcn * vaunt 
Amid his thund'rous heavens high Jove to daunt. 
Day after day 1 saw their pomp depart; 

Then said the liaughty frensy of my heart. 

When o’er this world thy victor wheels are driven, 
Wilt thou go vanquish the bright stars of Heaven ? 


And lo, the rival nations hurrying 
To crowd beneath my passing eagle’s wing; 
TiO, 'moDg my captains many a sceptred king. 


Now% now the northern skies are all on fire 
As with some mighty Empire's funeral pyre! 

Why bring they not proud Catlierinu's trophies home? 
I hear the sound of wheels—' They come, Uicy come.* 


For yon dark chief of woo, and guilt, and strife, 

O sceptred Judges! punish him with life. 

Fear not he seek with the old Uoman pride, 

That weakness to the noble soul allied, 

To die as Cato, and as Urutus died. 

Fear not that in his abject heart he show 
That martyr fortitude, that siritlcs in woe. 

By him shall that great secret be betray’d. 

Of what poor stuff are eartli's drc.id tyrants made. 

Ob, let him live to be despised, to sec 
France happy, and the glorious nations free; 

Death were delight to Uiatdccp misery!*— 

Then did that kingly conclave, with one voire, 

Puss the dread sentence on the gloomy man, 

In bis soul’s icy dcadness he alone 
By others' woes seem’d harden'd to bis own. 

From land to land the penal tidings ran; 

Earth liflcrl up her rich fice lo rejoice, 

The bright blue heavens bade wintry warring cease, 
And spring came dancing o’er a world at peace. 

— 

ALEXANDER TUMULUM ACHILLIS INVISENS, 

POEMA, 


A solitary sound—no pomp of war, 

One dastard pale accomplice of his flight, 

He comes, whom earth, and all earth’s sons obey, 

The peerless and the paragon of might; 

The pinnace of the Persian runaway 
W.as glory to his lone and hurrying car. 

I ask’d for those in light, in triumph tried, 

Tlic partners of his peril and his pride. 

He, in a tyrant’s mockery of my woe, 

Bade me go seek them in the Scythian snow. 

Then felt I what a pitiful tame slave 

Was 1 , who vaunted me mankind's sole queen, 

The satellite of one man’s wayward spleen— 

The remn.int of my fair, my young, my brave. 

Were rent once more to forge the adamant chain 
Burst by the nations, who with one accord 
Shook the bright vengeance of the freeman's sword— 
Another year—and the broad Rhine again 
Shrouded the sceptred fugitive’s pale train, 

Then turn’d a rebel, roll'd her free waves to the main. 


And now the banners of the embattled world 
Their folds of vengeance on my vales unfurl’d. 
Oh, bloody was the evening of thine ire, 

Thou gorgeous comet of disastrous fire! 


I wont to sec, as from some quiet star, 

Deluging slaughter this fair earth o’erwhelm, 
On the rich bosom of my sunny realm 
Gave guarry to the ravening dogs of war. 


But mercy shone upon the merciless! 

Strong but to save and valiant but to bless, 

No ruthless CTsars clad in blood and flame. 

Royal in virtue the Avengers came. 

Those whom 1 spotl’d, no spoilers came to me, 

I said, * Be slave, O earth!’ but they—'0 France, be free.’ 

( Silnoneaa. 


GANCELLAnil DONATUM, ET IN TMRATHO 

SllRLDONlANO nEClTATUM DIE JUN. XXX"0. A.D. l8l3. 

.fxM pucr Emnthius Tbebarum nigra favilli 
Ma>nia, Ctdmuamque areem, jam PallndU iirbem 
(mmemorem fama*, pronauir|iic in jiissa tyranni 
Eregerat; atviclas geutes partosqnc trhimpbos 
Spernit atrox aiiimi, et paecm fastidit inertem. 

Europcs angu!<ta pati confinia ncscit 
Mentito soboles .love non indigita, nnvumquc 
Poheit in anna nrbcm; j.im transilit llcllespontum, 
Purpurcique A-sia* pmeeres aU]uc agitiina regum, 
Sceptiiguri qiiotqiiot stipanl R.ibYlonia Modi 
Atria, Grajiigcniim horrcseiint nota anna virurum, 
Myrmidonnmqiitt graves, fatali.t tula, sarissas, 

Confertos elypeos, inconciissHnique plialangcn.— 

At simiil ac Phrygia* campns, Priamcia regna, 
Conspieit, ut Graio* late loea eonseiu fama> 
Grainincosf|iic diiciim ttirniilos, siibit undiqueAcliivinri 
Gloria et adversis bulKinlia numina in armis, 

Et Laceda*moDid sa-v.!* pro conjnge cladcs. 

Omne igitur lustrare juvat, quod menic dolorcs 
Iliacos renovet, Danaumquc rustiscilct iras. 

Spumous hlc Xantlius nemorosA proniis ab IdS, 

Non galeas, non scuta vir&m, sed proruta saxa 
Arborcosque rapit violento flumioc truncos. 

Hie, iihi luxuriat flaventi campus aristd, 
L.iomcdonteum fuil llion, undique nullae 
Bcliqtiia* apparent mtiri, fraclxve columnae, 

Oblita non musco viridanti saxa, Pelasgi 
Usque adeo miseras Trqjs invidcre ruinas. 

Rliaeteasqiie procul rupus, tumulumque capacem, 
Ajacis, vast& datum super sqiiora mole 
Gemeri; erat—sed nulla quies—sed fervidus Heros 
Stare loco ncscit, flagratque cupidine pugnae. 

Devenit at tandem, Sigeo ubi littore coUis 
Eminet apricus, quern suave olentia circum 
Serpylla, et viridi cingunt dumeta corond. 

Uunc et Abydenus seu mollcm navita Lesbon, 
Pampineamve Chioo, Samisve altaria Divs 



184 


Mll^MAN’S POETICAL WORKS. 


lnTi»it« radiante orientis lamine soUs 
Protpicic ardentem, remoque acclinis, Homeri 
Suave aliquod carmen aecum meditatur, et hsret 
laj^entem tumulum, et Manes veneratus AchiUis. 

Quails Mconii divino in carmine vatis 
Stat torvus vultu, et ccelestibus horret in armis, 
Fulmincosque agitat currus sublimisj et unum 
Hectora, per trcpidas unum petit Ilectora lurmas: 
Baud aliter cscd iEacides tellure vidctur* 

Qeu Utuo fremituque armorum exeiius amato, 

Tollcrc se, juvenique inf^ens grataricr umbra. 

Hunc videt, et vise gaudet, quin totua inani 
Figitui in specie, quaoique ipse effinxcrat umbram 
Esse putat veram, mutoque iiimiobilis ore 
Stat Macedo; ast Asis fines atque ultimus orbis 
Sentit Alexandri requiem, tardutaque fata. 

Turn lecti comites instaurant sacra, et odori 
Rite coronatis fumant altnribus ignes. 

Fervet opus, latices pars vivo o fonte, Lyaco 
Immistos roseo, sinceraque tiumina lactis 
Auratis libant patcris, pars florea circum 
Serta, et odoriferos dispergunt veris honores. 

Quin et gramincam niveus mactatur ad aram 
Taurus, et humcctat sacratam sanguine arenam. 

At procul Idam spectat de verticc pompam 
Turba Phrygum, mistaque ird ct formidine mussat, 

Dos novus angit honos ct adhuc invisus Achilles. 

Atque aliqua in trepida mater stat mcesta catervA 
Andromachen animo reputans, Ilhacique cruentA 
Astyanacta manu dcjectum mcenibus ahis, 
Diiectumque premit pavcfacta ad pectora natum. 

Stat virgo, mcestosque fovet sub corde timores, 

Ne nova materno direpta Polyxeoa coUo 
Placet Achilleos iufando sanguine Manes. 

At Rex Ematbius nodosa! innitilur liastae 
Majeslute minax tucitd, ceu numine plenus 
Fatidico vates, e pectore protiiius amens 
Excutit ille Deum, pulcher furor occupat ora. 

Terror inest oculis, procerior emicat ingens 
Forma viri, fluitant agitats in casside crista. 

« Me quoque, me,* clamat, « belli post mille labores. 
Post fractas urbes, post regna h&c proruta dextrA 
Ultima cantabit tellus, gens nulla silebit 
Nomcn Alexandri, sobolemque fotebitur Hammon. 

Te, magne.£acida, decimus le viderit annus 
Iliacas arces et debita Pergama falls 
Oppugnantem armis, me Sol mirabitur ire 
Yictorem, cursuque suos pravertere currus. 

Jam Susa, et praclara auro nivepque elephanto 
Ecbatana, et ftnstra patriorum ope freta Deomm 
Persepolis (tristes inhiant ceu nubibus alris 
Agricola dubii quos fulmioe proterat agros 
Jupiter) expectant ruiturum in mania Martem; 
Serritium quibus una salus, quibus ultima et una est 
Gloria Alexandri dextiA meruisse ruinam. 

Adsum ego, jam Babylon aratas pandere portas 
Festioat, patiturque superbo flnmine pontem 
EuphratM, GraiOmque minax strepit ongnla equonim, 


Et Ldrisseus super ardua mania currus; 

Quo ferus llystaspes, quo tramice Gyrus adegit 
Qitadrijugos, Lydoque equitavit fulgidus aurp, 

Et non famineis animosa Semiramis armis. 

Deindc coloratos» quails Jovis ales, ad Indos, i 

Et matutinse rosea incunabula lucis 
Deferor,'aurifcros Macedo bibit impiger amnes. 

Atque ubi Pellaeis tellus jam deficit armis, 

Rec superest nostro gens non indigna triumpho, 

Unus Alexander victo dominabitur orbi. 

• Jamque procul Martls strepitus, jam pervenit aures 
Ferrca vox belli, jam dira ad prslia Medus 
Aureus accingit galeam gladiumque coruscat 
Impatiens fati, et Grais vim provpcat ultro 
Cuspidis, ardentique siiperbic barbarus ostro— 

Mon squas, Darie, malo petis omine piignas! 

Ibat ovans ferrum Argolicis flammasque carinis 
lDs.m 4 virtute ferens Priamcius Hector. 

Ilium ergo lliacs rediturum vespere sera 
Speravere ourus, Pclide code madentem 
Atque Agamemnonios agitantem ad Pergama currus. 
Speravere diu—crines procul illc venustos 
Formosumque caput fodabat pulvcre in atro 
Sordidus, Ai^ivisque dabat ludibria nautis. 

< Tartarcas fauces rcscrabit et horrida claustra 
Rex Erebi, ulquc mcam videat corain invidus hastam, 
Myrniidonumque feros referenda bella parentes, 

Ad superas ingentem auras cmittit Achillem. 

Ille niihi pugnas inter fremitiimque, furoremque 
Addit se comitem, ct curru famulatur ovanti. 

Vidi egomet, nisi vana oculos illusit imago, 

Spicula crispantem, atque minaci cassida fronte, 
Mutantem, qua luce vagos tremefecit ahenA 
Priamidas, nigrumqiic auratis Memnona bigts. 

Vidi egomet, neque vana fidcs, atroquesub Oreo 
Immortalem animam tangit laus sera nepotum, 
Famaque Tartarcis sonat baud ingrata sub umbris. 

Felix /Eacida 1 tacitas inglorius isscs 
Ad Bcdes Erebi, recAque oblivia noctc 
Invida pressissent nomen, quod barbarus Istri 
Potor, et Herculeis gens si qua admota columnis 
Movit, et iEtliiopes non aequo Sole caleiites. 

At tibi Msonides, seu quis Deus, aurea Olympi 
Regna procul linqucos, caeci senu induit ora, 

Et plus quam mortale melos, bellumque, tumnltumqiie 
Infremuit, divina tuse praecooia laudis, 

JSternuinque dedit viridem frondescere famam. 

• Et nobis quandoque dabunt hsc ultima dona 
' Dii, quibus Emathium dccus et mca gloria curs. 
Exoriare aliquis, nostrum qui nomen, Homerut, 
Pcllsosque feras ad sscula sera triumplios, 

Exoriare, noviis plectro non deerit Achilles.^— 

Hacc fatus, clypeo fremuit, dirosque dedere 
.£ra sonos, quaasisque armis exercitus omnis 
Intonuere, simul nemorosa remugiii Ida. 

Quos sonitus, Granice, tuum ad fatale fluentom, 
Persariimque acies et pictis Medus in armis 
Agttovere procul, solio Darius eburno 
Exsiluit, fatique pavens prssagia iniqui 
Mon audituro fudit vota irrita calo. 
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FORTUNE. : 

FROM THB ITALIAN OF CUIDI. 

Ji^ Jo Juno in herfttate. 

Upon theinPficr5o]den tressusstreaming, 

And with celestial eyes of azure beaming. 

Enter'd whilere my gate. 

Like a Barbaric Queen 
On the Euplinttcs shore, 

In purple and fine linen was she paUM, 

Nor flower nor laurel green, 

Her tresses for their garland wore 
The splendor of the Indian emerald. 

But through the rigid ^iile and pomp unbending 
Of })cauty and of Iiuiigliliness, 

Sparkled a flattery sweet and condescending ^ 

And from her inmost bosom sent. 

Came accents of most wondcrous gentleness, 

OfGcious and intent 
To thrall my soul in soft imprisonment. 

And * Place,! she said, • thy hand within my hair. 
And nil around thou'It see 
Delightful ihanccs fair 

On golden feet come dancing unto thee. 

Me Jove’s daughter shall thou own, 

That with my sister Fate 
Sits hy his side on state 
On the eternal throne. 

Great Neptune to my will tlie ocean gives; 

In vain, in wnll-appointed strength secure, 

The Indian and the Briton stiives 
The assaulting billows to endure; 

Unless their flying sails I guide 
>Vhcrc over the smooth tide 
On my sweet spirits wings i ride. 

I banish to their bound 
The storms of dismal sound. 

And o’er them take my stand with foot serene: 

The yEolian caverns under 
The wings of the rude winds! chain, 

And with my hand 1 burst asunder 
The fiery chariot wheels of the hurricane: 

And in its fount the horrid restless fire 
I quench ere it aspire 

To Heaven, to colour the^red Comet's train. 

« This is the hand tliat forged on Ganges' shore 
The Indians’ empire; by Orontes set 
The royal tiar the Assyrian wore; 

Hung jewels on the hrow of Babylon, 

By 'Tigris wreath’d the Persian’s coronet. 

And at the Macedonian's fool bow’d every throne. 

It was my lavish gift, 

The triumph and the song 
Around the youth of Pella loud npUft, 

When he through Asia swept along, 

A torrent swift and strong; 

With me, with me the Conqueror ran 
To where the Sun his golden course began; 

^nd the high Monarch left on earth 
A faith unqui«tion'd of hisjheavenly birth; 

By valour mingled with the Gods ateve. 

And made a glory of himself to his great Father Jove. 


My royal spirits oft 
Their solemn mystic round 
On Rome’s great birth-day wound ■ 

And I the haughty Eagles sprung aloft 
Unto the Star of Blars upborne. 

Till, poising on their plumy sails, 

They 'gan their native vales 
And Sabine palms to scorn: 

And I on the seven bills to sway 
I That Senate House of Kings convened, 

On me their guide and stay 

Ever the Unman counsels loan’d 
In danger's lofty way. 

I giieidon’d tlie wise delay 
Of Fabius with the laurel crown, 

And hot Marcellus* fiercer liattle tone; 

And I on the Tarpeian did deliver 

Afric a captive, and through me Nile flow'd 
Under the laws of the great Latin river; 

And of his how and quiver 

The Parthian rear'd a trophy high and broad: 

The Dacian’s fierce inroad 
Ag;unst the gates of iron broke, 

Taurus and Caucasus endured my yoke : 

Then my vassal and my slave 

Did every native land of every wind become. 

And when I had o’crcomc 
All earth bunc.ath my feet, I gave 
The vanquish’d world in one great gift to Rome. 

• 1 know that in thine high imagination, 

Other daughters of Great Jove 
Il.iVG taken their Imperial station, 

And qiieen>likc thy submissive passions move; 

From them ihou hopest a high and godlike fate, 

From them thy haughty verse presages 
An everlasting sway o’er distant ages. 

And with their glorious rages 
Thy mind intoxicate. 

Deems't is in triumphal motion. 

On courser fleet, or winged bark. 

Over earth and over ocean; 

While in shepherd hamlet dark 
Thou livest, with want within, and raiment coarse with¬ 
out; 

And none upon thy state hath thrown 
Gentle regard ; 1,1 alone 
To new and lofty venture call thee out; 

Then follow, thus besought, 

Waste not thy soul in thought; 

Brooks nor sloth nor lingering 
The great moment on the wing.a 

ff A blissful lady and immortal, bom 
From the eternal mind of Deity 
(I answer’d, bold and free), 

My soul hath in her queenly care; 

She mine imagination doth upbear. 

And steeps it in the light of her rich mom, 

That overshades and sicklies all thy shining; 

And though my lowly hair 
Presume not to bright crowns of thy entwining. 

Yet in my mind I bear 
Gifts nobler and more rare 
Than the kingdoms thou cantt lavish, 

Gifts thou canst nor give nor ravish: 
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And thou|;h my spirit may not compTchcnd 
Thy chances bri(;ht and fair, 

Yet neither doth her sight offend 
TiKi aspect pale of miserable care: 

Horror to her is not 

Of this coarse raiment, and this humble cot; 

She with the golden Muses doth abide, 

And oh! the darling children of thy pride 
Shall then be truly glorihed, 

When they may meric to lie wrapt around 
Witli my Poesy's eternal sound.* 

She kindled at my words and flamed, ns when 
A cruel star hath wide dispread 
Its locks of bloody red, 

She hurst in wrathful menace then : 

M Me fenrs the Dacian, me the band 
Of wandering Scythians fears. 

Me die rough mothers of Barbaric kin(];s; 

In woe and dread amiil the rings 
Of their encircling spears 
The purple tyrants stand; 

And a shepherd hero forlorn 
Treats my proffer'd boons with scorn. 

And fears he not my wnitli 7 

And knows he not my works of scathe, 

Nor how with angry foot I went. 

Of every provinee in the Orient 

Branding the bosom with deep tracks of death? 

From three impresses I rent 
The trusses and imperial wreath, 

And bared them to the pitiless element. 

Well 1 remember when his armed grasp 

From Asia stretch’d, rash Xerxes took his stand 
Upon the formidable bridge to clasp 

And manacle sad Kuropc's trembling hand: 

In the great day of battle there was I, 

Busy with myriads of the Persian slaughter, 

The Sulaminian sea's fair face to dye, 

That yet admires its dark and bloody water ; 

Full vengeance wreak’d 1 for the affront 
Done Neptune at the fetter'd Hellespont. 

m To the Nile then did I go, 

The fatal collar wound 

The fair neck of the Egyptian Queen around; 

And f the merciless poison made to Bow 
Into her breast of snow. 

Ere that within the mined cave, 

I forced dark Afric’s valour stoop 
Confounded, and its dauntless spirit droop, 

When to the Carthaginian brave, 

With mine own hand, the hemlock draught 1 gave. 

• And Home through me the ravenous flame 
In the heart of her great rival, Carthage, cast, 

That went through Lybia wandering, a scorn’d shade 
Till, sunk to equal shame, 

Her mighty enemy at Ikst. ' 

A shape of mockery was made: 

'Dien miserably pleased. 

Her fierce and ancient vengeance she appeased; 

And even drew a sigh 
Over die ruins vast 
Of dMt 4eep>hated Ladn mqiesty. 

1 wiftnat call to mind the horrid sword 


Upon the Memphian shore, 

Steep’d trcasonously in great Pompey’s gore; 
Nor that for rigid Cato’s death abhorred; . 

Nor that which in the hand of Brutus wore 
The first deep colouring of a Gasar's blo od. 

Nor will I honour thee with my high mCuu 
Of wrath, that kingdoms doth exterminate; 
Incapable aiC thou of ray great hate, 

As my great glories. Therefore shall be thine 
Of my revenge a slighter sign; 

Yet w'ill I make its fearful sound 
Hoarse and slow rebound, 

Till seem the gentle pipings low 

To equal the fierce trumpet’s brazen glow.n 

Then sprang she on her flight, ^ 

Furious, and at her call, 

Upon my cottage did the storms alight, 

Did hurricanes and thunders fall. 

But 1, with brow serene, 

Beheld the angry hail 
And lightning flashing pale, 

Devour the promise green 
Of my poor native vale. 

THE MERRY HEART. 

I WOULD not from the wise require 
The lumber of their learned lore; 

Nor would I from the rich desire 
A single counter of their store. 

For 1 have ease, and I have health, 

And I have spirits, light as air; 

And more than wisdom, more than wealth,* 
A merry heart, that laughs at care. 

Like other mortals of my kind, 

1 ’vc struggled for dame Fortune’s favour, 
And sometimes have been half inclined 
To rate her for her ill-behaviour. 

But life was short—1 thought it folly 
To lose its moments in dcspiur; 

So slipp’d aside from melancholy, 

With merry heart, that laugh'd at care. 

And once, ’t is true, two 'witching eyes, 
Surprised me in a luckless season. 

Turn'd ail my mirth to lonely sighs. 

And quite subdued my better reason. 

Yet’t was but love could make me grieve. 
And love you know's a reason Riir, 

And much improved, as I believe. 

The merry heart, that laugh’d at care. 

So now from idle wishes clear, 

I make the good 1 may not find; 

Adown the stream I gently steer. 

And shift my sail with every wind. 

And half by nature, half by retosoo, 

Can still with pliant heart prepare. 

The mind, attuned to every season, 

The merry heart, that laughs at care. 

Yet, wrap me in your sweetest droam, 

Yc social feelings of the mind, 

Give, sometimes give, your sunny gleam. 
And let the rest good-humour find. 
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Yes, let me hail asd welcome give 
To every joy my lot may share. 

And pleased and pleasing let me live 
With merry heart, that laughs at care. 

r ^ - gi "- 

THE TAKING OF TftOY. 

CHORUS FROM THE TROADBS OP EOR1P1DE8. 

A SA D, unwonted song, 

O'er llton, Muse! prolong, 

Mingled with team of woe, 

The funeral descant slow. 

1 too, with shriek and frantic cry 

Take up the dismal melody; 

flow, lost through that strange four-whcel’d car, 

Stern Argo’s captive chains we wear, 

What time the Greek, or ere he fled* 

Left at our gate the armed steed. 

Menacing the heavens with giant height, 

And all with golden housings bright. 

Shouted all ilic people loud, 

On the rock-built height that stood,— 

<• Come,« they sang, and on they prest,—» 
uCome, from all our toils released, 

Lead the blest image to the shrine 

Of her, the Jove-born Trojan maid divine I > 

Linger’d then what timorous maidT 
Her age his tardy steps delay’d ;— 

With gladsome shout, and jocund song, 

They drew their treacherous fate along! 

And nil the Phrygian rout 
Through every gate rush’d ouL 
On the dangerous gift they lead, 

The beauty of ih’ unyoked, immortal steed, 

With its ambush'd warrior freight, 

Altos’ pride and llion’s fate. 

Round the stately horse, and round 
Cord and cable soon they wound ; 

And drag it on, like pinnace dark 
Of some tall and stately bark, 

To the temple’s marble floor, 

Soon to swim with Trojan gore. 

O’er the toil, the triumph, spread 
Silent night her curtain'd shade; 

But Lybiaii pipes still sweetly rang. 

And many a Phrygian air they sang; 

And maidens danced with airy feet, 

To the jocund measures sweet. 

And every house was biasing bright, 

As the glowing festival light 

Its rich and purple splendour strciim’d, 

Where the mantling wiue-cup gleatii’d. 

• 

■ But 1, the while, the palace-courts arouod, 

Hymning the mountain queen, Jove's virgin daughter. 
Went with blithe dance, and music’s sprightly sound,— 
When, all at once, the frantic cry of slaughter 
All through the wide and startled city rau! 

*Thc sliudd’ring infants on Uiuir mutliers’ breasts 
Clung with their hands, and cower'd within their vests, 
forth stalk’d ibo mighty Man, and the fell work began, 


The work of Pallas in her ire!~ 

Then round each waning aiiar-rire. 

Wild Slaughter, drunk with Phrygian blood, 
And murtlierous Desolation struw’d; 

Where, on her couch of slumber laid, 

Was wont to rest the tender mai<l, 

To warrior Greece tlie crown of triumph gave, 
The last full anguish to tlte Phrygian slave! 


THE SLAVE SHIP. 

[Fouoded OB (b« followlDir fbcl• Tbe mm of tbo AodMi-, mon- 
lloned by Lord Ltnadowne. A (Iroidfol opbtbolniiB prcvailsd 
amonc ibe •Iavu« on board ihU ablp, wbicti was uoniBiuuU'atud l>> 
tboerew, so that tbero was bat a siDylo moo wbo could mo to 
guide ibe vesMi Into pOTt.m— Quart. Utit. vol. 26, p. 71.] 

Old, sightless man, unwont art thou, 

As blind men use, at noon 
To sit and sun tliy tranquil brow. 

And hear the birds’ sweet tunc. 

There’s something heavy at thy heart. 

Thou dost not join the pray’r; 

Even at God's word thou ’It writhe and start, 
u Oh! man of God, beware I 

M If thou didst hear what 1 could say, 

'T would make thee doubt of grace. 

And drive me from God’s house away. 

Lest 1 iufect the place.* 

• Say on; tlicre's nought of Itumau sin, 

Christ’s blood may not atone :■ 
uThou canet not read what load's within 
This desperate hcart.»—« Say on.* 

«The skies were bright, the seas were calm, 

Wc ran before tlie wind, 

That, bending Afric's groves of palm. 

Came fragrant from behind. 

M And merry Siing our crew, the cup 
Was gaily drawn and quaff’d, 

And when the hollow groan came up 
from tlie dark hold, wc laugh'd. 

> for deep below, and all secure. 

Our living freight was laid. 

And long with ample gain, and sure, 

We had driven our awful trade. 

• They lay, like bales, in stifling gloom, 

3lan, woman, nursling child, 

As in some plague-struck city’s tomb 
The loathsome dead are piled. 

« At one short gust of lliat close air 
The sickening check grew pale; 

We turn’d away—'t was all our care, 
lioaven’s sweet breath to inhale. 

u’Mid howl and yell, and Nhuddering mci.in, 
The scourge, the clanking eh.iin, 

The cards were dealt, the dice were llirown, 

Wu staked our share of gain. 
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• Soon in smooth Martinico s coyos 

Our welcome bark shall moor, 

Or underneath the citron-groves 
That wave on Cuba's shore. 

m'T was strange, ere m.iny days were gone, 
Row still grew all below, 

The wailing babe w.is heard alone, 

Or some low soh of woe. 

• Into the dusky hold we gazed, 

In heaps we saw them lie, 

And dim, unmeaning looks were raised 
From many a blood-red eye. 

« And helpless hands were groping round 
To catch their scanty meal; 

Or at some voice's well-known sound, 

Some well-known touch to feel. 

« And still it spread, the hllndiog plague 
That seals the orbs of sight; 

Tlie eyes were rolling, wild and vague; 
Within was black as night. 

«i They dared not move, they could not weep, 
They could but lie and moan; 

Some, not in mercy, to the deep, 

Like damaged wares, were tlirown. 

• We cursed the dire disease that spread. 

And cross'd our golden dream ; 

Those goldless men did quake with dread, 
To hear us thus blaspheme. 

■ And so we drank, and drank the more, 
And each man pledged his mate; 

Here's lietter luck, from Gambia’s shore, 
When next we load our freight. 

• Another morn, hut one—the bark 

Lurch'd heavy on her way— 

The steersman shriek'd,' Hell's not so dark 
As this dull murky day.’ 

• We look'd, and red through 6 lma of blood 

Glared forth his angry eye: 

Another, as he tnann’d the shroud, 

Came toppliug from on high. 

• Tlien each alone bis hammock made, 

As the wild beast his lair, 

Nor friend his nearest friend would aid, 

In dread his doom to share. 

«Yet every eve some eyes did close 
Upon the sunset bright. 

And when the glorious mom arose, 

It bore to tliem no light 

• TUI I, the only man, the last 

Of that dark brotherhood, 

To guide the helm, to rig the mast, 

To tend the daily food. 

el fell it film, I felt it grow. 

The dim and misty scale, 

1 could uot see tlie compass uow, 

1 could not see tlie sail. 


u The sea was all a wavering fog, 

The sun a hazy lamp, 

As on some pestilential bog, 

The wandering wild-fire damp. 

• And there we lay, and on we 

fJc.ived up, and pitching down ; 

Oh! cruel grace of Him above, 

That would uot let us drown. 

w And some began to pray for fear, 

And some began to swear; 

Methouglit it was most dread* to hear 
Upon such li ])8 the prayer. 

« And some would fondly speak of home, 
The wife's, the infant’s kiss; 

Great (iod! that parents e'er should come 
On such a trade as this! 

• And some I heard plunge down beneath, 

And drown—that could not I: 

Oh! how iny spirit yearn’d for death, 

Yet how I fear'd to die! 

• We heard the wild and frantic shriek 

Of starving men below. 

We heard them strive their bonds to break, 
And burst the hatches now. 

« We thought we heard them on tlie stair, 
And trampling on the deck, 

I almost felt their blind despair, 

Wild grappling at luy neck. 

■ Again I woke, and yet again, 

With throat .as diy as dust, 

And famine in my heart and brain, 

And,—speak it out I must,— 

X A lawless, execrable thought, 

That scarce could be withstood, 
before iny loathing fancy brought 
Unutterable food. 

k No more, my brain can bear no more,— 
Nor more my tongue can tell; 

1 kuow 1 breathed no air, but bore 
A sick uiog grave-like smell. 

• And all, save I alone, could die— 

Thus on death's verge and brink 
All thoughtless, feelingless, could He— 

I still must feel and think. 

« At Icngtli, when ages had pass’d o’er, 
Agee, it seem'd, of night, 

There came a shock, and then a roar 
Of billows in their might. 

• I know not how, when next I woke, 

The numb waves wrapp’d me round, 
And in my loaded ears lliere broke 
A dizzy, bubbling sound. 

a Again I woke, and living men 

Stood round—a Christian crew; 

The first, the last, of joy was then. 

That since those days 1 knew. 
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> I Ve been, I know, since that black tide, 
Wlierc ravin(; madmen lay. 

Above, beneath, on cv'ry side, 

And I as mad os they. 

shall be where never dies 
The worm, nor slakes the flame, 
When those two hiiodrcd souls shall rise, 
The judge’s wratlt to claim. 

■ I'd rather rave in that wild room 
Thun see what I have seen; 

1 'd rathei>meet my 6nal doom, 

Than be—where 1 have been. 

• Priest, I ‘vc not seen thy loathino; face, 

1 'vc heard thy gasps of fear;— 

Away—no word of hope or grace— 

I may not—will not hear!* 

TUK LOVE OF GOD. 

TWO SONNETS. 


Love Thee!—oh, Thou, the world's eternal Sire! 
Whose palace is the vast infinity, 

Time, space, height, depth, oh God! are full of Thee, 
And siin-cyed seraphs tremble and admire. 

Love Thee!—but Thou art girt with vengeful fire, 
And mountains quake, and banded nations flee. 

And terror shakes the wide unfathom'd sea, 

When the heavens rock with thy tempestuous ire. 
Oil, Thou! too vast for thought to comprehend, 

That wast ere lime,—shaft be when lime is o’er; 
Ages and worlds begin—grow old—and cud, 

Systems and suns thy changeless throne before, 
Commence and close tlieir cycles:—lost, I bend 
To earth my prostrate soul, and shudder aud adore! 


Love Thecl —oh, clad in human lowliness, 

—111 whom each heart its mortal kindred knows— 

Our flesh, our form, our tears, our pains, our woes,— 

A fellow-wanderer o’er earth's wilderness! 

Love Thee! whose every word but breathes to bless! 
TliroughThce, from long-scal'd lips, glad language flows; 
The bliud their eyes, that laugh with light, unclose; 
And babes, unchid, Thy garment’s hem caress. 

—1 see Thee, doom'd by bitterest pangs to die, 

Up tbe sad hill, with willing footsteps, move, 

With scourge, and taunt, and wanton agony. 

While the cross nods, in hideous gloom, above, 

Though all—even there—be radiant Deity! 

—Speechless I gaze, and my wliole soul is Love! 

DEBORAH'S HYMN OF TRIUMPH. 

Thus^ing Deborah and Barak, son of Abinoam, 

In the day of victory tlius they sang: 

That Israel hath wrought her mighty vengeance, 

That the willing people rush’d to battle, 

Uh, therefore, praise Jehovah! 


Hear, ye kings! give ear, ye princes! 

I to Jehovah, I will lift the song, 

1 will sound the harp to Jehovah, God of 


Israel! 


Jehovah! when thou wentest forth from Seir! 

; When thou marchedst tlirough the fields of Edom! 
Quaked the earth, and pour'd the heavens 
Yea, the clouds pour'd down with water: 

Before Jehovah's face the mountains melted, 

That Sinai before Jehovah's face, 

The God of Israel. 

In the days of Shamgar, son of Anath, 

In Jacl’s days, untrodden were the highways, 

Through the winding by-path stole the traveller; 

Upon the plains deserted lay the hamlets, 

Even till that I, till Deborah arose, 

Till I arose in Israel a mother. 

They chose new gods: 

War was in nil their gates! 

Was buckler seen, or lance, 

'Mong forty thousand sons of Israel ? 

My soul is yours, ye cliiefs of Israel! 

And ye, the self-devoted of the people, 

Praise yc the Lord with me! 

Ye that ride upon the snow-white asses; 

Ye that sit to judge on rich divans; 

Yc that plod on foot the open way, 

Come, meditate the song. 

For the noise of plundering archers by the wells of water, 
Now they meet and sing aloud Jehovah'srighteous acts, 
His righteous acts the hamlets sing upon the open plains, 
And enter their deserted gates the people of Jehovah. 

Awake, Deborah! awake! 

Awake, uplift the song! 

Barak, awake! and lead your captives captive, 

Tliou son of Abinoam! 

With him a valiant few went down against the mighty, 
With me Jehovah’s people went down against the strong. 

First Ephraim, from the Mount of Amalck, 

And after thee, the bands of Benjamin! 

From Macbir came the rulers of the people. 

From Zebulon those that bear tbe marshal’s staff; 

And Issacliar’s brave princes came with Deborah, 
Issacliar, the strength of Barak: 

They burst into the valley on hU footsteps. 

Bv Reuben's fountains there was deep debating— 

Why sal’st thou idle, Reuben, 'mid thy herd-stallst 
Was it to hear the lowing of thy cattle? 

By Reuben's fountains there was deep debating— 

And Gilead linger'd on the shores of Jordan— 

And Dun, why dwell'd be among his ships?— 

And Asser dwell’d in hU sea-shore havens, 

And sate upon his rock precipitous. 

But Zebulon was a death-defying people, 

And Napthaii from off tlic mountain heights. 

Game the kings and fought, 

Fought the kings of Canaan, 

By Tannach, by Megidilo's waters, 

For (he golden booty that they won not. 

From the heavens they fought ’gainst Sisera, 

In their courses fought tlie stars against him * 
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The torreot Kishon swept them down, 

That ancient river Kishon. 

So trample thou, my soul, upon their mii^Iit. 

Then stamp'd the clattering lioo^i of prancint; horses 
At the Hight, at the flight of the mighty. 

Curse ye Meroz, saith the angel of the Lord, 

Curse, a twofold curse upon her dastard sons: 

For they came not to die succour of Jehovah, 

To the succour of Jehovah ‘gainst the mighty. 

Above all women blest be Jacl, 

Heber the Kenite’s wife, 

O’er all the women blest, that dwell in tents. 

Water he ask'd—she gave him milk, 

The curded milk, in her costliest bowl. 

Her left hand to the nail she set, 

Her right hand to the workman's hammer— 

Then Siscra she smote—she clave hit head; 

She bruised—she pierced liis temples. 

At her feet he bow’d; lie fell; he lay { 

At her feet he bow'd; he fell; 

Where he bow'd, there he fell dead. 

From the window she look'd forth, she cried, 

The mothw of Sisera, through the lattice: 

• Why is his chariot so long in coming ? 

Why tarry the wheels of his chariot ?• 

Her prudent women answer’d her— 

Yea, she herself gave answer to herself— 

■ Have they not seized, not shared the spoil? 

One damsel, or two damsels to each chief? 

To Sisera a many>coloured robe, 

A many-coloured robe, and richly broider’d, 
Many-colour’d, and broider’d round tbe neck.i 

Thus perish all thine enemies, Jehovah; 

And chose who love thee, like the suu, sliine forth, 

The sun in all its glory. > 

DOWNFALL OF JERUSALKM; FROM THE 
BOOK OF JEREMIAH. 

How solitary doth she sic, tlie many-peopled city! 

She is become a widow, the great among the Nations; 
The Queen among the provinces, how is she tributary! 

Weeping—weeps die all the night; the tears are on her 
cheelu; 

From among all her lovers, die hath no comforter; 

Her friends have all dealt treacherously; they are be¬ 
come her foes. i. i, a. 

The; ways of Sion mourn: none come up to lier feasts, 
All her gates are desolate; and her Priests do sigh; 

Her virgins wail! herself,slie is in bitterness.—i. 4. 

He hath pluck'd up hisgarden*bedge, lie hath destroy'd 
His Temple; 

Jehovah hath forgotten made the solemn feast and Sab* 
batli; 

And in the heat of ire He hath rejected King and Priest. 

* fa tbe sbOTO irmdstlos is MteHpt U ntde 10 preserve toae- 
tklag llkee rb/ihaicei flow. Ii edliar 4 M to thu orlgloel itaguege, 
esoepUag wboM an oaeulonal weed it. but nuelj, iaserted, for 
the eabe of ptfeplsaltr. 


The Lord liis altar hath disdain'd, abhorred his Holy 
place, 

And to the adversary’s hand given up his palace walls; 

Our foes shout iu Jehovah's house, as on a festal day. 

ii. 7, 8. ^ 

Her gates are sunk into the earth, he hath broke through 
her bars; 

Her Monarch and her Princes are now among the 
Heathen; 

The Law hatli ceased; the Prophets find no vision from 
Jehovali. ii. 10. 

• 

My eyes do fail with tears; and troubled are my bowels; 

My heart's blood gushes on the earth, for the daughter 
of my people; 

Children and suckling babes lie swooning in the squares— 

They say unto their Mothers, where is corn and wine? 

They swoon as they were wounded, in the city squares; 

While glides the soul away into their Mother's bosom. 

ii. 11, 12. 

Even dragons, with their breasts drawn out, give suck 
unto their young; 

But cruel is my people's daughter, as the ostrich in tlie 
desert; 

The tongues of sucking infonis to their palates cleave 
with thirst. 

Young children ask for bread, and no man breaks it 
for them; 

Those that fed on dainties arc desolate in the streets; 

Those brought up in scarlet, even tliose embrace the 
dunghill. iv. 3 , 4 > 5 . 

Behold, Jehovah, think to whom thou e'er bast deal'd 
thus I 

Have women ever eat their young, babes foudied in 
their hands? 

Have Priest and Prophet e'er been slain in the Lord’s 
Holy place ? 

In the streets, upon tbe ground, lie slain the young and 
old; 

My virgins and my youUi have fallen by the sword; 

In thy wrath thou 'st slain them, thou hut had no 
mercy. 

Thou hast summon'd all my (errors, os to a solemn 
feut; 

None 'scaped, and none was left in Jehovah's day of 
wrath; 

All that mine arms have borne and nursed, the enemy 
bath slain. ii. ao. 1, a. 

Remember, Lord, what hath befallen, 

Look down on our reproach. 

Our heritage is given to strangers, 

Our home to foreigners. 

Our water have we drank for money, 

Our fuel hath its price.—v. 1, 2, 3 . 

Wc stretch our hands to Egypt, 

To ^syria for our bread. 

At our lifo's risk we gain our food, 

From Uie sword of desert robbers. 
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Our skins are like an oven, parched, 
By the fierce heat of (amine. 

Matrons in Sion have they ravish’d, 
Virens in Judah’s cities. 

Princes were hung up by tlie hand, 
Xn<r^e had no respect. 

Young men are grinding at the mill, 
Boys faint ’neath loads of wood. 

The Elders from the gate have ceased, 
The young men ^ra their muMC. 

The crown is fallen from our head. 
Woe! woe! that we have sinn’d. 

'T is therefore thatour hearts are faint, 
Therefore our eyes are dim. 

For Sion's mountain desolate. 

The foxes walk on it. 


HYMNS FOR CHURCH SERVICE. 

SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT. 

Tag chariot! the chariot! its wheels roll on lire 
' As the Lord roincth down in the pomp of his ire: 
Sclf^moving it drives on its pathway of cloud, 

And tlie Heavens with the burthen of Godhead are bow'd. 

The glory! the glory I by myriads are pour’d 
The hosts of Uiu AnguU to wait on ihcir Ixird, 

And the glorified saints and the martyrs are there, 

And all who the palm-wreatli of victory wear. 

The trumpet! the trumpet! the dead have all heard: 

Lo the depths of the stonc-cover’d charnel are stirr d; 
From the sea, from the land, from the south and the 
north, 

The vast generations of man are come forth. 

The judgment! the judgment! the thrones are all set. 
Where the Lamb and the white-vested Elders are met! 
All (lesh is at once in the sight of the Lord, 

And the doom of eternity hangs on His word! 

Oh mercy! oh mercy! look down from above, 

Creator! on us thy sad children, with love! 

When beneath to their darkness the wicked arc driven. 
May our sanctified souls find a mansion in heaven! 


FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY. 

Lord ! Thou didst arise and say 
To the troubled waters « peace,» 

And the tempest died away. 

Down they sank, the foamy seas; 

And a calm and heaving sleep 
Spread o'er all the glassy deep, 

All the azure lake serene 
Like anotlter heaven was seen! 

• 

Lord! Thy gracious word repeat 
To the billows of the proud! 

Quell the tyrant's martial heat, 

Quell the fierce and changing crowd! 
Then the earth shall find repose 
From its restless strife and woes; 

And an imaged Heaven appear 
On our world of darkness here! 


FIFTH SDHDAT"apTER EPIPHANY. 

Tbs angel comes, he comes to reap 
The harvest of the Lord! 

O’er all the earth with fatal sweep 
Wide waves his flamy swoid. 

And who are they, in sheaves to bide 
The fire of Vengeance bound? 

The lares, whose rank luxuriant pride 
Choked the fair crop around. 

And who are they, reserved in store 
God's treasure-house to fill? 

The wheat, a hundred-fold that bore 
Amid surrounding ill. 

O King of Mercy I grant us power 
Thy fiery wr.ath to flee! 

Id thy destroying angel’s hour, 

O gather us to Thee! 


QUINQUAOESIMA. 

Lord! we sit and'ery to Thee, 

Like the blind l>cside the way: 

M.'ikc our d.irkcn’d souls to see 
Thu glory of ihy perfect day! 

Lord! rebuke our sullen night. 

And give Thyself unto our sight t 

Lord! we do not ask to gaic 
On our dim and earthly sun; 

But the light that still shall blaze 

When every star its course hath run: 
The light that gilds thy blest abode. 

The glory of the Lamb of God! 


SECOND SUNDAY IN LENT. 

Oh help us Lord! each hour of need 
Thy Heavenly succour give; 

Help us in thought, and word, and deed 
Each hour on earth we live. 

Oh help us, when our spirits bleed 
With contrite anguish sore. 

And when our hearts arc cold and dead, 
Oh help us, Lord, the more. 

Oil help us, through the prayer of faith 
More firmly to believe; 

For still the more the servant hath, 

The more shall^he receive. 

If strangers to Thy fold we call, 
Imploring at Thy feet 

The crumbs that from Thy table fall, 

’T is all we dare entreat. 

But be it, Lord of Mercy, all. 

So Thou wilt grant but diia; 

The crumbs that from Thy table fall 
Are light, and life, and bliss. 
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Oh help us Jesus! from on hi(;hf 
We know no help but Thee; 
Oh! help us so to live and die 
As thine in Heaven to be. 


SIXTH SUNDAY IN tRNT. 

Hide on! ride on in majesty! 

Hark! all the tribes Hosanna cry! 

Thine humble beast punucs his mad, 

With palms and scatter'd garments sirow’d! 

Ride on! ride on in majesty! 

In lowly pomp ride on to die! 

Oh Christ! Thy triumphs now begin 
0 *er captive death and conquer’d Sin! 

Bide on! ride on in majesty! 

The winged squadrons of the sky 
Look down with $.id and wondering eyes, 
To see the approaching sacrifice! 

Ride on I ride on in majesty' 

Thy last and fiercest strife is nigh; 

The Father on His sapphire throne 
Expects His own anointed Son' 

Bide on! ride on in majesty! 

In lowly pomp ride on to die! 

Bow Thy meek head to mortal pain! 

Then take, oh God! Thy power, and reign ! 


GOOD FRIDAY. 

Bound upon th' accursed tree, 

Faint and bleeding, who is He! 

By the eyes so pale and dim. 

Streaming blood and writhing limb, 

By tile flesh with scourges torn. 

By the crown of twisted thorn, 

By the side so deeply pierced, 

By the baffled burning thirst, 

By the drooping denih-dew'd brow. 

Son of Man!’t is Tliou!'t is Thou! 

Bound upon th' accursed tree, 

Dread and aweful, who is He! 

By the sun at noon-day pale, 

Shivering rocks, and rending veil, 

By earth that trembles at His doom, 

By yonder saints who burst their tomb. 
By Eden, promised ere He died 
To the felon at His side. 

Lord! our suppliant knees we bow. 

Son of God! *t is Thou!’t is Thou! 

Bound upon th* accursed tree. 

Sad and dying, who is He? 

By the last and bitter cry 
The ghost given up In agony; 

By the lifeless body laid 
Id the chamber of the dead; 

By the mourners come to weep 
Where tbe bones of Jesus sleep; 
Crucified! we know Thee now; 
SonofVtn! 'tit Thou! *1 is Thou! 


Bound upon th* accursed tree, 

Dread and aweful, who is He? 

By the prayer for them (hat slew, 
uLord! they know not what they do!* 
By the spoil'd and empty gnive. 

By the souls He died to save. 

By the conquest He hath won. 

By the saints before His throne. 

By the rainbow round His brow, 

Son of God! *t is Thou I’t is Thou I 


SIXTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Lord I have mercy when we strive 
To save through Thee our souls alive! 
When the pamper’d flesh is strong, 
When the strife is fierce and long; 
When our wakening thoughts li^in, 
First to lo.ithc their cherish'd sin, 

And our weary spirits fail, 

And our aching brows are pale, 

Oh then have mercy! liOnl! 

Lord! have mercy when wc lie 
On the restless bed, and sigh, 

Sigh for Death, yet fear it still. 

From the thought of former ill; 

When all other hope Is gone; 

When our course is almost done; 
VV’lieii (he dim advancing gloom 
Tells us that our hour is come, 

Oh then have mercy! Lord! 

Lord I have mercy when we know 
First how vain lliis world below; 
When (he earliest gleam is given 
Of Thy bright but distant Heaven! 
When our darker thoughts oppress. 
Doubts perplex and fears distress, 

And our saddened spirits dwell 
On the open gates of Hell, 

Oh then have mercy! Lord!, 


SIXTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY 

Whrn our heads arc bow’d with woe, 
When our biller tears o’erflow; 

W’hcn wc mourn the lost, the dear, 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear! 

Thou our throbbing flesh hast worn, 
Thou our mortal griefs hast borne. 

Thou hast shed the human tear: 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear! 

When the sullen death-bell tolls 
For our own departed souls; 

When our final doom is near, 

Gracious Son of Mary, hear! 

Thon hast bow’d the dying head; 

Thou (he blood of life hast shed; 

Thou hast fill’d a mortal bier: 

Gracious Son of Mary, hear! 




MISCELLANEOUS POKA^(S 



When the heart» sad within 
W'itli the thought of all its sin ; 
When the spirit shrinks with fear, 
tiracious Son of Mary, bear! 


The dumb began to speak, the blind to see, 

And the lame Icapd, and pain and paleness lied; 
The mourner’s sunken eye grew bright with glee, 
And from the tomb awoke the wondering dead I 


Thou th^shome, the grief bast known, 
Though the sins were not thine own, 
Tliou hast deign'd their load to bear. 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear! 


SEVBNTEISErrn SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Gssat God of Hosts! come down in thy glory! 

Shake earth and heaven with thine awful tread: 
Seal Thou the book of our world's dark story: 
Summon to judgment the quick and the dead I 

Great God of Hosts! come down to rule o’er us! 

Long have we pray’d for thy peaceful reign: 
Change this sad earth to an Eden before us; 

Make it the mansion of bliss again ! 

Great God of Hostel the dreadful, the glorious! 

Come and set up thy kingly Throne: 

Over the l^ions of Hell victorious, 

Rule in the world of thy saints alone! 


EIGHTEENTH SUNDAY AFTER 1 RINITY. 


When God went back to licav'n—ihe living God— 

Rode He the heavens upon a fiery cart 
Waved seraph-wings along his glorious road? 

Stood still to wonder each brigiit wandering star? 

Upon the cross He hung, and Itow’d the head, 

And pray’d for them that smote, and them that curst; 
And, drop by drop, his slow life-blood was shed, 

And his last hour of suffering was bis worst ’ 


TWENTIETH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Lord, have mercy, and n:move us 
Early to thy place of rest, 

W’hcre the heavens are calm above us, 
And as calm each sainted breast! 

Holiest, hear us ! by the anguish 
On the cross Thou didst endure, 

Let no more our sad hearts languish 
In this weary world obscure! 

Gracious!—yet if our repentance 
Ue not perfect and sincere, 
r.ord, suspend thy fatal sentence. 

Leave us still in sadness here! 


Wbbk God came down from llenv'n—the living God— 
What signs and wonders mark’d his stately way ? 
Rrake out the winds in music where He trode^ 

Shone o’er the hcav'us a brighter, softer day ’ 


Leave us, Saviour! till our spirit 
From each earthly taint is free, 
Fit thy kingdom to inherit, 

Fit to take its rest with Thee' 


THE END. 
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The Rev. William Lisle Bowles, for the poet is a 
clergyman, is (lescended from a parentage of 
clei'gymen for two generations at least; his grand- 
father having been vicar of Brackley, in North- 
amptonshire, and his father also being in orders. 
He is the eldest of a family of seven children. 
His ancestry were of the county of Wilts, and 
considered one of the oldest there. He received 
his education at Winchester school, where he was 
placed in 1776. In five years he rose to be senior 
boy ill that seminary. At this school he was par¬ 
ticularly noticed by Dr Wharton, the master. 
The want of a vacancy in the same year alone 
prevented his succeeding to the college, having 
been first on the roll. He was entered at Trinity 
College, Oxford, where Dr Wharton’s brother, 
Dr Thomas Wharton, was tutor and also a fel¬ 
low. Here he obtained the Chancellor’s prize for 
a Latin poem on the Siege of Gibraltar, whicb 
was publicly recited in the university, and will 
be found in the present edition of his Works. 
It shows great ability, if we consider the age at 
which it was written. 

In 1793 Bowles took his degree as Master of 
Arts, and, his father dying, he quitted Oxford, 
entered into holy orders, and took upon himself 
the duties of a curacy in Wiltshire. In 1797 he 
married a daughter of Dr Wake', prebendary of 
Westminster, which turned out a most fortunate 
and happy union. Lord Somers, soon after, pre¬ 
sented him with the living of Dumbledon in Glou¬ 
cestershire. In i 8 o 3 he was made a prebendary of 
Salisbury Cathedral, and Archbishop'Moore pre¬ 
sented him with the rectory^wbere he has con¬ 
stantly resided since, in the character of a parish- 
priest, assiduous in the duties of his^station, and 
highly respected as an amiable man and a zealous 
minister of the church. 

Bowles is fond of rural life," and one of his 
occupations has been to embellish his rectory 
andjthe circumjacent grounds. He has improved 
■ the garden, and amused himself by planting. 
Tlie situation is on the southern declivity of a 
gentle hill, having the command of a fine and 
very extensive prospect, highly diversified and 
. beautiful. This fondness for retirement may be 
discovered in all the poet's productions, and it 
has been to him a froitfnl source of comfort and 


rational pleasure. The name of this abode of 
poesy and domestic happiness is Urembill. 

The life of Bowles, like that of country cler¬ 
gymen in general, has been little diversified by 
incident. A close attention to the duties of the 
ministry, a careful watchfulness over their Rocks, 
and a life of tranquil usefulness, keeping «the 
noiseless tenor of their way,» is that which more ' 
especially becomes the dignity of their office, and 
is precisely that which furnishes the biographer 
with the fewest materials for his pen. One or two 
ciremnstances, however, have drawn out Bowles 
before the public; the first of them was a literary 
dispute respecting the «invariable ■ principles of 
poetry. Bowles, in an edition of Pope's works, 
advanced certain doctrines, which, if admitted, 
tended to injure Pope as a poet; in fact to make 
him, as some of the Lake School have declared 
him to be, no poet at all. With the truth or 
fallacy of these principles, then, the whole repu¬ 
tation of Pope was connected. If Bowles was 
correct, the great poet stood degraded, and the 
' suffrages of tlie public in his favour for a ceiilury 
were erroneous. Campbell first began the con¬ 
troversy on behalf of Pope, and then, with his 
characteristic aversion to literary labour and dis¬ 
pute, remained silent. Byron also toot the side 
of Pope; while a host of pamphleteers on both 
sides of the question completely occupied the pub¬ 
lic attention, and kept alive the literary warfare. 
Bowles, it must be allowed, pushed his doctrines 
too far, and laid them down In too unqualified a 
manner. The «invariable principles, • as they 
were styled in this controversy, and as they were 
supported by Bowles, were by no means new. In 
Germany and Italy, in another form, the same 
subject has been the theme of long and animated 
discussion; and the principles espoused by Bowles 
have hod, fof a considerable period, a manifest 
ascendancy with a certain class of critics and 
poets in England. His principles, then, were but 
the reiteration of opinions which have been else¬ 
where more emphatically expressed, and even 
exhibited in practice. Bowles said in this cele¬ 
brated controversy, that images drawn from the 
sublime and beautiful in nature are more poetical 
than any drawn from art; and that those passions 
of the human heart which belong to nature in 
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general, are, per se, more adapted to the higher 
speacs of poetry than those which are derived I 
from incidental and transient manners. Thus far 
Bowies had the decided advantage in the argu¬ 
ment, and he would, most assur^ly, have come 
off trinmphant, had he stood only on thisground; 
but when he insisted that the presence of such 
images, and the selection of such passions, are to 
decide the merit of a poet, with little or no con¬ 
sideration of the skill and power displayed in 
working up the materials, e^ery reflective mind 
mast absolutely dissent from so unfair a mode of 
•esdmating poetical excellence. It levels at once 
all distinctions between the loftiest and meanest 
capacity, and takes from the poet the very essence ' 
-of all poetry, Bowles did not confiue himself to ' 
the feet, that, from objects sublime or beautiful in ' 
themselves, genius will produce more beautiful 
, craatiouf than from those whmh are poor and 
insignificant; though, indeed, around the last 
the touch of genius will frequently throws splen- | 
dour of unrivalled taste; but he shot beyond the I 
mark. Thus, when the contest commenced with 
well-grounded anticipations of victory, the com¬ 
bat ended in a drawn battle. This renowned 
dispute, however, did infinite credit to the talent 
and perseverance of Bowles, who disputed the 
ground inch by inch, and was not dismayed by 
the lofty names and widely-extended fame of 
some of his antagonists. 

Bowles has also appeared before the public in 
other but less important subjects of dispute. One ' 
of these was a defence of public schools, in reply 
to the ■ Edinburgh Review,» which had attacked 
them. Hera he decidedly fell shoit, as any indi¬ 
vidual must do who tries to defend what is inde¬ 
fensible. The management of the public schools 
of England was and is notoriously defective, and 
in trying to uphold the discipline and instruction * 
of Winchester school against Brougham, he was 
more acted upon by attachment to the place of his 
education than by discretion, I 

Although a clerg)’man, Bowles is a magistrate 
of the county of Wilts, after the most nnseemJy 
{wactice of England. No two duties can be more 
incompatible; but, to the credit of thepoet, he 
has always exhibited the most assiduous attention 
to the duties of the office; and onre inrurred the 
censure of some of his brother magistrate*! for a 
most honourable exertion in the cause of huma- * 
nity attd justice, by ramonstrating against a sen- 
fence of unparallrM severity, which had been 
inflicted by a magistrate on an unfortunate female 
hr a very trifling theft. The poet’s conduct on 
this oceerioD did him very fa^' honour, and ex- 
hildled the dose alliance there always is in genius 
with fha bettor and dearer feelings of the head 
and heart. His conduct in this affaij met the 


approbation of Lord Lansdowne, then Secretary 
of State for the home department, as well as that 
of every thinking and honourable mind. 

The first publication of Bowles was bis •Son¬ 
nets,* published in quarto in 1789. This was 
followed by ■ Verses on Howard's Description of 
Prisons* and by the «Grave of Howard.* In 
ifloi, after many minor pieces bad appeared 
from his pen, the « Sorrows of Switzerland » was 
Ipubliiihed. In i 8 o 5 « The Spirit of Discovery * 
came out, perhaps his best work. His edition of 
Pope, which gave rise to the celebrated contro¬ 
versy, was published in 1807, in ten volumes. 
On the authority of \f edwin, Byron spoke of Bowles 
and the ■ invariable principles* as follows;—*1 
once met Bowles at Rogers's, and thought him 
a pleasant, gentlemanly man —a good fellow 
for a parson. When men meet after dinner, the 
conversation takes a certain turn. I remember 
he entertained us with some good stories. The 
reverend gentleman pretended, however, to be 
much shocked at Pope’s Letters to Martha Blount. 
I set him and his invariable principles' at rest. 
He did attempt an answer, which was no reply; 
at least nobody read it. I believe he applied to 
me some lines in Shakspeare. A man is very 
unlucky who has a name that can be punned 
upon; and his own did not escape.* Perhaps 
this version of what Byron said ma; be misrepre* 
sented: still that in the main it is correct there 
can be no doubt; it is quite a sketch in the idle 
way of the great poet, and can reflect no discredit 
upon Bowles, notwithstanding his animosity to 
Pope. 

Bowles has written much, but he ranks only as 
a second-rate writer of FngUsh poetry. He keeps 
too near the line of mediocrity, and yet all is good 
in style and pure in sentiment. His works are 
the productions of a virtuous and reflective mind 
too little acted upon by passion, too little suscep¬ 
tible of high emotions, to yield * thoughts that 
breathe and words that burn.* He is tender, 
but never impassioned; easy, bat still somewhat 
touched with the cold correctness of the scholar; 
attentive to the airangement and purity of style 
rather thsm to the elevation and novelty of his 
thoughts. He cannot play with the thunderbolt 
or ride upon the storm, be cannot hurry on 
with * spurs of speed;* but his path is in the 
tranquil tunsliine, and his pace regular and mea¬ 
sured, even and sedate. He writes nothiqg to 
startle and surprise, but he frequently engages the 
kindlier feelings of the heart, and enlists the 
social affections of the reader on his side. 

Bowles has distiuguished himself in polemics, 
and, resting on the infallibility of his own church, 
as his brother dergy an accustomed to do, be 
has attacked the sectarians, and those who be- 
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Heve not in the doctrines of his pale, with all the 
zeal of episcopalian orthodoxy. Perhaps he was 
more successful in this respect than in his argu¬ 
ments against Fope» and in the disposition under 
which he attacked the poets moral character. 
No one, however, in either case, will accuseBowles 
of making assertions he did not believe, or of not 
conscientiously dealing out the censure by which 
he incurred the censure of others. A more amia¬ 
ble, and upright, and humane man, does not 
exist. His opinions are his own, and the free 
expression of them on every subject, his birth¬ 
right, as well as that of all other Englishmen. 
If he has not acted wisely in his disputes, accord¬ 
ing to the notions of -some persons, he has ob¬ 
tained the applause of his own party, and no one 
hesitates to allot him purity of motive and good 
intention, which the dispute respecting «lnvariable 
principles* will never impugn, end whenever it 
may, for it will still be a theme for literary dis¬ 
putation for long years to come. 

Bremhill is situated not far from Bowood (near 
Devizes,^Wilts), the hue seat of the Marquis of 
Lansdowne, who is accustomed to deal out the 
rites of hospitality to his neighbours with no 
sparing hand. Bowles forms one of the social 
circle at the house of this munificent nobleman. 
Moore, who also resides in the neighbourhood, is 


Vll 

a frequent inmate there Bremhill too, the po^ 
charming residence, boasu frequently of its se¬ 
lect and elegant society; so that, though in the i 
country, he is not secluded. It is the custom of 
Bowles to pay an annual visit to the metropolis 
to keep up his intercourse with the great world^ 
and run an even race with the tide of human 
existence. He then goes back to his retirement 
with new ideas, and a double zest for those de¬ 
lights which he who really loves a country life 
can alone appreciate. 

Coleridge, who is by no means wanting in the 
offices of friendship, speaks of Bowles as an indi¬ 
vidual of the most excellent disposition. «It was 
a double pleasure to me, and still remains a tender 
recollection, that I should ha%’e received, from a 
friend so revered, the first knowledge of a poet, by 
whose works, yearafter year, Iwas so enthusiasti¬ 
cally delighted and inspired.* And the same 
writer alluding to the poetry of Bowles, speaks of 
himself as having been withdrawn from some 
mental errors « by the genial influeuce of a style 
of poetry, so tender and yet so manly; so natural 
and real, and yet so dignified and harmonious az 
the Sonnets,* etc. This is a handsome tribute 
from a friend whose judgment many persons 
hold in very high estimation. 
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A DESCRIPTIVE AND HISTORICAL POEM. 

TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS GEORGE PRINCE OF WALES, 

€hiti Vorm, 

ON A SUBJECT CONNECTED WITH THE GBEATNESS AND BEKOWN OP THE BIUTISIf EMPIHE, • 

IS HUMBLY AND CBATEFULLY INSCRIBED, 

BY IliS ROYAL HIGIINESS’S DEVOTED AND OBEDIENT SERVANT, 

Donuead, Nov. 3 , 1804. THE AUTHOR. 


INTRODUCTION. 


I NBED not perhaps inform the reader, that I had be* 
fore written a Canto on the subject of this poem; but 
I was dissatisfied with the metre, and felt the necessity 
of some connecting idea that might give it a degree of 
unity and coherence. 

This difficulty I considered as almost inseparable 
from the subject; I therefore relinquished the design of 
making an extended poem on events, which, though 
highly interesting and poetical, were too unconnected 
with each other to unite properly in one regular whole. 
Rut on being kindly permitted to peruse the sheets of 
Mr Clarke's valuable work on the History of Navigation, 
1 conceived (without supposing historically with him 
that all ideas of navigation were derived from the ark 
of Noah) that 1 might adopt the circumstance poetically^ 
as capable of fumisbrng a unity of design; besides 
which it had the advantage of giving a more serious 
cast and cliaracter to the whole. 

To obviate such objections as might be made by those 
who, from an inattentive survey, might imagine there 
was any carelessness of arrangement^ I shall lay before 
the reader a general analysis of the several books; 
end, I trust, he will readily perceive a leading principle, 
on wlfich the poem begins, proceeds, and ends. 

I feel almost a necessity for doing this in Justice to 
myself, as some compositions have been certainly mis- 
iindcretood, where the connection might, by the least 
attention, have been perceived. In going over part of 
,ihe same ground which 1 had taken before, 1 could not 
always avoid the use of similar expressions. 

I trust I need not apologize for having, in some in¬ 
stances, departed from strict historical facts. It is not 


true that Gamoens sailed with Da Gama, though, from 
the authority of Voltaire, it has been sometimes sup¬ 
posed. There are other circumstances for which I may 
liave less reason to expect pardon. The Egyptians were 
never, or but for a short time, a maritime nation. In 
answer to this, I must say, that history and poetry are 
two things; and though thepoethas no right to contra¬ 
dict the historian, yet, if he find two opinions upon 
points of history, he may certainly take that which is 
most susceptible of poetical ornament, particularly if it 
have sufficient plausibility, and the sanction of respecta- 
I ble names. 

Id dcducingthe first maritime attempts from Thebes, 
so called from Thebaoth, the Ark, founded by tlic sons 
of Gush, who first inhabited the caves on the granite 
mountains of Ethiopia, I have followed the idea of 
Bruce, which has many testimonies, particularly that of 
Herodotua, in its favour. In making the ships of Am¬ 
mon first pass the straits of Babelmandel, and sail to 
I Ophir, I have the authority of Sir Isaac Newton. Rut 
still these points must, from their nature, be obscure; 
the poet, however, has a right to build upon them, 
whilst what lie advances is not in direct contradiction 
to all historical admitted facts. He may take what is 
shadowy, if it be plausible, poetical, and coherent with 
his general plan. Having said ingcnuouidy thus much, 
1 hope 1 shall not be severely accused for having admit¬ 
ted, en passant, some ideas (which may be thought vi¬ 
sionary) in the notes, respecting the allusion to the ark 
in Theocritus, the Situation of Ophir, the temple of So¬ 
lomon, and the algiim-trce. 

1 must also submit to the candour of the critic, the 
necessity 1 sometimes felt myself tinder of varying the 
versey and admitting, when the subject seemed particu¬ 
larly to require it, a break into the ode measure, as 
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where the Siege of Acre is introduced. lie will consi- 
der, as this poem is neither didactic, nor epic, that 
might lead on the mind by diversity of characters, and 
of prospects, it wai therefore necessary (at least 1 
thought myself at liberty so to do) to break the unifor- 
mity of the subject by digression, contrast, occasional 
cliangc of verse, etc. But after all, at a time so unfa^ 
vourable to long poems,! doubt whether the reader will 
have patience to accompany me to the end of luy cir~ 
cumnavi^ation. If he do, and if this miicli larger 
poetical work than I have ever attempted, should bo as 
favourablyreceived as what 1 have before published has 
been, 1 shall sincerely rejoice. 

At all events, in an age which I think has produced 
genuine poetry, if I cannot say « Ed lo^ anchi, soiio 
■pittore;* it will he a consolation to me to reflect, that 1 
have no otherwise courted the muse, but as the consoler 
of sorrow, the painter of scenes romantic and interest¬ 
ing, the hand-maid of good sknse, UNAOULTanATBD 
FSRLiNCS, and baligious hope 

It was at first intended that the Poem should consist 
of six books; onu book being assigned to Da Gama, and 
another to Columbus. These have been compressed; 
which I was the more inclined to do, as the great sub¬ 
ject of the Discovery of America is in the hands of 
such poets as !Ur Southey and 3 Ir Rogers. 

There arc some inaccuracies and verbal errors, 
which the author need not point out. lie has, however, 
DO objection to the strictest investigation of the f.iults 
of this Poem, if it be pursued in the spirit of fair cri- 
Ciciim, and the opinions conveyed in the language of a 
6BMTLBMAM! 


ANALYSIS. 

BOOK I. 


The Book opens with the resting of the Ark on the 
mountains of the great Indian Caucasus, considered by 
many authors as Ararat: the present state of the 
bited world, contrasted with its melancholy appearance 
inimediatoly after the flood. The poem returns to the 
situation of our forefathers on leaving the ark; beauti¬ 
ful evening described. The angel of destruction ap¬ 
pears to Noah in a dream, and informs him that al¬ 
though be and hUfawly alone have escaped, that the very 
Ark, wliichwas the means of his present preservation, 
shall be the cause of the future triumph of Destruction. 

In his dream, the evils hi consequence of the disco¬ 
very of America, the slave-trade, etc. are set before him. 
Noah, waking from disturbed sleep, ascends the sum¬ 
mit of Caucasus. An angel appears, tells him the ap- 
‘pearance in his dream was permitted by the Almighty; 
that he is commissioned to explain every thing: he pre¬ 
sents to hit view the shadow of the world as it exists; 
regions are pointed out; the dispersion of mankind; the 
rise of superstition; (he hirth of a Saviour, .and the 
triumph of Charity: that navigation shall be the means 
of extending the knowledge of God over the globe; and 
chough some evils must take place, happiness and love 
shall finally prevail upon the earth. j 

i 

BOOK II 

Commences with an ardent with, that as our Fore¬ 
father viewed the world clearly displayed before him in 


a vision, so wc of these late days might be able, tbroiigh 
the clouds of time, to look back upon the early ages of 
the globe ;wc might then see, in their splendour, Thebes, 
Edom, etc.; but the early history of mankind is obscure, 
the only certain light is from the sacred writin^js. By 
these wc are informed of the dispersion of earth's first 
inhabitants, after the ilood. The descendants of ll.im, 
after (his dispciition, according to Bruce, having first 
gained the summits of the Ethiopian mountains, there 
form subterraneous abodes. In process of time they 
descend, people Egypt, build Thebes; obscure tradition 
of the Ark; first make voyages, etc. 

Ophir is not long afterwards discovered. This Bruce 
places, with most respectable authority, at Sofal.i; 1 
have ventured to place it otherwise, hut still admitting 
one general idea, that when the way to it ovci-iund was 
attended with difficulties, an easier course was at list 
opened by sea. As to Ammon's exploits, I must shelter 
myself under (he authority of Sir Isaac Newton. After 
, a sacrifice, hy the Egyptians, the monsoon sets in. The 
ships follow its direction, as the marinei's imagine a 
God leads (hem. Hence tlie discovery of so much of 
the world by sea. Bcncction on Commerce. The voy¬ 
age of Solomon. A description of the glory of Tvre, 
the most commercial mart of the early world. Tyrian 
discoveries in the Mediterranean; voyages to the coast 
of Italy and Spain, to the Straits, and from thence to 
Britain. 

Tyre is destroyed, and the thought naturally arises, 
that Britain, which, at the time of the splendour of the 
maritime Tyrians, was an obscure island, is now at tlic 
summit of maritime renown; while Tyre is a ]ilacc 
where only « the fisherman dries his nct.» This leads 
to a culogium on England; and the book concludes 
with the triiimplis of lier Beets and armies on that very 
shore where science, and art, and commerce, and ma¬ 
ritime renown, first arose. 

This digression, introducing the siege of Acre, ap¬ 
peared to the author not only natural, but in some mea¬ 
sure necessary, to break the uniformity of the subject. 

I 

I BOOK 111 

' Commences with the feelings excited by the conclu¬ 
sion of the last, by a warm wish that England may for 
agt'S retain her elevated rank. This leads to the consi¬ 
deration of her naval opulence, wltich carries us back 
to the subject wc had left—the fate of Tyre. 

The history of the empires succeeding Tyre is touched 
on: the fall of her destroyer, Babyloq; the succession 
of Cyrus; the character of Cyrus, and his want of en¬ 
larged policy, having so many means of encouraging 
commerce; his ill-fated expedition to the East-Indics. 

Alexander the Great first conceives the idea of estab¬ 
lishing a vast maritime empire: in his march of con¬ 
quest, proceeds to the last river of the Panjab, the 11 y« 
pliasis, wltich descends into the Indus, the sources of 
which are near the mountains of Caucasus, where the 
ark rested. 

The Indian account of the Deluge, it is well known, 
resembles most wonderfully the history of Moses. When 
Alexander can proceed no farther, poetical fiction intro- 
‘duces the person of a Brahman, who relates the history 
of the Deluge: viz. that one sacred man was, in this 
part of the world, mtracu/otiJ^/ preserved by an ark; 
the farther march of the conqueror, towards the holy 


THK SPIRIT or DISCOVERY pY SEA. 


spot, U deprecated: his best ^lory shall be derived from 
(he sea, and from uniting either world in commerce. 
Alexander is animated with the idea; and his fleet, un¬ 
der Nearclius, proceeds down the Indus to the sea. This 
forms a middle, connected witli the account of the de¬ 
luge, book first. 

BOOK IV. 

Nearchus’ voyage being accomplished, and Alexandria 
now complete, Commerce is ri'prescnted standing on 
the Phams, and calling to all nations. Thu tide of com¬ 
merce would have flowed still iu the track pointed out 
by the sagacity of Alexander, but a wider scene, beyond 
the ancient world, opens to the view of Discovery. The 
use of the magnet is discovered; and Henry of Portugal 
prosecutes the plan of opening a piissiigc along the coast 
of Africa to the East. One of his ships in its return 
from the expedition has been driven from Cape Dojador 
(the forijiidablc bound<iry of the Portuguese research) 
hy a storm at sea. The isle, afterwards called Porto 
S.into, is discovered. The circumstance related; but 
the extraordinary appearance of a supernatural shade 
over tlic watci^ at a distance excites many fears and 
superstitions. The attempt, however, to penetrate the 
mystery, is resolved on. Zarco reaches the island of 
Aladeiru; tomb found; which introduces the Episode. 
At the tomb of the first discoverer (whether this he 
f.niciriil, or not, is nothing to poctrv) the Spirit of 
Discovery casts Iter eyes over the globe; she pursues 
Da Gama to the East; history of Gamouiis touched on; 
Columbus; sees with triumpli the discovery of a new 
world, and from thence extends her ideas till the great 
globe is encompassed; after which she returns to the 
■ tranquil bosom of the Tliarnes,! with Drake, the first 
circumnavigator, whose ship, after its various perils, 
being laid up in the Thames, gives rise to some brief 
concluding reflections. 

BOOK V. 

Hitherto we have described only the triumphs of 
Discovery; but it appears necessary that many inci¬ 
dental evils, particular and general, should be mentioned. 
Fate, and miserable end, of some great commanders,— 
of our g.allant and benevolent countryman, Cook. After 
the natural feelings of regret, the mind is led to con¬ 
template the great advantages of his voyages: the liealUi 
of seamen; the accessions to geographical knowledge; 
the spirit of humanity and science; his exploring the 
cast part of New-Ilolland; and being the first to de¬ 
termine the proximity of America to Asia. This cir¬ 
cumstance leads us back from the point whence we set 
out—the ark of Noah; and hence we are partly enabled 
to solve, what has been for so many ages unknown, the 
difficulty respecting the earth-s being peopled from one 
family. 

Th% Poem having thus gained a middle and end, 
the conclusion of the whole is, that as this uncertainty 
in Uie pliysical world has been by Discovery cleared 
up, so all tile apparent contradictions in the moral world 
sli.ill be reconciled. We have yet many existing evils 
to deplore; but when the Supreme Disposer’s plan shall 
have been coniplctccl, then the earth, winch has been 
explored and enlightened by discovery and knowledge, 
shall be destroyed; but the mind of man, rendered at 


fast perfect, shall endure througl 
his ways from whom it sprung. i 


Such is the outline and plan of the following Poem. 

I have felt myself obliged to give Ihis hasty Analysis, 
thinking that self-defence almost required it, lest a 
careless reader might charge me with carelessness of 
arrangement. 

I must again beg it to be remembered, that History 
and Poetry are two things; and that the Poet has a 
right to build his system, not on what is eMct truth, 
Luton what is, at least, plausible; what will form, in 
the clearest manner, a whole; and what is most sus¬ 
ceptible of poetical ornament. 


BOOK I. 


Awakr a louder and a loftier Strain ! 
beloved Harp, whose tones have oft beguiled 
My solitary sorrows, when 1 left 
The scene of happier hours, and wander'd far^ 

A pale and drooping stranger; I have sat 
(While evening listen'd to the convent's bell) 

On the wild margin of the Hliiiic, and woo’d 
Thy sympathies, « a-we«iry of the world,* ‘ 

And I have found with thee sad fellowship, 

Yet always sweet, whene’er my languid hand 
Pass'd c.irelessly o'er the responsive wires, 

>Yhile unambitious of the laurcU'd meed 
That crowns the gifted bard, I only ask'd 
Some stealing melodies the heart might love, 

And a brief sonnet to beguile my tears! 

But I had hope that one day I might wake 
Thy strings to higher utterance; and now 
Bidding adieu to glens, and woods, and streams, 

And turning where, magnificent :ind vast, 

Main Ocean bursts upon my sight, I strike,— 

Rapt in the thisme on which 1 long have mused,— 
Strike the loud lyre, and as tlic blue waves rock. 

Swell to their solemn roar the deep’ning chords. 

Lift thy indignant billows high, proclaim 
Tliy terrors, Spirit of the hoary seas! 

1 sing ihy dread dominion, amid wrecks, 

And storms, and howling solitudes, to Man 
Submitted : awful shade of Camoens* 

Bend from the clouds of llcav’n ! 

By the bold tones ^ 

Of minstrelsy, that o'er the unknown surge 
(Where never daring sail before was spread) 

Echoed, and startled from his long repose 
Til’ indignant Phantom 4 of the stormy Cape; (i) 

O let me think now in the winds 1 hear 

Thy animating tones, whilst I pursue 

With ardent, hopes, like thee, my vent’rous way, 

* Shalupeore. 

^ See ibe liaoutiful Naval Poem of CAHoiiia. 

* I bopo tbia idea may be allowed, tlioogh Camoens did oot Mii 
wilb Da Gama, aod it U not liUierlcallf true. 

* S:'e bfa deacrlpiioa of Uia dreadful Phaalom si ibe Cape of 
Good Hope. 
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And bid the seas resound my son^f! And tUou» 

Father of Albion’s streams, majestic Thames, 

Amid the clitt'nng scene, whose long-drawn wave 
Goes noiseless, yet with conscious pride, beneath 
The thronging vessels' shadows (nor through scenes 
More fair, the yellow Tagus, or the Nile, 

«That ancient river,n winds). Thou to the strain 
Shall haply listen, that records the might 
Of ocean, like a Giant at thy feet 
Vanquish'd, and yielding to thy gentler state 
The aucient sceptre of his dread domain! 

All was one waste of waves, that buried deep 
Earth and its multitudes: the Ark alone. 

High on the cloudy van of Ararat, 

Rested; for now the death-commission'd storm 
Sinks silent, and the eye of day looks out 
Dim through the haze, while short successive gleams 
Flit o'er the face of deluge as it shrinks, 

Or the transparent rain-drops, falling few, 

Distinct and larger glisten. So tlic Ark 
Rests upon Ararat; (a) but nought around 
Its inmates can behold, save o’er tli’ expanse 
Of boundless waters, tlie Sun’s orient orb 
Stretching the hull’s long shadow, or the Moon 
In silence, through the silvcr-cincturcd clouds. 

Sailing, as she herself were lost, and left 
In Nature's loneliness! 

But oh, sweet Hope I 
Thou bidst a tear of holy ecsiacy 
Start to their eye-lids, when at night the Dove, 

Weary, returns, and lo! aa olive leaf 
Wet in her bill: again she is put forth, 

When the seventh morn shines on the hoar abyss:— 
Due evening comes: her wings are heard no more! 

The dawn awakes, not cold and dripping sad. 

But cheer'd with lovelier sunshine; far away 
The dark-red mountains slow llieir naked peaks 
Upheave above the waste : Imaus < ( 3 ) gleams: 

Fume the huge torrents on his desert sides: 

Till at the awful voice of Hjis who rules 
The storm, the ancient Father and his train 
• On the dry land descend.» 

Here let us pause.— 

No noise in the vast circuit of the globe 
Is heard; no sound of human stirring; none 
Of pasturing herds, or wandering flocks; nor song 
Of birds that solace the forraken woods 
From mom till eve; nor echo of a voice 
Or footstepIn that spot alone that holds 
The sacred Ark, there the glad sounds ascend. 

And Nature listens to the breath of Life. 

The fleet horse bounds, bigh-neighing to the wind 
That lifts his streaming mane; the heifer lows; 

Loud sings the lark amid the rainbow hues; 

The lion ramps in muttering joyance : Man 
Cktmes forth; Le kneels on earih^he kisses it; 

And to the Goo who stretch’d the radiant.bow. 

Raises his trembling Mosports: 

From one spot 

Alone of earth such sounds ascend : How changed 

■ Part eftibe aMBataiaess laage of the vait lultaa Caocasui, 
wbate <ka Ark tnui. 


The human prospect! when from reahn to realm, 

From shore to shore, from isle to farthest isle 
Flung to the stormy main, man’s murmuring race, ' 
Various and countless as the shells that strew 
The ocean’s winding marge, are spread; from shores 
Sinensian, * where the passing proas gleam 
Innum’rous mid the floating villages 
To Acapulco west, where laden deep 
With gold and gems rolls the superb galleon, 

Shadowing the smooth Pacific : from the North, 

Where on some snowy promontory’s height 
The Lapland wizard beats his drum, and calls 
The spirits of the winds, to th’ utmosl South, 

Where savage Fuego ^ shoots its cold white peaks. 
Dreariest of lands, and .he poor Peclieraisf ( 4 ) 

Shiver and moan along its waste of snows. 

So stirs the Earth; and for the Ark that pass’d 
Alone and darkling o’er rlie dread abyss. 

Ten thousand and ten thousand barks are seen 
Fervent and glancing on the friths and sounds ; 

From the Bermudian ^ that, with masts inclined, 

Shoots like a dart along, to the tall ship 
That, like a stately swan, in conscious pride. 

Breasts beautiful the rising surge, and throws 
The gather’d waters back, and seems lo move 
A living thing, along her lucid way 
Streaming in silent glory to the sun! 

Some waft the treasures of the East; some bear 
Their country's dark artillery o’er the surge 
Frowning;—some in the Southern solitudes, 

Bound on discovery of new regions, spread, 

’Mid rocks of driving icc, that crash around, 

Their weather-beaten mainsail: or explore 
Their perilous way from isle to isle, and wind 
The tender social tie; connecting man, 

Wherever scatter'd, with his fellow man. 

How many ages roll’d away, ere thus. 

From Nature’s general wreck the world's great scene 
Was tenanted! See from their dark abode, 

At Ucav’n’s dread voice (heard, mid the solitude, 

As ill beginning of created things) 

The sad survivors of a buried world 

Come forth : on them, though desolate their seat, 

The day looks down as sweet, as now the sun. 

That to the West slopes his untired career, 

Hangs o'er the water's brim. The aged Sire, 

Slow rising from his evening sacrifice, 

Amid his offiipring stands, and lifts his eyes, 

Moist with a tear to the bright bow: the fire 
Yet on (he altar burns, whose trailing fume 
Goes slowly up, and marks the lucid cope 
Of the soft sky, where distant clouds hang still 
And beautiful. So placid Evening steals 
After the lurid storm, like a sweet form 
Of fairie following a pertuibed shape 
Of giant terror, that in darkness strode. 

Slow sinks the lord of day; the clust’ring clouds* 

More ardent burn; confusion of rich hues, * 

‘ Chioi. 

* Owtag to tlio groftt pepalstiOD oF Cblon, nioy live slmott ooa- 
•UBtly Id boBU, which form a tort of village on the water. 

s The farthoit Inbabtiod iasd to tbe Sooth of the Anerioio Con-. 
llnOBt; perhaps the nott horrid tpot iu the globe. 

* See BoDCAiKTii.tK’« Voyage. 

* Tbe awlftett of all vetaelt, bofli at Bernadat; tbe loaiti are 
abort, and laelinlag Sowaidi the ttora. 
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Crimson, and gold, and purple, brijjlit inlay 
Their varied edges; till before the eye, 

As their last lustre fades, small silver stars 
Succeed; and twinkling each in its own sphere, 

Thick as the frost's unnumber'd spangles, strew 
The slowly-paling hcav'ns. 

Now sunk in sleep 

Heclines the Father of the world; the Moon 
Meantime mounts high in beauty; every cloud 
Retires, as in the blue space she moves on 
Amid the fulgent orbs supreme, and looks 
The queen of heQv*n and- earth. Stilly the streams 
Retiring sound ; midnight's high hollow vault 
Faint echoes—stilly sound the distant streams.-^ 

When hark, a strange and mingled wail, and cries 
As of ten thousand thousand perishing! 

A Phantom, mid the shadows of the dead, 

Before the holy Patriarch, as he slept. 

Stood terrible :—Dark as a storm it stood 
OF thunder and of winds, like hollow sras 
Remote; meantime a voice was beard :—■ Behold, 
Noah, the foe of thy weak race! my name 
Destruction! whom tliy sons in yonder plains 
Sliall worship, and all grim, with mooned horns 
Paint fabling :* When the flood from off the earth 
Before it swept the living multitudes, 

I rode amid the hurricane; I heard 
The universal shriek of all that lived. 

In vain they climb’d the rocky heights ‘—I struck 
The adamantine mountains, and like dust 
They crumbled in the billowy foam. My hall, 

Deep in the centre of the seas, received 

The victims as they sunk! Then, with dark joy 

I sat amid ten thousand carcasses. 

That welter'd at my feet! But thou and thine 
Have braved my utmost fury: What remains 
But Vengeance, Vengeance on thy hated race?— 

And he tliat sheltering shrine the instrument! 

Thence, taught to stem the wild sea when it roars, 

Tn after-times to lands remote, where roam’d 
The naked man and his poor progeny, 

They, more instructed in the fatal use 
Of arts and arms, shall ply their way; and thou 
Wouldst bid the great deep cover thee to sec 
I The sorrows of thy miserable sons: 

But turn, and view in part the truths I speak.n 

lie said, and vanish'd with a dismal sound 
Of lamentation from his grisly troop. 

Then saw the just man in his dream what seem’d 
A new and savage land : Huge forests stretch'd 
Their world of wood, shading like night the banks 
Of torrent-foaming rivers, many a league 
Wand’ring and lost in solitudes; green isles 
^ Here Aone, and scatter’d huts beneath the shade 
Of branching palms were seen; whilst in the sun 
A naked infant playing, stretch’d his hand 
I To reach a speckled snake, that through the leaves 
Oft darted, or its shining volumes roll’d 
. Arausive. 

* See account of Hatagnlra, the Eutera god of Detuvetron, iu 
ia 40 ijcs'i Indian Antlqititist. 


j From the woods a sable man 

Came, as from hunting; in his arms he took 
The smiling child, that with the feathers play'd 
Which nodded on his brow; the sheltering hut 
Received them, and the cheerful smoke went up 
Above the silent woods. 

Anon was heard 

The sound as of strange thunder, from the mouths 
Of hollow engines, ( 5 ) as, with white sails spread. 

Tall vessels, hull’d like the great Ark, approach’d 
The verdant shores:—They, in a woody cove 
Safe-station’d, hang their pennants motionless 
Beneath the palms. Meantime, with shouts and song, 
The boat rows hurrying to the land ; nor long 
£re the great sea for many a league is tinged, 

While corpse on corpse, down the red torrent roll'd, (G) 
Floats, and the inmost forests murmur ■ Blood.* 

Now vast savannahs meet the view, where high 
Above the arid grass the serpent lifts 
Ills tawny crestNot far a vessel rides 
Upon the sunny main, and to the shore 
Black savage tribes a mournful captive urge, 

Who looks at lleav’n with anguish. Him they cast 
Bound in the rank hold of the prison-ship, 

With many a sad associate in despair, 

Kach panting cliain’d to his allotted space ; 

And moaning, whilst their wasted cyc-balls roll. 

Another sight appears: tlic naked slave 
Writhes to tlie bloody lash; but more to view 
Nature forbad, for starting from his dream 
The just Man woke. Shuddering he gazed around; 

He saw the earliest beam of morning shine 
Slant on the hills without; he heard the breath 
Of placid kine, hut troubled thoughts and sad 
Arose. He wander’d forth ; and now far on, 

By heavy musings led, reach’d a ravine 
Most wild amid the icrapest-riven rocks, 

Through whose dark pass he saw the flood remote 
Grey-spreading, while the mists of morn went up. 

He paused; when on his lonely path-way flash d 
A light, and sounds as of approaching wings 
Instant were heard. A radiant form appear d 
Celestial, and with gentle accent said— 
u Noah, I come commission’d from above, 

Where Angels move before the eternal throne 
OF Heav'n’s great King in glory, to dispel 
The mists of darkness from thy sight; for know, 

Not unpermitted of the Eternal One 
The shadows of thy melancholy dream 
Hung o'er thee slumbering: Mine the task to show 
Futurity's faint scene;—now follow me.* 

lie said; and up to the unclouded height 
Of that great Eastern mountain,* (7) that surveys 
Dim Asia, they asceuded. Then his brow 
The Angel touch’d, and clear’d with whisper’d charm 
The mortal mists before his eyes:—At once 
(As in the skiey mirage,* when tlie seer 
From lonely Kilda’s (8) western summit sees 
A wondrous scene in shadowy vision rise) 

The nether world, with seas and shores, appear’d 

* Illniioa of Viiioih 
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Submitted to his view: but not as then 
A melancholy waste, deformed and sad, 

But fair as now the green earth spreads, with woods, 
Champaign, and hitls, and many-winding streams 
nobfd, the magniOcent illusion rose. 

He saw in masy longitude devolved 
The mighty Brahma-Pooter;(()) to the East, 

Thibet and China, and the shining sea 
That sweeps the inlets of Japan, and winds 
Amid the Curile and Aleutian isles,(io) 

High to the North. Siberia's snowy lu'enus 
Are spread ; Jenisca and the freezing Oh 
Appear, and many a forest’s shady track 
Far as the Baltic, and the utmost bouiuls 
Of Scandinavia; thence the eye returns; 

And lo! great Lebanon, abrupt and dark 
\\ ith pines, and airy (^rmcl, rising slow 
Above the midland main, where hang the capos 
Of Italy and Greece: swart Africa, 

Beneath the parching sun, her long domain 
Reveals, the mountains of the Moon, (i i) the source 
Of Nilc,(i ?) the wild mysterious Niger,(i 3 ) lost 
Amid the torrid sands; and to the South 
Her stormy cape. Beyoud the misty main 
The weary eye scarce wanders, when behold 
Plata, through vaster lerritoiy potirM ; (i^) 

And Antl<*s,(i 5 ) sweeping the lioriiou's tract! 
illi;;htiest of mountains! Thou wliose waste of snows 
Feels not the nearer sun; whose umbrage oliills 
The unheard orcan; whose volcano-fires 
A thousand nations view, hung like the moon 
Ili(5h in the middle waste of heaven; thy range. 
Shading far off the southern hemisphere, 

Then but a dusky line appear’d. 

So spread 

Before our great Forefather’s view the globe 
Appear’d; with seas, and sli idy continents, 

And verdant ides, and mountains lifting dark 
Their forests, and indenting rivers, pour’d 
In silvery maze. And m lol* the Angel said, 

« These scenes, 0 Noah! thy posterity 
Shall people; but remote and scatter’d wide. 

They shall forget their God, and see no trace, 

Save dimly, of their Great Original. 

Rude caves shall be their dwelling: till willi noise 
Of multitudes, imperial cities rise. 

But the Arch Fiend, the foe of God and man, 

Shall Uing his spells; and ’mid illusions drear, 

Blear Superstition shall arise, the earth 
Eclipsing-—Deep in caves, vault within vault(il>) 

Far winding; or in night of thickest woods, 
here no bird sings; or ’mid huge circles grey 
Of uncouth stone, her aspect wild, and pale 
As the terrific flame that near her burns, 

She her mysterious riles, 'mid hymns and cries, 

Shall w^ke, and to her shapeless idols, vast 
And smear d with blood, or shrines of lust, shall load 
Her vot'ries maddening as she waves her torch 
Witli visage more expanded to the groans 
Of human sacrifice. 

• Nor think that love 
And baf^iness shall dwell in vales remote: 

Thii man shall sec the glorious sun, 

And Jfkm it but enlightens his poor isle, 


litd ill the watery waste; cold on his limbs 
The occan-spniy shall beat; his Deities 
Shall he the stars, the thunder, and the winds: ■ 
And if a sU'angor on his rugged shores 
Be cast, his offer’d blood pollutes the strand. 

• 0 wretched man! who then shall raise thcc up 
From this thy dark estate, forlorn and lost?* 

The P.-itriuicli said: 

The Angel answer'd mild, 

■ His God, who destined him to noblest ends! 

Rut mutual intercourse shall stir at first 
The sunk and groveling spirit, and from sleep 
The sullen enei^ies of man rouse up, 

As of a shimb’ring giant. He shall walk 
Sublime amid tiie works of Heaven; the earth 
Shall own his wide dominion ; the great sea 
, Sh.ill toss in vain its roaring waves; liis eye 
Shalt scan the bright orbs as they roll ntiove, 
Glorious, and his expanding heart shall burn, 

As wide and wider in nuignifirencc 

The vast scene opens; in the winds and clouds, 

The seas, and circling planets, he shall see 
Tl>e shadow of a dread Ahniglity move. 

Th(>n shall the Day-spring rise, before whose beam 
The darkness of the w'urld is past: for, hark! 

Seraphs and Angel-choirs with symphonies 
Accl.-iiming of ten thousand gohlun harps, 

Amid the buisUug clouds of heaven reveal'd, 

At once in glory jubilant—they sing 
God the Redeemer livcih! He who took 
Man's nature on him, and hi human shroud 
Veil’d his immortal glory! 11 c is risen— 

God tlic Redeemer liveth I and behold 
The gates of life and immortality 
Open'd to all tliat hreatlie! 

fe O might tiic strains 
Rut win the world to love! meek Charily 
Should lift her looks, and smile; and with faint voice 
The weary pilgrim of the earth exclaim, 

As close his cye-Iids, ‘Death, where is thy sting? 

O Grave! where is thy victory?' 

a And ye, 

Whom ocean’s melancholy wastes divide, 

Who slumber lo tlic sullen surge, awake. 

Break forth into thanksgiving, for the liark 
That roll'd upon the desert deep, shall bear 
The tidings of great joy to all that live, 

Tidings of life and light.* 

« O! were those men 

(The Patriarch raised his drooping looks, and said) 
Such in iny dream 1 saw, who lo the isles 
And peaceful sylvan scenes o'er the wide seas 
Went buoyant; then their murderous instrumeivls 
Lifted, tliat flash’d to the iodignaot sun, 

Whilst the poor native diedO! were those Men 
Instructed in the laws of holier love 
Thou hast display'd?* 

The Angel meek replied, 

> Call rather Fiends of Hell those who abuse 
The mercies they receive: that such, indeed, 
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On whom the light of clearer knowledge beama,. 

Should wander forth, and for the tender voice 
Of Charity, slioiild scatter crimes and woe, 

And drench, where'er they pau, tlie earth with blood, 
Might make e’en Angels weep! 

« But the poor tribes 

That groan'd and died, deem not them innocent 
As injured; more ensanguined rites and deeds * 

Of deepest stain were theirs; and what if God, 

So to approve his justice, and exact 
Must even retribution, blood for blood, 

Bid forlli the Anget of the storm of death! 

• Thou saw's!, indeed, (17) the seeming innocence 
Of Man the savage; but thou saw'st not all. 

Behold the scene more near! Hear the shrill whoop 
Of murderous war! Sec tribes on neighbour tribes 
Busb bowling, their red hatchets wielding high, 

And shouting to their harb’rous Gods. Behold 

The captive, bound, yet vaunting direst hate. 

And mocking his tunnontors, while they gash 
Ills flesh unshrinking, tear bis eyeballs, burn 
Ills beating breast! Hear the dark temples ring 
To groans and hymns of murderous sacriricc; 

Where the stern priest, the rites of horror done, 

With hollow-mutter'd hymn lifts up the iienrt 
Of the last victim, mid the yelling throng, 

^>uiveriug, and red, and recking to ihe8un!’(iS) 

• Bcclaim'd by gradual intercourse, his heart 
Warm’d with new sympathies, the forcst^rhief 
Shall cast the bleeding hatchet to his gods 

Of darkness, and one Lord of all adore— 

Maker of Heaven and earth, ■ 

■ Let it suffice. 

He hath permitted evil for awhile 

To mingle its deep hues and sable shades 

Amid life's fair perspective, as thou saw’st 

Of late the black'ning clouds; hut in the end 

All these shall roll away, and evening still ' 

Come smilingly, while the great sun looks down ! 

On the illumined scene. So Charity 

Sliall smile un all the earth, and Nature’s Lord 

Look down upon his works; and while far off 

The shrieking night-fiends fly, one voice shall rise 

From shore to shore, from isle to furthest isle. 

Glory to Goo on high, and on earth peace. 

Peace and good-will to Men. 

«Thou rest in hope. 

And Him with meekness and with trust adore!« 

He said, and spreading bright his ampler wing, 

Flew to the heav'n of heav’ns; the meek man bow’d 
Adoring, and, with pensive thoughts resign'd, 

Bent frftm the aching height his lonely way. 

^ Tbi btoody ritoa of ike Mexicaiia, ikeir cruellies to tbeir |iri- 
•onera. their buteburing iscriticM, »etiiutid to cftll dowa ibu %en- 
OeuDCi orilodVHQ, 

, * Such were ihu horrid coetoau sod ritei of iho astive Ameri- 
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On for a view, as from that cloudless height 
Where the great Patriarch gazed upon the woild. 

Ills offspring’s future seat, back on the vale 
Of years departed! We might then behold 
Thebes, from her sleep of ages, awful rise, 

Like an imperial shadow, from the Nile, 

To airy harpiugs; ‘ (ig) and with lifted torch 
Scatter the darkness through tlie labyrinths 
Of death, where rest her kings, without a name. 

And light the winding caves and pyramids 
In the long night of years! We might behold 
Edom, > in towery strength, miijcstic rise, 

And awe the Erythrean, to the plains 
Where Migdol frown'd, and B.'inl-zeplion stood, ^ (7.0) 
Before whose naval shrine the Memphian host 
And Pharaoh’s pomp was shatter’d!—As her fleets 
From Ezion vi*ent seaward, to the sound 
Of shouts nud brazen trumpets, we might say, 

■> How glorious, Edom, in thy ships art tbou, 

And mighty as the rushing winds!* 

But night 

Is on the mournful scene: a voire is heard, 

As of the dead, from hollow sepulchres, 

And echoing caverns of the Nile, ■ so pass 
The shades of mortal glory!* One pure ray 
From Sinai bursts (where God of old reveal’d 
His glory, through the darkness terrible 
That sat on the dread mount), and we descry 
Thy sons, O Noah, peopling wide the scene, 

From Shinaar’s plain to Egypt. 

Let the song 

Ueveal, who first « went down to the great sea 
In ships,n and braved the stormy element. 

The Sous of Gusli. 4 —Still fearful of the flood, (21) 
Tlicy oil the marble range and cloudy heights 
Of iliat vast mountanous barrier (that tow’rs 
High o'er the Bed Sea coast, and stretches on 
With tlic sea-line of Africa’s Southern bounds 
To Sofala) delved in the granite mass 
Their dark abode, spreading from rock to rock 
Their subterranean cities, while they beard, 

Secure, the rains of vext Orion rush. 

Embolden’d they descend, and now tbeir fanes 
On Egypt's champaign darken, whilst the noise 
Of caravans is heard, and pyramids 
In the pale distance gleam: Imperial Tltelies (ai) 

Starts, like a giant, from the dust; as when 
Some dread enchanter waves his wand, and tow’rs, 

And palaces, far in the sandy wilds 

Uprise! and still, her sphinxes, huge and high, 

Her marble wrecks colossal, seem to speak 
The work of some great arm invisible, 

* Alluiive IQ the burp* foaud tn tho caverna of Tliehus. 

• a Edoai, wboae nivlijotora wero Aiamoniana had bur port to tbe 
Wcfiorn, prior to that on tbe Eaatern branch of tbu Red Sea. 

• > Tbu only certain biatory of the earlieat state of nan is tb« 
Mosaic. 

* The Ciilhilot inhabited tho granite rocks streirbiog nloog tbe 
Red Sea, bordering Ethiopia. Tbctr caves are seen to this day.— 
Si'e Dauci. 
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Sdrpasung human strength; while toiling Time, 

That sways his desolating scythe so vast, 

And weary Havoc murmuring at his side, 

Smite them in vain. (a 3 ) Heard ye tlie mystic song 
Resounding from her caverns, as of yore? 

« Sing to Osiris, (34) for his ark 
No more in night profound, 

Of ocean, fathomless and dark, 

Typhon has sunk! (aS) Aloud the sistrums ring— 
Osiris!—To our god Osiris sing!— 

And let the midnight shore our rites of joy resound!»' 

Thee,> great restorer of the world, the song 
Darkly described, and that mysterious shrine (36) 

That bore thee o'er the desolate abyss, 

When the earth sunk with all its noise! 

So taught, 

The bord'rcrs of the Erythraean launch’d 

Their barks, and to the shores of Araby 

First their brief voyage stretch’d, and thence return’d , 

With .aromatic gums, or spicy wealth 

Of India. Prouder triumphs yet await, 

For lo! where Ophir’s gold unburied shines (37) 

New to the sun; hut perilous the way, 

O'er Ariana’s .speclred wilderness, (aS) ! 

Where scarce the patient Ciimcl—scarce endures | 
The long long solitude and rocks and sands. 

Parch'd, faint, and sinking, in his mid-day track. I 

I 

I 

But see! upon the shore, great Ammon^ stands, 
tf he the deep open’d.* At liis voice the deep 1 

Is open’d; and the shading ships that ride ^ 

With statelier masts and ampler hulls the seas, 

Have pass’d the Str.ilts, and left the rocks and gates 
Of Death .4 Where Asia’s cape the autumnal surge 
Throws black'ning back, beneath a hollow cove. 

Awhile the mariners their fcaiful course 
Ponder, ere yet they tempt the further <lccp; 

Then plunged into the sullen main, they cast 
The youthful victim,^ (39) to the dismal Gods 
Devoted, whilst the smoke of sacrifice 
Slowly ascends: 

« Hear, King of Ocean, hear, 

Dark Phantom! whether in thy secret cave 
Thou sitiest, where the deeps are fathomless. 

Nor hear’st the water's hum, lliougli all above 
Is uproar loud; or on the widest waste, 

Far from all land, movest in the noon-tide sun 
With dread and lonely shadow; or on high 
Dost ride upon the whirling spires, and fume 
Of that enormous volume, that ascends 
Black to the skies, and with the thunder’s roar 
Bursts while the waves far on are still: 0 hear, 

Dread Power, and save 1 lest hidden eddies whirl 

* When the AfflptUni found the Ark, their espreulon wei, ■ Let 
^ne rejoice, we hSTefonnd the lost OiirU.* 

* Oeirle^.Voeb. 

> AaneD, acoerdlns to Sir Iiauc Newton, wee the flrtt that boilt 
Isrfio ehipe, and patted the Streitt. 

* The Wtreoce latotbe Red Sea wet called the Geu ofeniirtion, 
and the roekt the Place of burial, alluding to the dengert of the na- 

^Baoca. 

^fptiaat taerlSeod a heaaiifol youth, n ■(ranger.—See 
PurssMI A/fMh 9i 0$lr. 


The helpless vessels down,—down to the deeps 
Of night, where thou, O Father of the Storm! 

Dost sleep; or thy vast stature might appear 
High o'er the flashing waves, and (as thy beard 
Stream'd to the cloudy winds) pass o’er their track. 
And they arc seen no more; or monster-birds 
Dark’ning, with pennons lank, the morn, might bear 
The victims to some desert rock, and leave 
Their scatter’d bones (0 whiten in the winds !■ 

The Ocean-Gods, with sacrifice appeased, 
Propitious smile: the thunder’s roar is ceased,* 
Smootli and in silence o’er the azure'realm 
The tall ships glide along, for the South-West 
Checrly and steady blows, and the blue seas 
Beneath the shadow sparkle; on they speed. 

The long coast varies as they pass, from cove 
To sheltering cove, the long coast winds away; 

Till now embolden'd by the unvarying gale, 

Still urging to the East, the sailors deem 
Some God^ inviting swells their willing sails, 

Or Destiny's fleet dragons through the surge 
Cut their mid-way, yoked to the beaked prows 
Unseen ! 

Night after night the heav’ns’ still cope. 
That glows with stars, they watch, till morning bears 
Airs of sweet fragrance o'er the yellow tide; 

Then Malabar her green declivities 
Hangs beauteous, beaming to the eye afar 
T/ike scenes of pictured bliss, the shadowy land 
Of soft enchantment. Now Salmala’s penk^ 

Shines high in air, and Ceylon's dark-green woods 
Beneath arc spread; while, as the strangers wind 
Along the curving shores, sounds of delight 
Are heard; and birds of richest plumage—red 
And yellow, glance along the shades ; or fly 
Willi morning twitlcr, circling o'er the mast. 

As singing welcome to the weary crew. 

Here rest, till westering galcs 4 again invite. 

Then o’er the line of level seas glide on 
, (As the green deities of ocean guide) 

' Till Ophir’s distant hills spring from the main, 

And their long labours cease. 

Hence Asia slow 

ITcr length unwinds; and Siam and Ceylon 
Through wider channels pour their gems and gold 
To swell the pomp of Egypt’s kings, or deck 
With new magnificence the rising dome^ 

Of Palestine’s Imperial Lord. ( 3 o) 

Ills wants 

To satisfy; ■ with comelier draperies,* 

To clotlie his shivering form; to bid his arm 
Burst, like the Patagonian’s,^ (he vain cords (. 5 t) 

That hound his untried strength; to nurse the flume 
Of wider lieart-ennobling sympathies,— ** 

For this young Commerce roused the energies 


< Ths breaking np of the MoDMon. 

> Nac Deal Iniersit. nisi digaat viodlce nodat. 

* The lofty rock of Ceytoo, called (he Foot of Adam. 

* Change of tbuMonMoo. 

■ Temple of Solomon, 

■ Alluding to ihe itory of Petagonlaat hunting their eorda when 
taken. 
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Of mnn; else rolling back, stagnant and foul, * 

Like the great element on which hie ehi]» 

Go forth, without the currente^winde and tides 
That swell it, as with awful life, and keep 
From rank putrescence the long-moving mass: 

\nd He, the sovereign Maker of the world. 

So to excite man’s high activities, 

Bade various climes their various produce pour: 

On Asia's plain, mark where the cotton-tree 
Hangs elegant its golden gems; the date 
Sits purpling the soft lucid haze, that lights 
The still, pale, sultry landscape; breathing sweet 
Along old Ocean’s billowy marge, the Eve 
B4:ars spicy fragrance far; the bread-fruit shades 
The Southern isles; and gems, ami Holiest ore, 

Lurk in the cavern'd mountains of the West.* 

With ampler shade the Northern oak uplifts 
llis strength, itself a forest, and descends 
Proud to the world of waves, to bear afar 
The wealth collected, on the swelling tides 
To every land:—Where Nature seems to mourn 
Her rugged outcast rocks, tlierc Enterprise 
Leaps up; he gazes, like a god around: 
lie sees on other plains rich harvests wave; 

Uc murks far off the diamond blaze; he burns 
To reach the glittering prize; he looks; he speaks; 

The pines of Lebanon fall at his voice; 

He roars the tow’ring mast; o'er the long main 
He wanders, and becomes, himself though poor, 

The sovereign of the globe. 

So Sidon rose; 

And Tyre, yet prouder o’er the subject waves 
(When in his manlier might the Ammonian spread^ 
Beyond Phillstia to tlic Syrian sands), 

Crown'd on her rocky citadel, beheld 
The treasures of all lands pour’d at her feet. 

Her daring prows the inland main disclosed— 

Freedom and Glory, Eloquence, and Arts, 

Follow their track, upspringing where they pass’d; 

Till lo! another Thebes, an Atliens springs, 

From the Egcan shores, and airs are heard, 

As of no mortid melody, from isles 

That strew the deep around! on to the Straits 

Where tow'rthe brazen pillars ^ to the clouds, 

Her vessels ride. But, ah 1 what sliivcring doubt 
Quell'd their bold hopes when on their watch by night 
The mariners first saw the distant flames 
Of d^tna, and its red portentous glare 
Streaking the midnight waste! T is not thy lamp, 
Astart^, hung in the dun vault of night, 

To guide the wanderers of the main! Aghast 
They eye the fiery cope, and wait the dawn. 

Huge pitchy clouds up shoot, and bursting fires 
Flash through the horrid volume as it mounts; 

Voices are heard, and thunders muttering deep. 
Hastc^snatch the oars—fly o’er the glimm’ring surge— 
Fly fai^already louder thunders roll, 

And more terrific flames arise. 0 spare. 

Dread Power! for sure some Deity abides 
Deep in the central earth, amidst the reek 
Of sacrifice, and thick sulphureous fume 

* ' America. 

^ • The Cmbitfli, ipreadine the coait of Syria, 

* formed the great Ammonlin naiion. 

* Plllsre of Herculei. 


Involved. Perhaps the living Moloch » there 
Rules in his horrid empire, amid flames, 

Thunders, and blick'ning volumes, that ascend 
And wrap his burning throne! 

So was the track, 

To those who first the cheerless oceau roam'd, 

Darken'd willi dread and peril. Scylla here, 

And fell Charybdis, on their whirling gulf 
Sit, like the sisters of despair, and howl, 

As the devoted ship, dash’d on the crags, 

Goes down ; and oft the neighbour shores are screw’d 
With bones of strangers sacrificed, wliose bark, 
Beneath the watch-tower’s melancholy light, ( 3 a) 

Was founder’d; Ileucc mysterious fear, and tales 
Of Polyphemus and his monstrous rout; 

, And warbling Syrens ( 33 ) on the fatal shores 
Of soft Parthenope;—Yet oft the soiiud 
Of sea-conclis through the night from some rude rock 
Is heard, to warn the wand’nng passenger 
Of fiends that lurk for blood! 

These dangers past, 

The sea puts on new beauties: Italy, 

Beneath the blue soft sky beaming afar, 

Opens her azure bays; Liguria’s gulf 
Is past; the Uastic rocks,^ and ramparts high. 

That close the world, appear. The dashing bark 
Bursts through the fearful frith: Ah! all is now 
One boundless billowy waste; the hugc-lieaved wave 
Beneath the keel turns more intensely blue; 

And vaster rolls the surge, that sweeps the sliores 
Forsaken of the green llesperides,^ 

And populous Atlantis ,4 whether sunk 

Now to the bottom of the • monstrous world;- ( 34 ) 

Or was it but a shadow of the mind. 

Vapoury and baseless, like the distant clouds 
That seem the promise of an unknown land 
To the pale-eyed and wasted mariner, 

Cold on the rocking mastl The pilot plies 
Now, toss’d upon Bayona’s mountain-surge, ^ 

High to the North his way; when lo! the cliffs 
Of Albion, o'er the sea*line rising calm 
And white, and Marazion's woody mount ^ 

Lifting its dark romantic point between. 

So did thy ships to Eardi's wide bounds proceed, 

O Tyre ! and thou wert rich and beautiful 
In that thy day of glory. Gartli.ige rose, 
riiy daughter and the rival of thy fiime, 

TTpon the sands of Lybia; princes were 
Thy merchants; on thy golden tlirone thy state 
Shone, like the orient sun. Dark Lebanon 
Waved all his pines for thee: ( 35 ) for thee the oaks 
Of Boshan tower’d in strength : thy galleys cut 
Glittering the sunny surge; (hy mariners. 

On ivory benches, furl’d the broider'd sails, 


' Uotoch, vbme rites of blood are well koown. wonbtppod eloaff 
the ooeat of SjrU. 

* Oa tbe Sontbera coeit ofSpelo, where were rich nlaes, sap- 
posed by aoiae lo be Tershish. 

> Mr. Falooner’s la^enloBs dissertaiioa, aad sobsequeat 8M,'|rc- 
pbicsl laqnlrles, bare, I tliiak, clearly esteblUbed the tmfh of the 
•ccouDt of neoDo's voyeQO.^See Paaivios Haavoais. 

* Tbe Islaad described by Plato; by s(»e sappesod America. 

* Bay of Biscay. 

* Haresioa, still called Markei^ew, St Mfebaers Heaai. 
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That looms of Egypt wove, or to the oars, 

That measuring dipp'd, their choral sea-songs sudq — 
The multitude of isles did shout for thee, 

And cast their emeralds at thy feet, and said, 

I « ^ueen of the Waters, who is like to thee ?• 

I 

I So wert thoii glorious on the seas, and said'st, 

I • I am a God, and there is none like mc.n 
I But the dread voice prophetic is gone forth. 

■ Howl, for tlie whirlwind of the desert comes ! 

Howl ye for Tyrus, for her multitude 
Of sins and dark abominaiiuns cry 
Against her,» saith the Loao; w In the mid-seas 
Her beauty sliall he broken; I will bring 
Her pride to ashes; she shall be no tnore.n 
The distant isles shall tremble at the sound 
When thou dost fall; the princes of the sea 
Shall from their thrones come down, and cast away 
Their broider'd robes; for thee they shall take up 
A bitter lamentation, and shall say, 
uilowart thou fall’n, renowned pity! thou 
Who wert enthroned glorious on the seas. 

To rise no more.» < 

So visible, 0 Ood, 

' fs thy dread hand in all the earth I Where Tyre 
' In gold and purple glitter’d o'er the scene, 

I Now the poor tisher dries his net, nor thinks 
I How great, how rieh, how glorious, once she rose! 
Meantime the farthest isle, cold and obscure, 

Whose painted natives roam'd their woody wilds. 

From all the world cut off, tli.it wnnd'riug mark’d 
Her stately sails approarh, now, in her turn, 

[ Rises a star of glory in the West— 
j Albion, the wonder of the illumined world. 

I See there a Newton wing the highest lleav'ns; 

; See lliere a llersciieU’s * daring hand withdraw 
' The luminous pavilion, and the throne 
: Of the bright sun reveal: There hear the voice 
’ Of holy truth amid her cloister'd fane, 

As the clear anthem swells : See Taste adorn 

Her palaces; and Painting’s fervid touch 

That bids the canvas breathe : Hear angel-srrains. 

When Handel, or melodious Piiiecll, pours 

Ills sweetest harmonies : St'c Poesy 

Open her vales romantic, and the scenes 

Where Fancy, an enraptured votary, roves 

At eve: and liark! 't was Shakspeare's voice! lie sits 

Upon a high and charmed rock alone, 

And like the genius of tlic mountain, gives 
The rapt song to the winds, while Pity weeps. 

Or Terror shudders at ilic changeful tones, 

As when his Ariel soothes tlie storm ! Then pause. 

For the wild billows answer, u Lycidas 
Is dead, yonng Lycidas, dead ere his prime,* ^ 

Whelm’d in the deep, beyond the Orcades, 

Or where the ■ vision of the guarded Mount, 

Delerus holds.» i 

Nor skies, nor earth, conGne 
The march of England’s glory; on slie speeds— 

* See lb* awful ud tirikiao Isugniije of Imiah, Ezekiel, etc. 
*Seo UdrechuU'e woBderfal dincoverlei relating to the toB. 
^^Xikos’o exqiMte Lyddoe, hero ioiroduceJ, rather tbao 4e 
mMIm Ariodtso Leff, o« icoouBtof iu moritloiecMt. 
«*ne 4 rMil ^vlsloB of tho gotrded Mouhi.k^Miitok. 


The unknown barriers of the utmost deep 
Her prow has burst, where the dread genius slept 
For ages undisturh’d, save when ho walk’d 
Amid the d.irkness of tlic storm ! Her fleet 
E'en now along tiic Knsi rides terrible, 

Where caily-riuitig comincrcc cheer'd the scene I 
Heard yo the thunders of her vengeance roll, 
AsNelson, through the battle's dark-red haze 
Aloft upon the burning prow directs, 

Where the dread liurric.'ine, with sulph’rous flash, 
Shall burst unquenchable, while from the grave 
Osiris ampler seems to rise ? Where thou, 

0 Tyre! didst awe the subject seas of yore, 

Acre e’en now, and ancient Carmel hears 
The cries of conquest: 'mid the tire aud smoke 
Of the war-sli.iken citadel, with eye 
Of temper’d flame, yet resolute command, 

His hnave sword beaming, and his cheering voice 
Heard 'mid the onset's cries, his dark-brown hair 
Spread on his fearless forehead, and his hand 
Pointing to Gallia’s baffled chief, Ijehold 
The British Hero stand ! Why beats my heart 
With kindred animation? The warm tear 
Of patriot triumph fills mine eye! J strike 
A louder strain unconscious, while tlic harp 
Swells to the bold involuntary sung. 

EPODK ON THE SIEGE OF ACRE. 

Fly, Son of Terhoh, fly! 

Back o'er the burninj; desert lie is flial' 

In heaps (he gory <le.td 

And livid in the trenches lie! 

Ills da//Iiiig files no niore 
I lash on (he Syrian s.inds, 

As when fiom ravaged shore, 

Aloft tlieir gloamy falchions swinging, 

Aloud their victor-psans singtiig, 

Their onward way the Gallic legions took. 

Despair, dismay, are on their alter'd look, 

Yet hale indignant low'rs; 

Whilst high on Acre’s fnining lowers 
The shade of English Rirli.ird seems to stand; 

And frowning f.ir, in dusky rows, 

A li.ousand archers draw ilieir hows! 

They join the tiiumph of the British band, 

And the rent watch-tow'r erliocs to the cry. 

Heard o'er the rolling surge,—« They fly, they fly !■ 

Now the hostile Gres decline, 

Now through the smoke’s deep volumes shine! 
Now above the bastions grey 
The clouds of b.ittle roll away; 

Where with calm, yet glowing mien, 

Britain’s victorious Youth < is seen! 

He lifts his eye 

llis country’s ensigns wave through smoke on high. 
Whilst the long-mingled shout is heard ,—m They fly, 
they fly!» , 

Hoary Carmel, witness thou, 

And lift in conscious pride thy brow; 

As when upon thy cloudy plain 

Baal's prophets cryd in vain! * 

* Sir Sidney Ssihh. 
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They ^sli'd their flesh, and leap’d, and 6ried, 
From mom till ling’rin^ even-tide. 

Then stern Elijah on his foes 
Strong in the miglit of fleav'n arose!— 

On Carmel's (op lie stood, 

And while the black’ning clouds and rain 
Came sounding from the Western main, 
liaised his righthand that dropp’d with impious blood. 
Ancient Kislion prouder swell, 

On whose banks they bow’d, they fell— 

The mighty ones of yore, when, pale with dread, 
Inglorious Sisera fled! 

So let them'perish, Holy Lonl! 

Who for oppression lift the sword; 

Hut let all those, who, arm’d for freedom, fight, 
u Be as the who goes forth in his might.»' 


BOOK in. 


My heart has sigh’d in secret, when I thought 
That the dark tiilr of time iriighl one day close, 

; I'higl.itul! o'er thee, as long since it has closed 
j On Egypt and on Tyre: that ages hence 
I From the Pacific’s hillowy loneliness, 
j Whose tract thy daring scareh reveal’d, some isle 
j Might rise in grcen-luiirM bcniity cininenl, 

1 And like a goddess, ([littering from the deep, 

! IlcTcnftcr sway the sceptre of domain 
From pole to pole; .and, such as now thou .art, 

Peih.ip.s New-IfoDand Imj. For who shall say 
What the OMNiroTK.ar Etkhnal One, 

; That iii.idc the world, hath purposed? Tlioughts like 
! these, 

Though visionary, rise; and sometimes move 
A mometit’s sadness, when I think of thee, 

My Country', of thy greatness, and thy name, 

Anion{[ the nations; and thy character 
(Though some few spot) he on thy flowing robe) 

Of loveliest beauty: 1 have never pass'd 
Through thy green lianilels on a summer’s morn, 

Or hc.ird thy sweet bells ring, or seen the youths 
And smiling maidens of the vill.igery 
Cay ill their Sunday lire, hut I have said, 

With passing tenderness, « Live, happy land! 

WJicre the poor peasant feels, his shed (hough small. 

An independence and a pride, that fill 
Ills honest licait with joy—-joy such ns they 
Who crowd the mart of men may never feel.i 
Such, England, is thy boast: Wlien I have heard 
The roar of occ.in bursting round tliy rocks. 

Or seen a thousand thronging masts aspire, 

F<ir as the eye could reach, from every port 
Of every nation, streaming with their flags 
O’er (he still mirror of the conscious Thames. 

Ves, 1 have felt a proud emotion swell 
That I was Drilish-born; that I had lived 
A witness of thy glory, my most loved 
And honour'd country; and a silent pray’r 
Would rise to Heav’n, that fame and peace, and love 
And liberty, might walk thy vales, and sing 
Their holy liymns, while thy brave arm rcpell'd 

* Sou0 of Deborah. 


Hostility, e’en as thy guardian cliffs 

Repel the dash of that dread clement 

Which calls me, Ung’ring on the Iwoks of Thames, 

On to my destined voyage; by the shores 
Of Asia, and the wreck of cities old, 

Ere yet we burst into the wilder deep, 

With Gama; or the huge Atlantic waste 
With bold Columbus stem; or view the bounds 
Of ficld-ice, stretching to the Southern pole, 

With thee, benevolent, lamented Cook! 

Tyre be no more! said the Almighty’s voice: i 

But thou too, monarch of Uic world !< whose arm* | 
Kent the proud bulwarks of the golden queen 
Of cities, throned on her subject seas, ' 

Art tliou too fall’n' I 

1 

The whole earth is at rest: ^ ^ 

n They break forth into singing:* Lebanon 
Waves all liis hoary pines, and seems to say, 

■ No feller now comes here!* Hell from beneath 
Is moved to meet thy coming; it stirs up 
The dead for thee; tlic chief ones of the earth, 

Tyre and the nations, they all speak, and say, 

Art thou become like US'* Thy pomp brought down 
E'en to the dust? The noisi? of viols ceased, ; 

The worm spread under thee, the crawling worm 
j To cover lhc«? llo.v art thou fall'n from licav’n, 

Son of the morning! In thy heart thou saidst, 

I vtill nsceiiti to Ilvav n : f uiill exalt 

«My throne above the iturs of God!^ Die—Die, 

niaspiicmcr! As a c.ircase under foot, 

Defiled and trodden, so he thou cast out! 

And she, the great, the guilty H.ibcl—slit* 

Wlio smote (he wasted cities, auil the world 
Made as a wildcrniHfe—she, in Iter turn, 

Sink to the gulf oblivious at the voice 
Of Him who sits in judgment on her crimes! 

Who, o’er her palaces and buried tow’i'S, 

Shall hid the owl hoot, and the bittern scream, 

And oil lier pensile groves and pleasant shades 
Pour the deep waters of forgetfulness. 

On that same night, when with a cry she fell 
(Like her own mighty idol dash'd to earth), 

There was a strange eclipse, and long laments 
Were heard, and muU’ring thunders o'er the tow’rs 
Of ilic high palace, where his wassail loud 
Balthazar kept, mocking (he God of heaven. 

And flush'd with iinpimis mirth; for Bcl^ had left 
With sullen shriek his golden shrine, and sat. 

With many a gloomy apparition girt, 

Nisrock and Nebo chief, in the dim sphere 
Of moon’d Astorctli, whose orb now roll’d 
in darknessThey their earthly empire mourn’d. 
Meantime the host of Cyrus through the night 
! Silent advanced more nigh; and at that liour, 

' Netjachadnozzar, thadcztroyer of Tyre. 

* la tba •ublimo paiuagew of 8cri|>iura, 1 bave tboogtit it bMt, at 
■o much more dltjoiBed and Improutve, to preaerve, as near aa }ioa- 
alble, the very oxpreaaiona. Tbe Blteailve reader will not tbiok 
thii doarription a dtyreMlon, when he conaidera that after Tyre, tbo 
deatruitioD of the monarefaioa of Babylon aod Perala led to ibe 
aiupendona naval plaoa of Aleaander. The brief introdnetion there¬ 
fore of tbe fait of Babylon, and the policy of Cyma, appeared nut 
extraneoua. 

* Aaayrian deiiiea. 
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In the torch-blazing hall of revelry. 

The fingers of a shadowy hand distinct 

Came forth, and unknown figures mark’d the wall, 

u Searing the eye-ballsn of the starling king: 

Tyre is avenged;—Babel is fall’ll, is fall’n— 

Bel and her gods are shatter'd! 

Prince, to thee 

Gall’d by the voice of God * to execute 

Ills will on earth, and raised to Persia’s throne, 

Gyrus, all hearts pay hoiiiagc. Touch’d with tints 
Most clear, by the historian’s * magic art. 

Thy features wear a gentleness and grace 
Unlike the stern cold aspect and the frown 
Of the dark chieb of yore, the gloomy clan 
Of heroes, from humanity and love 
Removed: In thee a sweeter character 
Appears—higli dignity, unbending (ruth— 

Yet Nature; not that lordly apathy 
Which confidence and human sympathy 
Represses, but a soul that bids all hearts 
Smiling approach: We almost bum in thought 
To kiss the hand that loosed Panthea’s chains, ^ 

And bless him with a parent’s husband’s, tear 
Who stood a guardian angel in distress 
To the unfriended, and the beautiful. 

Consign'd a helpless slave. Thy portrait, touch'd 
With tints of softest light, thus wius all hearts 
To love (hcc; but severer policy, 

Gyrus, pronounce otherwise: She hears 
No stir of commerce on the sullen marge 
Of waters, that along thy empire’s verge 
Beat cheerless; no proud moles arise; no ships, 
Freighted with Indian wealth, glide o'er the main 
From cape to cape. But on the desert sands 
Hurtles thy numerous host, 4 seizing, in lliought 
Rapacious, the rich fields of Indostan, 

As the poor savage fells the blooming tree 
To gain its tempting fruit. ^ But woe the while! 

For in the wilderness the noise is lost 

Of all thy archers;—they have ceased;—the wind 

Blows o’er them, and the voice of judgment cries, 

• So perish they who grasp with avarice 
ytnother’s blessed portion, and disdain 
That interchange of mtttual good, that crowns 
TIte slow sure toil of commerce.n 

It was thine, 

Immortal son of Hacedon, to hang 
In the high fane of Maritime renown 
The fairest trophies of Uiy fame, and shine, 

Then only like a coo,6 when thy great mind 
Sway’d in its master council the deep tide 
Of things, predestining the eventful roll 
Of commerce, and uniting either world,? 

Europe and Asia, in thy vast design. 

’T was when the Victor, in his proud career, 

O'er ravaged Indostan, had now advanced 

* ■ I luT« called upoa Cyras. ■—Isaiak. 

* Xeaopho&'aesqalilieKUjOOUTTatdstOt. 

* See the eaduiailiiff ttery of PaothM aod Abradoiei. 

* Cyrna, lutead of eacooraaioB coRinerue, ‘leni bU arnlat to po* 
•etrete tato ladla : but they porlibod In tbe deiert. 

* taagSa froai Bloateaquiea 

■&- * Aleundorataaaod iheebaraoterofaGod. 

* Grentdeiign of Alexander, in Baaklng ^ypttbeomportain of the 
worfdi 


Beyond Uydaspes; ( 36 ) on the flow’ry banks 
Of llyphasis,(37) with banners throng'd, his camp < 

Was spread. On high he bade the altars rise,* 

1'hc awful records to succeeding years 
Of liis long march of glory, and to point 
The spot, wlieix;, like tlie thunder, roll’d awtiy, 
liis army paused. Now shady eve came down— 

The trumpet sounded to (he setting sun, 

That look’d from his illumed pavilion, calm 
Upon the scene of arms, as if, all still, 

And lovely as his purling light, tlic world 
Beneath him roll’d; nor cKingors, nor deep groans, 

Weie heard, nor vici’ry’s shouts, nor sighs, uor shrieks, 
Were ever wafted from a bleeding land, 

After the havoc of a Conqu’ror's sword. 

So calm the sun declined; when from the woods 
That shone to liis last beam, a Brahmin old 
Came forth. Ilts streaming ))eard shone in the ray. 
That slanted o'er liis feeble frame; his front 
Was furrow’d. 'I'o ihe sun’s last liglit he cast 
A look of sorrow, then in silence bow’d, 

Before the conqu’ror of the world. At once 
All, as in death, was still. The victor chief 
Trembled, lie knew not why; the trumpet ceased 
Its clangor, and the crimson streamer waved 
No more in folds insulting to the Lord 
Of the reposing world. The pallid front 
Of the meek man seem’d for a moment calm, 

Yet dark and thronging thoughts appear’d to swell 
His beating heart.—He paused—and then abrupt, 

■ Victor, avaunt It he cried, 

■ Hence! and the banners of thy pride 

Bear to the deep! Behold on high 

Yon range of mountains^ mingled willi the sky: 

It is the place 

W'hcrc the Great Father of the human race 
Bested, when all the world and all its sounds 
Geased, and (he ocean that surrounds 
The earth, leap’d from its dark abode 
Bcnealli the mountains, and enormous flow’d, 

I The green earth deluging I List, soldier, list! 

And dread his might no mortal may resist: 

M Great Brohm.a rested ( 38 ) hush'd in sleep, 

When llayagraiva 4 came 
With mooned horns and eyes of flame, 

And bore llie holy Vedas ^ to the deep. 

Far from the sun's rejoicing ray, 

Benealh the huge abyss, the buried treasures lay, 

Then foam'd the billowy desert wide. 

And all that breathed—they died, 

Sunk in the rolling waters : such the crime 
And violence of earth. But lie above. 

Great Vistnoo, mov'd with pitying love, 

Preserved the pious king, whose ark sublime 
Floated, in s-ifety borne : 

For his stupendous horn, ^ 

Blazing like gold, and many a rood 
Extended o'er the dismal flood, * 

I 

' The Macedonlani rofnied to proceed. 

a Arc AleiandrI, placed as tbe bouodery of his coaqaests. 

> The iDiilan Coucasn^. where tbe Ark rested.—S m Indian ao 

fionntof theOaloBB. • 

* UayaBraiva, tbe evil spirit of ihe ocean. 

* Tbe sacred writings of tbe Hindoos. 

* See Note 30. 


THE SPIRIT OF DISCOVERY BY SEA. 


The precious freight sustain'd, till on the crest 
Of Himakeel,' yon mountain high, 

That darkly mingles with the sky, 

Where many a griffin roams, the hallow'd ark found rest. 

• And Heav'n decrees that here 
Shall cease thy slaught’ring spear. 

Knough we bleed, enough we weep. 

Hence, Victor, to the deep! 

E’en now along the tide 
I see thy ships triumphant ride; 

I see the world of trade enfieqje 

From ocea'to's solitude! What fury Ares 

My breast? The flood, the flood retires,^ (Sq) 

And owns its future sovereign. Urge 
Thy destined way; what countless pennants stream I 

(Or is it but the shadow of a dream?) 

E'en now old Indus hails 
Thy daring prows in long array, 

That o’er the lone seas gliding, 

Around the sea-gods riding, ( 4 o) 

Speed to Euphrates’ shores their destined way. 

Fill high the bowl of mirth! 

From west to cast the earth 
Froclaims th(« Lord; shall the blue main 
Ck)nfinc thy reign? 

But tremble, tyrant 1 hark in many a ring, 

With language dread 
Above thy head, 

The dark Assnors ^ thy death-song sing. (41) 

What mortal blow 

Hath laid the king of nations low? 

No hand : his own despair. 4 — 

But shout, for the canvas shall swell to the air, 

Thy ships explore 

Unknown Persia's winding shore, 

While the great dragon rolls his arms in vain. 

And see, uprising from the level main, 

A new and glorious city springs— 

Hither speed thy woven wings, 

That glance along the azure tide; 

Asia .and Europe own thy might;— 

The willing seas of either world unite.— 

Thy name shall consecrate the sands, j 

And glittering to the sky the mart of nations stands.* 

He spoke, and rush’d into the thickest wood. 

With flashing eyes th’ impatient monarch cried, 
by the Lyblan Ammon and the Gods 
Of Greece, thou bidst me 00, the self-same track 
My spirit pointed; and, let death betide, ^ 

My name shall live in glory.* 

At his word 

The pines descend; the thronging masts aspire; 

, The dovcl sails swell beauteous o’er the curves 

' Canetiiu. 

* AlIstliDg to the ■■toebbaiflat of AlounUar't lolilion, wlieo they 
fint witneMod the effbcu of tbo tide. 

t * AMoore, the evil geoll of India. 

* AlIndlBB to tho death of Alexander. 

* Alaxtnder coanenoed the fouodatlon of Alexandria before bta 
expedition to India. 


Of Indus; to the Moderators’ song * 

The oars keep time, while bold Nearchus guides 
Aloft the galleys : On the foremost prow 
The monarch from his golden goblet * pours 
A full libation to tbe Gods, and calls 
By name the mighty rivers, (42) through whose course 
I He seeks the sea. To Lybian Ammou loud 
The songs ascend; the trumpets ring; aloft 
The streamers fly, while on the evening wave 
Majestic to the main the fleet descends. 


BOOK IV, 


Stand on the gleaming Pharos, ^ ( 43 ) and aloud 
Shout, Commerce! to the kingdoms of the earth; 

Shout, for thy golden portals are set wide, 

And all thy streamers o’er tbe surge, aloft, 

In pomp triumphant wave. The weary way 
That pale Nearchus! (44) pass'd, from creek to creek 
Advancing slow, no longer bounds the track 
Of the advent*roiis mariner, who steers 
Steady, with eye intent upon the stars, 

To Elam's echoing port: Meantime, more high 
Aspiring, o’er the Western main her tow'rs 
Ttic Imperial city lifts, the central m.art 
OF nations, and i)cncath the calm clear sky 
At distance, from the palmy marge displays 
Her clust’ring columns whitening to the morn. 

Damascus’ fleece, Golconda’s gems, are there. 
Murmurs the haven with one ceaseless hum— 

The hurrying camel’s bell, the driver’s song, 

Along the sands resound. Tyre, art thou fall’n ? 

A prouder city crowns the inland sea, 
liaised by his hand who smote thee; as if thus, 

Ills mighty mind were sway'd, to recompense 
The evil of hU march through cities storm'd, 

And regions wet with blood I and still hud flow’d (45) 
The tide of commerce through the destined track, 
Traced by his mind sagacious, who survey'd 
The world he conquer’d with a sage’s eye, 

As with a soldier's spirit; but a scene 
More awful opens!—ancient world, adieu! 

Adieu, cloud-piercing pillars,^ erst its bounds; 

And thou, whose aged head once seem’d to prop 
The Heav’ns, huge Atlas, sinking fast, adieu! 

What though tlic seas with wilder fury rave, 

Through their desertctl realm; though the dread Cape,^ 
Sole-frowning o’er the war of waves below, 

That bar the seaman's search, horrid in air 
Appear witli giant amplitude; his head 
Shrouded in clouds, the tempest at his feet, 

And standing thus terrific, seem to say, 

Incensed, « Approach who dare!* What though the 
fears 

Of superstition people tlie vest space 
With spirits unblcst, that lamentations make 

* Hoderalora were pnopta atalloned on the poop, to oxrlte with 
songi the maritime ardour, while the oera kept time. 

‘From the hUlorlcalaccount, by Arrian. 

* Tbe Pharos wa* not erected by Alexaoder, but Alexandria Is here 
iipposed to be flniihed. 

* So called, because he was emaciated by bis lolls. 

‘ Pillars of Heroules. * Ctpo Bojodor. 
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To tlic sad sur^e beyood—yet Enterprise, 

Not now A darklinjj Cyclop on the sands 
Striding but led by Science, and advanced 
To a more awful height, on the wide scene 
Looks down coinmandiug. 

Does a sliudd’ring thought 
Of danger start, as the tumultuous sea 
Tosses belowl Calm Science, with a smile, 

Displays the wond’rous index,* ( 4 li) that still points. 
With nice vibration trem’ious, to the Pole. 

■ And such, «she whispers,* is the just man’s hope 
In this tempestuous scene of human tilings, 

Ev’n as the constant needle to the North 
Still points, so Piety and meck-cyf^l Faith 
Direct, though trembling oft, their coustant gaze 
Ilcaven-ward, as to their lasting home, nor fear 
The night, fast-closing on their earthly way. 

• And, guided by lliis index, thou shall pass 
The world of seas secure. Far from all land, 

Where not a sea-bird wanders; where nor star, 

Nor moon appears, nor the bright noon-day sun, 

Safe ill the wild’ring storm, as when the breeze 

Of summer gently hlowsj through day, (hrougli uight, 
Where sink the well-known stars, and others rise 
I Slow from the SoulJi, the victor hark shall ride.* 

j 

Henr)', thy ardent mind first pierced the gloom 
Of dark di&istrous ignorance, that sat 
Upon the Souilicrn waNc, like the deep cloud 
That lower’d upon llic woody skirts, and veil'd 
From mortal search, with umbrage ominous, 

Madeira’s unknown isle. But look the morn 
Is kindled on the shadowy oCling; streaks 
Of clear cold light on Sagres' hnltlemeiils 
Are cast, where Henry watches, lisl’ning, still 
To the unwearied sur{[e; and turning still 
Ills anxious eyes to tlic horizon's hounds. 

! V sail appears—it swells, it shines: more high 
Seen through the dusk it looms; and now the liull 
Is black upon the surge, whilst she rolls on 
Aloft—the weather-beaten ship—and now 
Streams by the watcli-tow’r! 

« Zarco, from the deep (47) 

Wliat tidings?* 

u The loud storm of night prevail’d. 
And swept our vessel from Bojador's rocks 
Far out to sea; a sylvan isle ^ received 
Our sails, so will’d the Almighty—He who speaks, 

And all the waves are still!* 

• Hail,* Henry cried, 

• The omen: we have burst the sole barrier— 

Prosper our wishes, Father of the world— 

Wc speed to Asia. > 

Soon upon the deep 

The brave ship rolls agaio.-^Bojador’s rocks 
Arise at distance, frowning o'er the surf— 

That boils for many a league without. Its course 
Hie v^sel keeps, till lo 1 the beauteous isle, 

f 

• >w)eer'«eoiiVM*- 


That shielded late the sufPrers from the storm, 

Springs o'er the wave again. Here they refresh 
Their wasted strength, and lift their vows to Reavn. 

But Heav’n denies their farther search; for ah! 

What fearful apparition, pall'd in clouds, 

For ever sits upon the western wave. 

Like night, and in its strange portentous gloom 
Wrapping the lonely waters, seems the bounds 
Of Nature 7 Still it sits, day after day, 

The same mysterious vision. Holy saints! 

Is it the dread abyss where all things cease? 

Or haply, hid from mortal search, thy isle, 

Uipango ! and that iinapproached seai 

Of peace, wlicrc rest the Christians whom the hate 

Of Moorish pride pursued. Whate'er it be, 

Zarco, thy holy courage bids thee on. 

To burst the gloom, though dragons guard the shore,* 

Ur beings more tlian mortal pace the sands. | 

I 

The fav’ring gales invite; (he bowsprit bears I 

Right onward to the fearful shade; more black 1 

The cloudy spectre tow’rs; (48) already fear I 

Shrinks at the vitw aghast and breathless. Hark! i 
'T was more titan the deep murmur of the surge j 

That struck the ear; while through the lurid gloom | 

Oigantic plijiitoins seem to lift in air ! 

Tlieir misty arms;—yet, yet—bo.ir boldly on— j 

The mist dissolves,—seen through llie parting haze, ; 
Koinantio rocks, like (he depictured clouds, i 

Sliinu out; bcncalli a blooming wilderness j 

Of v.irii ><1 VMiod IS spread, that scents the air; 

Where (mils of * golden rind,* thick interposed 
And pendent, through the uiaiilling umbrage gleam 
Iiivilingi Cvpi'css here, and stateliest pine, 

Spite o'ei the nctlior shades, as emulous 
Of sole distinction where all nature smiles. 

Some trees, in sunny gl.ides alone, their head 
And graceful stem iiplilhng, maik below 
The turf with shadow, whilst m rich festoons 
Tile (low’rv lianes braid llicir boughs; meantime 
Choirs of imiiiiiicrous birds of liveliest song 
And radiant plum.ige, dittiug through the shades, 

With nimble glance are seen; they, iinalarm’d, 

Now near In airy circles sing, then sliced 

Tlieir random (light buck to their sheU’riog how'rs. 

hose silence, broken only by their song. 

From the foundation of this busy world, 

I’ciliaps had never echo'd lo the voi<‘e, 

Or iieard lliu Ktep, of Man. What rapture fired 
The strangers' bosoms, as from glade to glade 
They pass’d, admiring all, and gazing still 
With new delight. But solitude is round, 

Deep solitude, that on the gloom of woods 
Primeval, fearful hangs: a green recess 
Now opens in the wilderness; gay flow'rs 
Of unknown name purple the yielding sward; 

The ring-xlove murmurs o’er their bead, like one 
Attesting teoderest joy; but msirk the trees, 

Where, slanting through the gloom, the sunshine rests,— ' 
Beneath, a moss-grown monument appears, 

O'er which the green banana gently waves 

I 

* 1 hsve callwl tbo tbres iilindt of Madulras tlie Hetporldet, wbo, | 
Id uncieot myiboiogy, nra tUe lliree daugbtori of Alia* 1 a* I oooai- *j 
tier tbo orang^troHi and myaterlouatbade, witbtho roebadlaeernetl 1 
ibrongb It on a nearor approaidi, to ho ibe b««t mIoiIoii oftbe hhio | 
of ibu goliloD fruil, ibe dragon, and ibo ihrou danghiera of Atlta. j 
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Its long leaf; and an aged cypress near • 

Leans, ns if list'ning to the streamlet's sound, 

That gushes from the adverse bank; but pause— 
Approach with reverence! Maker of the world, 

There is a Christian’s Cross! and on the stone 
A name, yet legible amid its moss,— 

■ Anna.» 

In that remote and sever’d spot, 

Shut as it seem’d from all the world, and lost 
In boundless seas, to trace a name, to mark 
The emblems of their holy faith, from all 
Drew tears! whilc*cv'ry voice faintly pronounced 

■ Anna!* But thou, loved harp, whose strings have rung 
To louder tones, oh! let my hand, awhile, 

The wires more softly touch, whilst I rehearse 
Her name and fate, who in this desert deep, 

Far from the world, from friends, and kindred, found 
Her long and last abode, there where no eye 
Might shed a tear on her remains, no licart 
Sigh in remembrance of her fate; 

She left 

The Severn’s side, and fled with him she loved 
O'er the wide main; for he had told licr tales 
Of happiness in distant lands, whei'e care 
Comes not, and pointing to the golden rlouds 
That shone above the wav(*s, when cv'ning came, 
Whisper’d, • Oh 1 are there not sweet scenes of peace, 
Far from the murmurs of this cloudy mart, 

Where gold alone bom's sway, ocenes of deliglit, 

Where Love may lay his head upon the lap 
Of Innocence, and smile at nil the toil 
Of the low-thoiighted throng, that place in wealth 
I heir only bliss? Ye», there are scones like these.— 
L'.ue the vain eludings of the yrorhl liehind, 
floVtnlry, and hollow fricixls, and fly with me 
Where love and peace in distant vales invite. 

Wh.it wouldst thou here? O shall thy beauteous look 
Of maiden innocence, tliy smile of youth, thine eyes 
Of tenderness and soft subdued desire, 

Tliy form, tliy limbs—>oli, madness!—be the prey 
Of a dccrepul spoiler, and for gold?— 

Perisb his treasure with him. ll.isle with me, 

W’c shall find out some sylvan nook, and then 
If thou sbouldst somctinies think upon these hills 
When they are distant far, and drop a tear. 

Yes—I will kiss it from thy check, and clasp 
Tliy angel benntics closer to my breast. 

And witile the winds blow o’er ns, and the siin 
Goes beautifully down, and thy soft cheek 
Ucclincs on mine, I will infold tbec thus, 

And proudly cry, my friend—niy love—my wife!» 

So tempted he, and soon her heart approved. 

Nay woo’d, the blissful dream; and oft at eve, 

When the moon shone upon the wand’ring stream, 

She paced the castle's battlements, that threw 
• Beneath their solemn shadow, and, resign’d 
To fancy and to tears, thought it most sweet, 

To wander o’er the world with him she loved. 

Nor was his birth ignoble, for he shone 
’Mid England’s gallant youth in Edward’s reign— 
'With countenance erect, and honest eye 
Commanding (yet suffused in tenderness 
At times), and smiles that like the lightning play’d 


ID 

On his brown cheek,-so nobly stern he stood. 
Accomplish’d, gen’rous, gentle, brave, sincere,— 

Robert a Machin. (49) B»i the sullen pride 
Of haughty D’Arfol scorn’d alt other claim 
To his high heritage, save whal the pomp 
Of amplest wealth, and loftier Uncage gave.■ 

Reckless of human tenderness, that seeks 

One loved, one honour'd object, wealth alone 

He worsliipp’d; and for this he could consign 

His only child, his aged hope, to loathed ' 

Embraces, and a life of tears! Nor here 

His liard ambition endeil; for he sought, 

By secret whispers of conspiracies, 

His sovereign to abuse, bidding him lift 
IIU arm avenging, and upon a youth 
Of promise close the dark forgotten gates 
Of living sepulture, and in the gloom 
Inhume the slowiy-wasting victim.— 

So 

He purposed, hut in vain: the ardent youth 
Rcscuerl her—her whom more than life he loved. 

E'en when the horrid day of sacrifice 
Drew nigh. He pointed to the distant bark. 

And while lie kiss’d a stealing tear that fell 
On her pale cheek, as trusting she reclined 
Her head upon his breast, with ardour cried, 

• Be ynine, he only mine; the hour invites; 

Be mine, he only mine.* So won, she cast 
A look of l.ist affection on tlic Cowers 
Where she had pass’d her infant days, that now 
Shone to the sotting sun—u / follow C/tee,» 

Her faint voice sairl; and In! where in the air 
A sail hangs tremulous, and soon her steps 
Ascend the vessel's side: The vessel glides 
Down the smooth ciiricnt, as the twilight fades. 

Till soon the woods of Severn, and the spot 
Where IVArfct’s soliiary turrets rose. 

Is lost —A tear starts to her eye—she thinks 
Of him whose grev head to the esirth shall bend. 

When he spe-aks nothing:—hut he all, like death, 
Forgotten. Gently blows the placid lirecre, 

And oh! that now some fiiiry pinnace light 
Might (lit alon{' die wave (bv no seen pow’r 
Directed, save when f.ovo,* a blooming boy 
Gather’d or spread with tender hand the sail), 

That now some f<iiry pinnace, o’er the surge 
Silent, ns in a siinimor s dream, might waft 
The passengers upon the eonseious Hood 
To scenes of undi»lurhe<l joy. 

But hark! 

The wind is in the shrouds—the cordage sings 
With fitful violence—the blast now swells, 

Now sinks. Dread gloom invests the farther wave. 
Whose foaming toss alone is seen, beneath 
The veering bowsprit. 

O retire to rest, 

Maiden, whose lender heart would beat, whose cheek 

Turn pale to sec anotlier thus exposed 

Hark! the deep tliunder louder peals—O save— 

The high mast crashes; but the faithful arm 

* Maclita wa* of tbe third ordorof ooblJity. 

’ loase takon from OtM'i S^ppbo to Pboon. 
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Of love is o’er thee» and thy anxious eye, 

Soon as the grey of morning peeps, shall view 
Green Erin’s hills aspiring! 

The sad mom 

Comes forth ; but Terror on the sunless wave 
Still, like a sea-tiend, sits, and darkly smiles 
Beneath the flash that through the struggling clouds 
Bursts frequent, half revealing his scathed front, 

Above the rocking of the waste that rolls 
Boundless around 

No word through the long day 
She spoke t—Anothcr slowly came:—No word 
Tlie beauteous drooping mourner spoke. The sun 
Twelve times had sunk beneath the sulleu surge, 

And cherrless rose again :—Ah where arc now 
Thy havens, France? But yet—resign not yet— 

Yc lost sea-farers—oh, resign not yet 

All hope—the storm is pass'd; the drenched sail 

Shines in the passing beam' Look tip, and say, 

• Ileav'n, thou hast heard our prayers!* 

And lo I scarce seen, 

A distant dusky spot appears;—tlicy reach 
An unknown sliore, and green and flow’ry vales, 

And azutti hills, and silver-gushing streams, 

Shine fortli, a Paradise, wliirh lieav’n alone, 

Who saw the silent anguish of despair, 

Could raise iit the waste wilderness of waves.— 

They gain the haven—through untrodden scenes, 
Perhaps untrodden by the foot of man 
Since first the earth arose, they wind: The voice 
Of Nature hails ihein hero with music, sweet, 

As waving woods retired, or falling streams, 

Can make; most soothing to the weary heart, 

Doubly to those who, struggling with their fate, 

And wearied long with watchings and with giicf, 
Sought but a place of safety, All things here 
Whisper repose and peace; the very birds 
That ’mid the golden fruitage glance their plumes, 
The songsters of the lonely valley, siug 

• Welcome from scenes of sorrow, live with us.»— 

The wild wood opens, anti a sliady glen 
Appears, cmbow’r'd with mantling laurels high, 

Tliat sloping shade the flowery valley's side; 

A lucid stream, with gentle murmur, strays 
Beneath tli' umbrageous multitude of leaves. 

Till gaming, with soft lapse, the nether plain. 

It glances light along its yellow bed 

The shaggy inmates of the forest lick 

The feel of tlieir new guests, and gazing stand.— 

A beauteous tree upshoots amid the glade 
Its trembling top; and there upon the bank 
They rest them, while the heart o'erflows with joy. 

Now evening, breathing richer odours sweet, 

Came down: a softer sound the circling seas, 

The ancient woods resounded, while the dove, 

Her murmurs interposing, tenderness 
Awaked, yet more endearing, in tlie hearts 
Of those who, sever'd far from human kind. 

Woman and man, by vows sincere betrothed, 

Heard but the voice of Nature. The still moon 
Arose—they saw it not—cheek was to cheek 


Inclined, and unawares a stealing tear 
Witness'd how blissful was that hour, that seem’d 
Not of the hours that time could count. A kiss 
Stole on the list'ning silence; never yet 
Here heard: they trembled, e’en as if the Pow’r 
That made the world, that planted the first pair 
In Par.ulisc, amid tlie garden walk'd,— 

This since the fairest garden that the world 
Has witness'd, by the fabling sons of Greece 
Hesperian named, who feign’d the watchful guard 
Of the sealed Dragon, and the Golden Fruit. 

Such was this sylvan Paradise; and here 
The loveliest pair, from a bard world remote, 

Upon each other’s neck reclined; their breath 
Alone was heard, wl>cn the dove cctised on high 
Her plaint; and tenderly their faithful arms 
Infolded each the other. 

Thou, dim cloud, 

That from the search of men these beauteous vales 
Hast closed, oh doubly veil them ! But alas, 

How short the dream of human transport! Here, 

In vain tlicy built ihe leafy bower of love, 

Or cull’d the sweetest flow’rs and fairest fruit. 

The hours unheeded stole! but ah; not long— 

Again the hollow tempest of the night 

Sounds through the leaves; the inmost woods resound; 

Slow comes the dawn, but neither ship nor sail 

Along the racking of the windy waste 

Is seen: the dasli of the dark'hcaving wave 

Alone is heard. Start from your bed of bliss, 

Poor victims I never more shall yc behold 
Your native vales again, and thou, sweet child; 

Who, list’ning to the voice of love, liast left 
Thy friends, thy country,—oh may the wan hue 
Of pining memory, the sunk check, the eye 
Where tenderness yet dwells, atone (if love 
Atonement need, by cruelty and wrong 
Beset), alone e’en now thy rash resolves. 

Ah, fruitless hope! Day after day thy bloom 
Fades, and the tender lustre of thy eye 
Is dtmm'd; thy form, amid creation, seems 
The only drooping thing. 

Tliy look was soft, 

And yet most nnimatcfl, and thy step 
Light as the roe’s upon the mountains. Now, 

Thou sittest hopeless, pale, beneath the tree 
That fann’d its joyous leaves above thy head, 

Where lave had deck’d the blooming bower, and strew'd 
The sweets of summer: Death is on thy cheek, 

And thy chill hand the pressure scarce returns 
Of him, who, agonized and hopeless, hangs 
With tears and trembling o’er thee. Spare the sight,— 
She faints—she dies:— 

He laid her in the earth, 
Himself scarce living, and upon her tomb 
Beneath the lieauteons tree where they reclined, , 
Placed the last tribute of his eartVIy love. 

INSCBIPTION. ANNA D'ARFET, 

■ O’sa my poor Anna’s lowly grave 
No dirge shall sound, no knell shall ring, 

But Angels, as the high pines wave, 

Their half-heard miserere sing! 
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■ No floVrs of transient bloom at eve 
The maidens on the turf shall strew; 

Nor sigh, as the sad spot they leave. 

Sweets to the sweet! a long adieul 

« Uut in this wildem<‘ss profound, 

O'er her the dove shall build her nest; 

And ocean swell with softer sound 
A requiem to her dreams of reset 

■ Ah I when shall I as quiet be, 

When not a friend, or human eye, 

Shall mark h*enc.illi the mossy tree 
The spot where we forgotten lie. 

« To kiss her name on the cold stone, 

Is all tliat now on earth I crave; 

For in this world 1 am alone— 

Oh lay me with her in the grave.» 

u Robert k Macbin, i 34 ^.— iiisererc nobiSy i^omtne.n 

lie placed the rude inscription on her stone, 

Which he with falfring hands had graved, and soon 
Himself beside it sunk—yet ere he died. 

Faintly he spoke: «« If ever ye shall hear, 

Conipaiiious of my few and evil days, 

Again the convent’s vesper bolls, O think 
Of me! and if in .ifter-limcs the search 
Of ineti shniihl reach this far removed spot, 

Let sad reiitumltrance raise a humble shrine, 

And virgin choirs cluunt duly o'er our grave— 

Peace, re.icc.> llis arm upon the mournful stone 
lie dropp'd—his eyes, ere yet in death they closed, 
Turn’d to the name, till he could sec uu more— 
u Anna.* His pale survivois, earth to earth, 

Weeping consign’d his poor remains, and placed 
beneath the sod where all he loved was laid ; 

Then shaping a rude vessel from the woods, 

They sought their country o’er the wa\es, and left 
The scenes again to deepest solitude. 

The beauteous PoncUiia ' hung its head 

O’er the grey stone, but never human eye 

Had mark’d the spot, or ga7ed upon the grave 

Of the unfoitiinato, hut for the Voice 

Of Enterprise, that spoke, from Sagre's tovv’rs, 

u Through ocean’s penis, storms, and unknown wastes, 

Speed we to Asia!» 

Here, Discovehv, pause,— 

Then from the tomb of him who first was cast 
Upon this Hcav’ii-appoiotcd isle, thy gaze 
Uplift, and far beyond the Uape of Storms 
Pui'siie Da G.tma’s track: Mark ihc rich shores 
Of Madagascar, till the purple East 
Shines in luxuriant beauty wide disclosed. 

But cease thy song, presumptuous muse, a bard ^ 

In tones, whose patriot sound shall never die, 

. Has stluck his deep shell, and the glorious theme 
Recorded. 

Say what lofty meed awaits 
The ti iumph of his victor conch, that swells 
!. Its music on the yellow Tagus' side, 

‘ Poociaoa iiolvherriBs, ihe most beoatifui plant, c nttiva oF 
niadeir.!. 

* Cawoens. 


As when Arion with bis glitt’ring harp 
And golden hair, scarce sullied from the main 
Bids all the high rocks listen to hU voice ’ 
Again, Alas! 1 see an aged form. 

An old man worn by penury, his hair 
Blown wliile upon his haggard check, his hand 
Emaciated, yet the strings with ihnlUng touch 

Soliciting; hut the vain crowds pass by_ 

IJis very countrymen, whose fame his song 
Has raised to Heuv’u, in stately apathy 
Wrapt up, and nursed in Pride’s fastidious lap, 
Regard not. As he plays, a sable man 
Looks up, but fears to speak, nod when the song 
Is ceased, kisses his master’s feeble hand. 

Is that cold wasted hand, that liuggard look. 

Thine, Cimoens 1 O shame upon the world! 

And is there none, none to sustain thee found 
Rut he, himself unfriended, wlio so far 
Has follow’d, sever’d from Ills native isles, 

To scenes of gorgeous cities, o’er the sea, 

Thee and tliy broken fortunes 7 

t God of worlds! 

Oh ! whilst I hail the triumph and high boast 
Of sorul life, lot me not wrong the sense 
Of kindness, planted in the biiiiian heart 
By man’s great Maker: therefore 1 rocoixl 
Aiilonio's faithful, gentle, goncruuslove (So) 

To his h(‘art-hrtikeii master, that might teach. 

High ns it boars itself, a polish’d world 
More charity. 

Discovlry! turn thine eyes. 
Columbus’ toiling ship is on the deep, 

Stcoiining the inid-Allanlic: 

Waste and wild 

The view! On the same sunshine o'er the waves 
The murin'ring mariners, with languid eye, 

E’en till the heart is sick, gaze day by day! 

At midnight in the wind sad voices sound! 

When the slow morning o’er the offing dawns, 
llciirtlcss they view the same drear wastefulness 
Of seas: and wlicn the sun aguin goes down 
Silent, Hope dies within them, and ilioy think 
Of parting friendship’s last despairing look! 

See too, dread prodigy ! the needle veers ( 5 i) 

Its tremliliiig pniiit—will lloav’n forsake them too? 
But lift thy sunk eye, and thy bloodless look, 
Dcspondein-e I Milder airs at nioriiing breathe 
Below the $Iowly>partlng prow the sea 
Is dark with weeds; and birds of land are seen 
'To wing the desert tract, us iKasting on 
To the green valleys of their distant home. 

Yet morn succeeds to morn—and nought around 
Is seen, but dark weeds lloating many a league. 

The sun’s sole orb, and the pale hollowness 
Of heav’n’s high arch stre.ik’d with the early clouds. 
Watchman! what from the giddy mast? 

A shade 

Appears on the horizon's hazy line. 

■ {.and—Land!* aloud is echo’d; but the spot 
Fades as the shouting crew delighted gaze— 

It fades—and there is nothing—nothing now 
But the blue sky, and clouds, and surging seas. 

d 
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Ax one, who in the desert, faint with thirst, 

Upon tlic trackless and forsaken sands 
Sinks dying; him the burning haze deceives, 

As mocking his last torments, white it seems 
To his distemper’d vision, like th’ expanse 
Of lucid waters cool. So falsely smiles 
Th* illusive land, upon the water’s edge, 

To (he long-straining eye, showing what seems 
Its headlands and its distant (rending shores,— 

But all is false, and like the pensive dream 
Of poor imagination, 'raid the wu\es 
Of troubled life, deck’d with unreal hues, 

And ending soon in emptiness and tears. 

I 

'T is midnight, and the thoughtful chief, retired 
From the vex'd crowd, in his still cabin hears 
The surge that rolls below, he lifts his eyes, 

And casts a silent anxious look without. 

« It is a light—great God—it is a light 1 
It moves upon the shore!—Land—llierc is Land !• 

He spoke in secret, and a tear of joy 
Stole down his check, when on his knees he fell; 

Thou, who hast been his guardian in the wastes 
Of the hoar deep, accept lus tears, his prny’rs; 

While thus he fondly hopes, the purer light 
Of thy great truths ( 52 ) on the hcnigiitcd world 
Shall beam. 

The ling’ring night is past—the sun 
Shines out, while now the red-cross stre.imcrs wave 
High up the gently-surging bay. From all 
Shouts, songs, and mpiurous thanksgiving loud, 

Burst forth: • Another world!« entranced they cry, 

■ Another living world !*-Awe-struck and mute 

The gazing natives stand, and drop their spears, 

Id homage to the gods ! 

So from the deep 

They hail emerging—sight more awful fur 
Than ever yet the wond'riug voyager 
Greeted,—the prospect of u new-found world, 

Now from the night of dark uncertainly 
At once reveal'd in living light! 

IIow beats 

The heart! What thronging thoughts awake! Whence 
sprung 

The roaming nations 7 From that ancient race 
That peopled Asia—Noah’s sons! How, then, 

Piss’d they (he long and lone expanse between 
Of stormy ocean, from the elder earth 
Cut off, and lost, for unknown ages, lost 
In the vast deep? But whilst the awful view 
Stands in thy sight rcveul'd. Spirit, awake 
To prouder energies! E'en now, in thought, 

I sec thee opening bold Magellan's track!' 

The straits are pass’d! Thou, as the seas expand, 

Pausest a moment, when henealh tliinc eye 
Blue, vast, and rocking, through its boundless rule, 

The long Pacific stretches. Nor here cease 

' Msfellaa's slilp flnielrcnaDavlasted ttaaQlobe, paMtofftbrongh 
tba stralu, cailod by bU aame, into iba Sonib-S«a, and procaed* 
leg West to iba Easi-Iodlas. Ha blaiMlf, like our ravarad Cooko, 
pertshad Ja dif antarpriie. 


Thy searcl), but with De Qiiiros' to tlie South 
Still urge lliy way, if yet some continent 
Stretch to its dusky pole, with nations spread, 
Forests, and hills, and streams. 

So be thy search 

With ampler views rewarded, till, at length, 

Lo, the round isorhl is compass’d! Then return 
Back to the bosom of the tranquil Thames, 

And liail Britannia’s victor ship,^ that now 
From many a storm restored, winds its slow way 
Silently up (he current, and so finds, 

Like lo a time-worn pilgrim of the world, 

Best, in that haven where all tempests cease. 


BOOK V. 


Sven are tliy views, Discovexv ! The great world 
Bolls to thine eye reveal'd ; to thee the Deep 
Submits its awful empire; Industry 
Awakes, and Commerce to the echoing marts 
From East to West unwearied pours her wealth. 

Man walks siihlimcr; and Humauily, 

Matured by social intercourse, more high, 

More animated, lifts her sov'rcign mien, 

And waves her golden sceptre. Yet the heart 
Asks trembling, is no evil found 7 O turn. 

Meek CharilY, and drop a human tear 
For the sad fate of Afric's injured sons, 

And hide, for ever itide, ttie siglit of chains, 

Anguish, and bondage I Yes, the heart of man 
Is sick, and Charity turns pale, to think 
How soon, for pure religiou's holy beam, 

Dark crimes, thatsullicil the sweet day, pursued, 

Like vultures, the Discov’rcrs' ocean track, 

«Screaming for blood,« to fields of rich Peru, 

Or ravaged Mexico, while « gold, more goldin 
The cavern’d mountains echo'd • gold, more gold!'« 

Then see the fell-eyed prowling buccaneer, (53) 

Grim as a libbard! He lus jealous look 
I Turns to the dagger at lus holt, his hand 
By instinct grasps a bloody scyrnitar, 

And ghastly is his smile, as o’er the woods 
Hu secs the smoke of burning villages 
Ascend, and thinks e'en now he counts his spoil. 

Sec thousands destined to the lurid mine, (54) 

Never lo see the sun again; all names 
Of husband, sire—all timdcr charities 
Of love, deep buried with them in that grave. 

Where life is as a thing long pass’d; and hope 
No more its sickly ray, to cheer the gloom, 

Extends. 

Thou, too, dread Ocean, toss thy arms. 
Exulting, for the treasures and tlie gems 

* Ba Ouiroii first diacovured tbs New llebridet, In the South-Son ; 
afterwards explored by Cooke, who boors testimony to the aecurocy 
of De Quiros. These isionds were supposed part of a great conti¬ 
nent streti-bing to the South pole, called Terra AmtraHi tneognfta. 

* Drake’s ship, In which be suited round the world; she was laid* 
Bp at D>:ptford—Hence Bon Johnson, in £tw/yr Mam In Us Uamuar, 
a 0 Cos, it cannot be altered, go not about It; Drake’s old ship at 
Deptford may tooner circle the world agniu.t 
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Thai thy dark ooiy realm emblaze; and call ' 

The pale procession of the dead, from caves 
Where late their bodies welter'd, to attend 
TJiy kindly sceptre, and proclaim thy might, 

Lord of the hurricane! Rid all thy winds 
Swell, and destruction ride upon ihe surge, 

Where, after the red lightning flash that shows 
The lab’ring ship, all is at once deep night 
And long suspense, till the slow dawn of day 
Gleams on the scatter'd corses of die dead, 

That strew the sounding shore! 

Then think of him, 

Ye who rejoice with those you love, at eve, 

When winds of winter shake the window-frame, 

And more endear your fire—O think of him, 

Who, saved alone from the duhlroyiiig storm, 

Is cast on some deserted rock, (55) who sees 
Sun after sun descend, and hopeless liears 
At morn the long surge of the tiouhicd main, 

That heals without Ids wretched cave, meantime 
He fears to wake die echoes with liis voice, 

So dread the solitude! 

Let Greenland's snows (56) 
Then shine, and mark the melancholy train 
There left to perUh, whilst the cold pate day 
Declines along the farther ice, that hinds 
The ship, and leaves in night the sinking scene. 

Sad winter closes on the deep; the smoke 

Of frost, that late amusive to (he eye 

Rose o'er the coast, is pass'd, and all is now 

One torpid blank; the fieezing particles 

Blown hlisl'ring, and the white be.ar seeks her cave. 

Ill-f.itcd Outcasts! when the morn again 

Shall streak with Feeble beam the frozen waste, 

Your air-bleach'd and unburied carcasses 
Shall press the ground, and, as the stars fade off, 
Your stony eyes glare 'mid the desert snows! 

These triumphs boast, fell Demon of the Deep! * 
Though never more the universal shriek 
Of all tliat perish thou slialt hear, as when 
The deep foundations of the guilty earth 
Were shaken at the voice of God, and man 
Ceased in his habitations; yet (he sea 
Thy might tempestuous still, and joyless rule, 
Confesses. Ah I what bloodless shadows throng 
K'en now, slow rising from their oozy beds. 

From Mete, * and ■ those gates of burial* 

That guard the Erythrean; from the vast 
Unfathom'd caverns of the Western main 
Or stormy Orcade.s; wliiUt the sad slicll 
Of poor Arion, 3 to the hollow blast, 

Slow seems to pour its melancholy tones, 

And faintly vibrate, ns the dead pass by. 

I seo the chiefs, who fell in distant lands, 

Tjie pre^ of murderous savages, when yells, 


Magellan and Do Solis seem to lead 
The mournful train: Shade of Feyrouse, ( 57 ) O say, 
Where, in the tract of unknown seas, thy bones 
The insulting surge has swept? 

But who is he, 

Whose look, though pale and bloody, wears the trace 
Of pure philanthropy? The pitying sigh 
Forbid not; lie w.is dear to Britons, dear 
To ev'ry heating heart, far as tlie world 
Extends; and my faint fnh'ring touch e'en now 
Dies on the strings, when I pronounce thy name, 

O lost, lamented, gen’rous, Itaplcss Cook! (.58) 

But cease the vain complaint; turn from the shores 
Wet with his blood, Remombrunce! cast ihy eyes 
Upon the long seas, and the wider world, 

Display'll from liis research. Smile, glowing Heallli! 
For now no more the wasted seaman sinks, 

With haggard eye and feeble frame diseasctl; 

I No more with tortured longings for the sight 
i Of fields and liilloi ks green, madly he calls 
I On Nature, when befoiv his swimming eye 
The liquid long expanse of clicerlcss seas 
[ Scorns all one flow’iy pl.iin. • Then frantic dreams 
I Aris(>; his eye’s disieiuper'd flash is seen 
j From the sunk socket, as .1 demon there 
Sat mocking, (ill lie plunges in (he Hood, 

I And the dark wave goes o'er him. 

Nor wilt thou, 

0 Science, fail to deck (he mid 9Iorni * 

OF him who wider o’er earth's hemisphere 
Thy views extended. On, from deep to deep, 

Thun slialt retrace the windings of Ins tr.ick ; 

From (he high Nortli to where the field-ice binds 
The still Antarctic; Thence, from isle to isle, 

Thou shall pursue his progress;and explore 
Now Holland's eastern shores, ^ where now the sons 
Of distant Britain, from her lap cast out, 

Water the ground with tears of ]icmlence, 

Perhaps, hereafter, in their destined time, 

Thein'icives to rise pre-eminent. Now speed, 

By Asia's eastern bounds, still to the Norili, 

Where the vast continents of cither world (.51)) 
Approdcli: I Beyond, *t is silent boundless ice, 
Impenetrable barrier, where all thought 
Is lost; where never yet the eagle flew, 

Nor roam'd so far thu white-bear through the waste. 

But thou, dread Power, whose voice from chaos call’d 
The earth, who badest the Lord of light go forth, 

E'en as a giant, and the sounding seas 
Roll at thy Hat: may the dark deep clouds 
That thy pavilion shroud from mortal sight, 

So pass away, as now the mystery, 

Obscure through rolling ages, is disclosed; 

Ilow man, from one great Father sprung, his race 


And shouts, and concha, resounded through the woods, spread to that sever'd continent! ^ ( 60 ) Ev'n so. 

Father, in thy good time, shall all things stand 
I See Book I. Reveal’d to knowledge. 

* Mote, in the Anbic, aceordlof; lo OruRe, •l('niHei like place of 
bnriil.i The enirnace of ihe Kea-Sen wa« m ceflwl, from the dun- * Cooper'* deacrlpiion of ibe CHlentnre. 
gertof 1)10 naTiKBilon. SeeBuc<.c. *« MoruU la • grave. * Boiany-Ray. 

• * Alluding lo Ihe patheiic poem of the Shipwreck, wkoae author, ' The continent* of Alia nnd America npproaA ao nea 


' See Cooper'* deacrlpiion of ibe Caleatere. 

* aMoruU la a grave. * Boiany-Ray. * America. 

■ The continent* of Alia nod America npproaA to near that ibu 


Falconer, dcicribed himielf under the name of Arioa, aod who wai peopling of America may be eoiily acconeted for, aerma the *irait»of 


afterward* loit in itaaAnrora. 
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As the mind revolves 

The change of mighty empires, and the Fate 

Of Him, whom thou hast made, back through the dust 

Of ages, contemplation turns her view: 

We mark, as from its infancy, the world 
Peopled again, from that mysterious shrine 
That rested on the top of Ararat, 

Highest of Asian mountains; spreading on, 

The Cuthites from ihcir mountain caves descend— 
Then before God the suns of Ammon stood 
In their gigantic might, and first the seas 
Vanquish'd : hut still from clime to dune the groan 
Of sacrifice, and Superstition’s cry, 

Waslioiird; hut when the Hay-Spring rose of Ileav’n, 
Greece's hoar forests echo'd « the great l\)n 
U dead!» From I^ypt and the rugged shores 
Of Syrian Tyre, the Gods of Haikness fly; 

Rd is cast down, and Neho, horrid king, 
hows in imperial halivlon * Rut ah! 

Tuo soon, the Star of flcllildiem, whose ray 
The host of Ileav'n hail'd jiihilant, and sung 
* (ilory to God on high, andou earth peace,* 

With long cclijise is veil’d. 

Red Papacy(6j) 

I'siirp'd tlic meek dominion of the Lord 

Of love and charity: vast as a fiend 

She rose, lleavrii’s light was darken’d with her frown, 

And the earth murmur'd liack her hymns of blood, 

A* the meek martyr at the burning sukc 
Stood, his last look uplifted to Ills God! 
hut she is now cast down, her cmpiic reft. 

They who in darkness walk’d, and iu the shade 
Of death, have seen a new and holy light. 

As in the umbrageous forest, through whose boughs, 
Mossy and damp, for many a le.igue, the morn 
Willi languid beam scarce pierces, here and tlicre 
Touching some solitary trunk, the rest 
Hark waving in the noxious almosphere; 

Through the thick-niattcd Icaviw the serpent winds 
His way, to find a spot of casual sun 
Thc gaunt hyiPuas through the thickets glide 
At eve: Then, too, the coiiclied tiger's eye 
Flames in the dusk, and oft the gna.shing jaws 
Of the fell crocodile arc heard. At length, 

By man’s superior energy and toil. 

The sunless brakes are clear’d; the joyous morn 
Shines through the opening leaves; rich culture smiles 
Around; and howling to their distant wilds 
Tile savage inmates of the wood retire. 

Such is the scene of human life, till want 

bids Man hU strength put forth ; then slowly spreads 

The cultured stream of mild humanity, 

And g'ontler virtues, and more noldc aims 
Employ the active mind, till beauty beams 
Around, and n:iture wears her richest robe, 

Adorn'd with lovelier graces. Then the charms 
Of Woman, fairest of the works of Iicav'n, 

Whom the cold savage, in his sullen pride. 

Scorn’d, as unworthy of his equal love. 

With more attractive influence wins the heart 
Of her protector: Then the names of sire. 

Of home, of brother, and of children, grow 
More saersd, more endearing; whilst the eye, 

Lifted bft | ^ d this earthly scene, beholds 
A Father who looks down from heav'n on all! 


O Britain 1 my loved country, dost thou rise 
Most higli among the nations ? Ho thy fleets 
Ride o’er (he surge of ocean, that subdued 
Rolls In lung sweep beneath them ? Dost thou wear 
Thy garb uf gentler monls gracefully! 

Is widest science thine, and the fair train 
Of lovelier arts» Wliile commerce throngs thy ports 
With her ton thousand slrciimcrs, is the track 
Of the iindcviating ploughshare white, 

That lips the recking furrow, follow'd soon 
With plenty, bidding all the scene rejoice, 

K’en like a cultured garden ’ Ho the streams 
That steal .along ihy peaceful vales, reflect 
Temples, and Attic domes, and village tow'rsl 
Is beauty thine, fairest of carihly things, 

Woman? and dolli slie gain that libera) love 
And homa(;e, which the meekness of her voice, 

Tlie r.ipttire of her smile, coininandtng most 
When she seems weakest must demand from him, 

Her iiiaster; whose stern strength at once submits 
In manly, but endearing confidence. 

Unlike his selfish tyranny who sits 
The Sultan of his Harain? 

0 then think 

How great the blessing, and how high thy rank 
Amid the civilized and social w'orld! 

Rut h.ist thoii no deep failiugs, that might turn 
Thy thoughts within thyself? Ask, for the sun 
That shines in luMv'n hath seen it, hath thy power 
Ne’er sc.ilter’d sorrow over distant lands? 

Ask of the K.ist, have never tliy proud sails 
Borne plunder from dismember'd provinces, 

Leaving • the groans of iniherabic men* 

Behind ! And free thyself, and lifting high 
The charter of thy freedom, bought with blood, 

Hast thou not stood, in patient apathy, 

A witness of the tortures and the chains 
That Africa’s injured sons have known ? Stand up— 
Yes, thou hast visited the caves, and chcei’d 
The gloomy haunts of sorrow ; thou hast shed 
A beam of comfort and of righteousness 
On isles remote; has bid tlic bread-fruit shade 
The Hesperian ix'gions, and has soften’d much 
With bland amelioration, and with charms 
Of social sweetness, the hard lot of man. 

But weigh'd in truth’s firm balance, ask, if all 
Bn even; Do not crimes of ranker growtli 
Batten amid thy cities, whose loud din, 

From flashing and contending cars, ascends 
Till morn 1 Enchanting, as if aught so sweet 
Ne'er faded, do thy daughters wear the weeds 
Of calm domestic peace and wedded love; 

Or turn, with beautiful disilaiti, to d.'ish 
Gay pleasure's poison'd chalice from their lips 
Untasled ? Hath not sullen atheism, 

Weaving gay flow'rs of poesy,‘ so sought 
To hide the darkness of his withered brow 
With faded and fantastic gallantry 
Of roses, thus to win the thoughtless smile 
Of youthful ignorance I Hast thou with awe 
Look’d up to Him whose power is in the clouds, 

Who bids the storm rush, and sweeps to earth 

* Seo tbs ■ Temple of Xotarc,* LoTua of the Planu. 
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The nations that offend, and they arc {^one, . 

Like Tyre and Babylon T Well weigh thyself— 

Then slialt thou rise undauntcil in the might 
Of tliy Protector, and the gather'd hate 
Of hostile bands shall be but as the sand 
Blown on the everlasting pyramid. 

{fasten, 0 Love and Charity! your work, 

E'en now whilst it is day; far as the world 
Extends, may your divmest intliience 
fie felt, and more than felt, to teach mankind 
They all are brothers, and to drown the cries 
Of superstition, anarchy, or blood. 

Not yet the hour is come: on Ganges' hanks 
Still Stipcr<;tilion hails the (lame of death. 

Behold, gay dress'd, as in her bridal lire. 

The .self-<lcvoted beauteous victim, (6a) slow 
Ascend the pile where her dead hiisbaud lies : 

She kisses his cold cheeks, inclines lier breast 
On his, and lights Jierself tlie fatal pile 
That shall consume them botli! 

On ICgypl’s shore. 

Where science rose, now Sloth and Ignorance 
Sleep like the huge Behemoth in the sun! 

The turban'd Moor still stains wlUi stranger's blood 
The inmost s.inds of AFric. But all those 
The light shall visit, and that vaster tract 
From Fuego to the farthest Latirador,' 

Where roam the outcast Esquimaux, shall hear 
The voice of social fellowship; the chief. 

Whose hatchet (lash'd amid the forest gloom, 

Who to his infants bore the bleeding scalp 
Of his fali’n foe, shall weep unwonted tears! 

Come, Faith; come, Hope; come, iricek-cycd Charity; 
Complete the lovely prospci't: every land 
Sliall lift up one Hosannah ; > every tongue 
Proclaim thee Father, Infiiiitc, and wise, 

And good. The shores of palmy Senegal 
(Sad Afric's iiijiiied sons no more enslaved) 

Shall answer «< Ilnllclujah;* for the Lord 

Of truth and mercy reigns—reigns King of Kings— 

Hosannah—King of Kings—and Lord of Lords! 

So may his kingdom come, when all the earth, 
Uniting thus as in one hymn of praise. 

Shall wait the end of all things. This great globe, 

Ills awful plan accomplish'd, then sliall sink 
In flames, whilst through the clouds, that wrap the place 
Where it had roll'd, and the sun shone, the voice 
Of the Archangel, and the (rump of God, 

Amid Ileav'n's darkness rolliug fast away, 

Shall sound I 

Then sliall the sea give up its dead;— 
But man's immortal mind, all trials past 
Thaf shook his feverish frame, amiilst the scenes 
Of peril and distemper, shall ascend 
Exulting to its destined seal of rest. 

And •• justify liis ways,* from whom it sprung. 

' America. 

• See Coirrss'e truly •uIiHae atralD on ibii eahjort 

« Eartb rolU ihe rupturou* Hogunooli roaod.* 


NOTES. 


Note I, page 3, col. a. 

The gieni l*li:inioiu of tlic stormy Cepe. 

CamoenV description of the specirc that appeared to Da 
Gama off the Cape of Good-Hope, is very poetical and 
siihlimc; perhaps, however, it would have bi'en more 
snhliinc, if the painting of the image had been some¬ 
what less distinct. It was necessary to give a peculiar 
African appearance and character, but the minuteness 
with which it is described, takes off tlic real grandeur; 
I allude to the ■ blue rows of Icelli.* For tlic sake of 
those who may not have re.ad Gatuoens, or seen the ele¬ 
gant and masterly translation, the desciiption from 
Mickle is added :— 

u Now prosp'rous ilio hcndinff dinTnia iwi'll’d, 

From llicifo nido chorea uiir feurleaa courau held: 

ItencMlh the {'licK'niui; wiito tlio Cod of day 
lind now li\e liuiea wilhdrawo llie parlin|{ riiy, 

When (iVr tlio prow o audili'o darknei* eproad, 

And alowiy lldiiiinj o'er ibe mnat'e tail bead 
A i)lmk cloud huTcr'd : uoi npprnr'd Irom far 
Tlic luoon'H polo gliiiipcc, nor fuinily-twinkliag ilar . 

$0 deep ti (•loom ibo lourini; vapour cuit, 

Truiialicl wiib nwo tlic bruTeal aloud at'hacl. 
niciinwliilu 11 liollow-buratiiii; roar rociiiinda. 

As when linnrac iur{>(‘a laxh tbeir rockv tiioiindi ; 

Nor lind ibo lilack'niDj; wtive, uor irownini; lieov'ii 
Tbe wfliucil Rii'iia of {•aibrrin,'; Icnipvil ({i>vn. 

Ama/cd wc aiood—O Tbou, our fortiino'a yuldo, 

Awit line omen, migtiiy Con, I cried, 

Or tliroii(>li lorhiiliii ii < lime* advciu'rous ctrny'd, 

Hate wu ibe aeureu nf ihc deep biirvcy’d, 

Wbiiti Ihciw wido coliliulec of avac and cky 
Wvro doom'd to bide fiont nion'c nnhallow'd oyo t 
Whniu'cr thic pin(li|;y, it thrcuictic inoro 
Tlinn inidni|;bi lein|ickU und thu mingled roar. 

When aea and cky I'ombinB to rork tbc marble tboro. 

■ I epoke, when rlainf; throunb ihu dnrkcn'd air. 

Appall’d wo saw un hideouH I'liiiniom ((lori*; 

|]i{>h onil cuormiMiK o'er Ibo Rood be tower'd, 

And thwart our way wilh hhIIcii uapoi-l lour’d : 

An enrtliy pnicnesc o'er IiIk chceka wnc epreod. 

Erect upruae Ida huira nf wither'd red ; 

XVrilliiiii; to ipeak, his soldo lipadlaclnso. 

Sharp Olid diajoiii d, hie f'nnahin;; Icelh'a hliio rowa } 

Ilia ha('(pird liciini Row'd i|uiv'nnrT un the wind, 

Ilevenfp! and horror in hia mien rombined; 

Hie clouded front, l>y wiib'rin;; li(|bliiin(;c iiared, 

Tbc inward anj'iiish ofiiia aoiii dii lined. 

Ilia cyck, red ('iowini; from tlivir diiaky lorea, 

Shot lisid hrua : kar eihoini;o'er the wnvet 
Ilia tome reaoiiiided, aa thu co^ern'd abnro 
With iiollow (iroaii repciita the icmpeat'a roar. 

Cold (;lldiii(; burnira ilinH'd cath hem'a brcaat. 

Our hriatlinn hair nnd toirring kiieca ronfeat 
Wild dread, ib« wbilu with aavage nfaaatly wan, 

Ilia hinik lips iremblinc, ibua iho tiend be(pin.a 

Note 2 , page 4, col. i. 

Iteaia upon Ararat. 

The render is referred for information on (his subject 
to Mr Clark’s able introduction to liis valuable History 
of Navigation. From that work I beg to transcribe the 
interesting passage relating to the spot where the Ark 
rested. 

« To ascertain the particular part of Asi.^ where this 
memorable event of the resting the Ark took place, is 
of the utmost imporiance, etc. On this subject 1 have 
ventured to differ from general and received opinions, 
and have preferred the opinion of Ben Gorion and Sir 
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Walter Raleigh, who place Ararat at the sources of the 
river Indus. This opinion is certainly worthy of more 
attention than it has received, and is approved by the 
learned Patrick in his commentary. The great Sir 
Walter Raleigh gives a variety of cogent reasons for be¬ 
lieving that the long ridge of mounUins which runs 
through Armenia, Mesopotamia, Assyria, Media, anil 
Susiana, that is, from Cilicia to Paraponisus, was culled 
by Moses Ararat^ and by Pliny Taurus.* 

The words of Raleigh are, « We must understaud 
that Ararat, named by Moses, is not one hill so called : 
All that long ledge of mounlTins, which Phny calleth 
by one name, Taurus; and Plolomie, both Taurus, Ni- 
phrates, Coatrus, etc. until they cioss the mountains of 
the great linaus; are of one name, and arc called the 
mountains of Ararat, or Armenia; because from thence, 
or thereabouts, they seem to arise. So all these moun¬ 
tains of Hyrcania, Armenia, C<ispia, Scythi.*!, etc. thus 
diversely called by Pliny and others, Ptolomy calls by 
one name—Caucasus, lying lictwecn the seas Caspi.iii 
and Euxinus; and as (liese inuuntdins of Ararat run 
East and West, so do the marvellous mountains of 
Irnaus stretch themselves North and South, etc. All 
the mountains of Asia, both tlic less and the greater, 
have three general names—Taurus, Irnaus, Caiicastis; 
drawing near tlicir ways’ enil they first make themselves 
the South horiler of Bactrin, and arc then honoured 
with (he title of Paraponisus, and lastly of Ciiieasia, 
even where the fanioxis river of Jndus^ with liis prin¬ 
cipal compariioiis, Ilydaspes and Zar.-cdus, spring foith. 
And here do these mountains build themselves exceed¬ 
ing high, to e(|ujl the strong hills called Itnaus, of 
Scythia.s 

The reader is referred to Mr Clarke and Sir Waller 
Raleigh for their cogent arguments upon this subject; 

1 must, however, quote Major Reyncll’s words:—■ The 
highest contiguous ridge of this part appears to he that 
whicli passes by the South-East of the Caspian Sea and 
Hyrcania; between Asia ou the Noith, and Dr.ingiana 
on the South ; and from thence between Bactriana and 
tlic Indian provinces; where, as it approaches Irnaus, ! 
which, as has been said, forms a part of a yet more i-le- 
vated region, it swells to a great bulk and height. All 
this is properly the Indian Caucasus of the Greeks, in 
modern language Hindoo Rho.>-~Geo. q/* Herodotus. 
(Quoted from Mr Clarks. 

Note 3, page 4> col. i. 

Imout (fleami. 

The testimony of Captain Wilford on this subject, 
from the Asiatic Researches, may also he quoted : 

«Tbc appellation (Caucasus), at least in its present 
state, U not Sanscrit; and as it is not of Grecian origin, 
it i* probaMe the Greeks received it through their in- 
(•rcourse with the Persians. In this supposition the 
ival name of this famous mountain sliouhl be Casus, or 
Gni fer Cau or Con in Persian signifies a mountain. 
The true Sanscrit name is C'hagigi, or the mountain of 
the Ghasas, a most ancient and powerful tribe, who in- 
liahitcd this mountain, etc. This denomination is now 
conBned to a few spots, etc. The immense range is 
constantly called in Sanscrit IHmachel, or snowy moun¬ 
tain, and HimalaQu^ the abode of snow; from Uima, 
the Greeks made Imaus, etc. 

K The natives look upon fiameyan, and the adjacent 
conittric^ as the place of abode of the progenitors of 


mankind, both before and after the flood, etc. By Bami- 
gan and the adjacent countries they understand all the 
country, from Sistnn to Samerchand, reaching towards 
the EiiM as far as the Ganges. This tradition is of great 
antiquity; for it is countenanced by Persian authors, 
and the siicrcil books of the Hindus, etc. The summit 
of the Chaisa-gliar is always covered with snow; in 
the midst of which are seen several streaks of reddish 
hue, supposed by pilgrims to bo tlie mark or impres¬ 
sion made by the f^el of the Dove, which Noah let out 
of the Ark. For it is the general and uniform tradition 
of the country, that Noah built the Ark upon the sum¬ 
mit of this mountain, and there embarked: that when 
the flood assuaged, (be summit of it appeared first above 
the waters, and was the resting-place of the Dove. The 
Ark itself rested about half way up (he mountain, on a 
projecting plain of a very small csleiu; and (here a 
place of worship was erected.*— Clarke’s Jutroductioa 
to Aavigation, p. 23. 

I add a passage from St Jerom :—■ By the mountains 
of Ararat, on which (he Ark rested, we are not (o 
understand the mountains of Armenia, but the highest 
mountains of Taunts, etc.* The same opinion may he 
found in Varenius, etc. Bishop Cumberland lias these 
w'ords;—• Before I leave this country, 1 must call to 
mind what Dionysius ll.ilicar. tells us, that Atlas was 
their first king, and that he c.ime from the mount 
Caucasus, which we know to he in the Northern parts 
of Asia, and to lailong to dial vast ridge of mountains 
among which the rest of (he Ark was.*— 'Cumberland 
on Sanchoniatho. 

Notc 4 « page 4 > col. 2 . 

Pet.Iiurait, 

« During our absence, some of the natives, in four 
i small canoes, had visited the ship. They were dcscribeii 
j as wretched and poor, but inoffensive; contrary to the 
custom of all the natives in the South Sea, they were 
silent on their approach to the ship, and when along¬ 
side hardly pronounced any other woril than Passeray. 
Those whom M. de Bougainville saw in die straits of 
Magelliains, not far from hence, used the same word, 
from whence he gave them the general name of ’’Fechc- 
rais.’ The children were perfectly naked, and, like 
their mothers, liud/lled about the fire in each canoe, 
shivering vi illi cold and rarely littering any other word 
than Passeray, which sometimes sounded like a word 
of ciideainient, and sometimes seemed to be an ex¬ 
pression of complaint. 

«i It is very prob<ibIe that they are the miserable out¬ 
casts of some neighbouring tribe, wiiicli enjoys a more 
comforuible life; and that being reduced to live in this 
dreary inhospitable part of Terra del Fuego, they have 
gradually lost every idea but those wliicb their most 
urgent wants give rise to. They ramble, perhaps, in 
quest of food, from one inlet or bay to another, and 
take up dicir winter residence in the most uncomfort¬ 
able spot in this horrid country.*'— Foster’s f'tfyage 
with Cook, in the years 1772 , 3,4> S’ 

Note 5, page 5, col. 2 . 

Of hollow engloes, «tc. 

Let it be remembered, however, to the honour of Co¬ 
lumbus, that his conduct was unstained by cruelties; it 
was the crimes of liis successors that made America, 
after its discovery, a scene of horror and carnage. 
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Note 6 page 5, col- i- What a poetical use has Theocritus made of the idea 

Whil. ™,.c „„ cor» d.,n .!» r«l ..rr..t «.IM. "■= “"didoovered source of ll,c Nile 1 Notl.inB can 

«Neill,or did llie other Wands far. better: The S'™*' “To/rr llfl 

LusaiflP they bronfilit to an utter desolation; and ship- G ‘ ' y . vii, 

ping iniiitiiiides of men for the mines in Hispaniola^ i3, page 6, col. i. 

wanting food for them, the tliird part commonly pc- The wild .iiy.ier,oui?ti(i«r. 

rished by the way; so that an unskilful pilot miBht 

have lcarne.1 his way by sea by those floatinR rnark. of been uuhnown for «> many cen- 

Indjan carcasses. Tlus Spanish pestilence spread further celebrated river 

to the continent, where they spoiled the shores and ti e 

inland coiinirics of people. From Ddnena to Nicaragua _ .-.j.,;. I . m i, i. • 

. , . , , St j la. ej«..n majestic course from the West to the bibt.n MrParkes 

Ihcv slew four hundred ihouiand people with dogs, c .u* » in- i i r 

^ ^ ^ . f. /-w, , n^w/s description of this »lonn-iort* river, when he hrst came 

sword, fire, .and divers tortures.!)—Puaenss,from/lanft. . . f .. . f. . ’ 

’ . in sight of It, IS very striking: 

witness- , « . 1 , If* « “ Looking forwards, I saw with infinite pleasure the 

Wlio ran read the horrid account of the cruelties of ,. ” * - . , . ... 

, _ • 1 - a • -.1 . I • - -.1 .1 great onjcct of my mission—the ong-soiieht-ror maies- 

ihc Spaniards in America, without eacUiming with the 

tic Niger, glittering to the morning sun, as broad as the 

moral and patheue Cowper- . Th,,mes at Westminster, and flowin,; slowly to rt. east- 

Then what ii.Maa V Aod what man, looing ihii, ward. I hastened to the brink, and, hsiving drank of 

And k-i«i; f«cli"II'. d»- "«> the water, lifted up my fervent thanks in prayer to tlie 

AndbnoK hi# hcod, to ihlDlkbinifcclf oManl ^ . . . , ^ 

Great Itulcr of all things, for having thus far crowned 
Note 7 , page S,col. s. uiy endeavours with success.* 

GrcatEuitcrn mountain. The account of Herodotus is thus at last confirmed, 

• That tremendous Caff, ( according to the Indian and for this, as well as many otlicr interesting geogra- 

superstition) inhabited by spirits, dxmons, and the phical discoveries, we are indebted to that learned, 

griffin Sirnorg.* liberal, and truly valuable cstahlishmcnr, tlic African 

Society. I need not mention ihc recent discovery of the 
Note 8, page 5, col. 2 . temple of Jupiter Ammon in the 0.isis of Siwah, by 

tono); Hilda. Hornernaiiti, under the auspices of that respectable and 

Alluding to the second sight in the highlands of enlightened body. 

Scotland and the Hebrides. The reader will rememher I cannot help wishing that the toil, the danger, and 
Thomsou’s fine description in the Castle of Indo- the eiitei prise of travellers, who have done so much scr- 
lence: vice to learning in general, should he remunerated, not 

A. . 1 .. . Af ,h„ H«hrM ill... I'y liberal, bul by the Stale. 


fence: 


Ai nhon a jihppherd of tbo Hobrld lilei, | 

IMnrrd far nmitl the iDcloniboiy main 
(Wbflbor it lio lone fancy him iiegnilei; 

Or ilint ucrial bcia{{# lomolimu# driQu 
Tntinnd, eniliodird, to our icnso# plain), 

See# on tho D.ikc<l hill, or vaiiify low, 

Tb« whilitt iu 0('4<aD I'ho'bui dip# hi# waio, 

A vast askuiuldy moving to nud fro: 

Then nil at om-o in uir diaiolvei the wond'roui show. 

• The West of St Kilda is six hundred fathom above 
the surface of the sca .»—Description of St JTtfda. 

Note 9, page 6, col. i. 


Note 14, page 6 , col. 1. 

Plata, through vatLor torritory pour'd. 

Hio du la Plata rises in the heart of South-Amcrica, 
and, after receiving many streams in its immense course, 
rushes with such violence into the ocean, that it renders 
the waters fresh for many leagues.— Guthbis. 

Note 1 5 , page 6, col. t. 

Audei. 


Note 9, page b, col. I. jjig Andes, or Cordilleras, the highest range of 

Brahma-Pootor. mountains on the globe; they have several volcanos, 

The most magnificent river of the East; unknown to and divide the whole southern parts of America, run- 


the ancients. 


Note I o, page 6, col. 1. 

Curiloand Altiutiau iaio#. Note 16, page 6, col. 1. 

Discovered by the Russians, iu the Northern Archi- Deep In cave#, vault within vault, 

pelago, betweenAmerica and Asia.—See Coxa’s Jlwstan. Caverns, labyrinths, dark and mysterious groves, 
Discoveries. ihe drradfnl sanctuaries of early superstition in 

Note II, page 6, col. 1. the first ages of the world, particularly in the East and 

The mountain# of the Moon. . in ISgypl. Such were the stupendous caverns of Ele- 

Hoantain. of AbyMlnia, from when., th. Nil. wa> S“lKtt.. Grove. Mcr«l to roltBion and 

.nppo.«d to have taken if rlK. ...enc. were famous all over th. East. Abraham i. 

* , said to have planted a grove in Beersheba, and to have 

Note 12, page 6, col. i. called there upon the name of the lord ; but his dcgc- 

Thetource ofNile. Derate posterity afterwards prostituted the hallowed 

Et gen# ■! qua famr, natcenil conscla Nllo. grove to purposes of the basest devotion. They were 

Locar. upbraided by the prophets with burning incense, and 

See Lobo and Bruce.—It appears, however, from offering oblations, under every oak and green tree, (o 
Brown, that tho true source of the Nile was not visited the gods of the Phcenicians; it was against the groves^ 
by them. polluted by such sacrifices, that the most awful anathc- 


ning parallel with the Pttcific Ocean nearly four lliou- 
sand three hundred miles. 
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mas of oFfcnded Ileayen were denounced.—MAUBiCs's Tlie Philistines worshipped Dagon their ■ 8ea-idol;» 
Indian. Antiquities. having an idea, derived from Epypt, of a deity con- 

■. nected with the $e». Now the Pliilistincs certainly arc 

Note 17, pa(je 7, col. i. reckoned by Aloses amon^ the sons of Misram; and 

Thou u«‘at, ladeed, etc. Jeremiah, chapter xlvii, tells us, the Philistines were a 

See the account of tortures indicted on their captives remnant of the country of Caphtor; which the learned 
by the Americans. Bishop Cumberland considered as the place culled Sin, 

^ 5. « f thinks the ancient Pclusiiim in Kijypt. It is pro- 

® e t » 7 » • bable, therefore, that the Uorites in Edom were of the 

QntverinCi snd rod, and raeVina to iho tun. Same StOCk 

Much as the heart revolts at the uccounrs of the Spa¬ 


nish cruelties in America, we ouyht to remember at 
the same time the bloody character of the Pei uvians and 
Alexirans. The captives taken in war, in every tribe, 


Note 21, page 7> col. 2. 

The sons nf Cush.—Si ill fearful of ibe flood. 

It is a tradition among the Abyssinhins, which they 


wcremiirdered anddevoured. ■Who th.ii views .Mexico, j|jj.y jjjjjc immemorial, and which 

steeped in licrown Mood, ran restrain tliecinolion which jjj j.qi,al)y received among the Jews and Christians, that 
whispers to him—The punishment she suffered tuns the 1 aJniost immediately after the flood, Cush, grandson of 
hand of heaven'! By the number of these sacred but- jJojIi, with bis family, passing through Albara, from 
cherics, one would think that cruelty was the greatest country of Egypt, then without inhabitants, 

amusement of Mcwco. At the dedication of the leinple ganr,(. jq j|,g ridge of mountains which still scpaniics the 
of Viizuliputzli, A D. sixiy-four thousand and country of Atbara from the more mountainous 

eighty liuman victhm were sacrificed in four days. The of Abyssinia. 

sculls of the victims sometimes were hung on strings, , casting his eye upon the map the reader will see 
which readied from tnic to tree around ihcir temples; ^ ch.ain of luounUins, beginning at the Isthmus of Suer, 
and sometimes were built up in temples, and cemented runsall .ilong liken wall, about forty miles from the 

with lime. In some of these towers Andrew de Tapia ^ ^ea, till it divides in lat. i 3 » into two branches, 

one day counted one hundred and llurly-six thousand . 'j'|,g along the Northern frontiers of Ahyssiiii.i, 

skulls. During the war with Cortez they increased tlicir ] crosses the Nile, ainl then proceeds Westward, through 
usual sacrifices, till prk'st and people were tired of , \prjca, tow.irds the Atlantic Oce.in. The other branch 
their bloody religion. The method of sacrificing was , Southward, and then East, taking the form of the 
thus: Six priests laid the victim on the altar, wliicli was Araliiaii Gulf, after winch, it continues Southward all 
narrow at top, when five bending him across, the sixth along the Indian Ocean, in the same manner as it did 
ciu up his stomach with a sharp Hint; and while he in the beginning all along the Red Sea, that is parallel 
held up his heart reeking to the sun, the others turn- m the coast. 

bled the carcass down a flight of steps, near the altar, « Their tradition says, that, terrified with the late 
and immediately proceeded to the next sacrifice. See dreadful event, the Hood, still recent in their minds, and 
Acosta, Gomara, etc.*—AI icxle's Introduction to apprehensive of being again involved in a similar cula- 
the Lusiad, p. 7. niity, they chose for their habitations caves in tlic sides 

Note 19, page 7, col. 2. mountains, rather than trust themselves again 

To sir barpion oic on the plain. It is more than probable, that, soon after 

, ^ , - their arrival, meeting here with the tropical rains, which, 

Alludiagto the p.ctnrcof tl.eherp, tn the cavern.of aeration, .till exceea tlie days wl.ich occasioned tlic 
Tliehes, dccribed by Bruce. Set Bauc. s Travels, and flgoa. and observing, that going tlirougb Albara, that 
Bu.NETSffiator/o/JIfiMC.-IH. singular, that Denon, j,,,, between the Nile and Aslahor.as, after- 

visiting the same eavern, and drawing the same harps ^ 

should not have menttonetl Briico; the comcidenee of ^ J 

the copies, however, sufhciently establishes Bruces ,b„i, advaneing .Southward, they chose to 

veracity. stop at the first mountains, where the country was fer- 

Note 20, page 7, col. 2. tile and pleasant, rather th.in proceed farther, at the 

Banl/vplioD, etc. risk of involving themselves, perhaps, in a land of Hoods, 

A sea-idol, generally considered the guardian of the might prove as fatal to their posterity as that of 

coast. I suppose, tliat after ancient Thehes was de- been to their ancestors, 

stroyed by the firet shepherds, its scattered inhabitants * ** ® conjecture from probability, only mcn- 

formedanavid station on the licropolilieguif, or Western for illustration, for the motives that guided tliem 

branch of the Red Sea, at Suez, the «incient Arsinoe. ®***^*^ot certainly lie known; but it is an undoubted fact, 
Afterwards the Edomites fortified ports on either branch, Cuthites, with unparalleled industry, and 

asat Elioth and Ezion-Gchcr. Migdol was a fortress that '''***' instruments utterly unknown to us, formed for 

guarded the p.i8s of Egypt; Moses speaks of a nation ti'eu»*«lve8 commodious, yet wonderful habitations, in 

possessing this country before the <lcscendants of Esau. heart of mountains of granite and marble, which 
In the earliest ages Edom must have been a rich and remain entire to this day, and promise so to do till the 
powerful city and territory. David says, • who will of all thing8.» 

lead me into Edom, the strong city ?* „ 

The Uorites, whom Moses mentions, Gen. zxxvi, ao, * ' ** 

to be in possession of Edom liefore tlie sons of Esau, (of Impvrial Tbshe*. 

Sbein’s line), were probably of the line of Ham, from Dpper Egypt was peopled, according to Herodotus, 
Egypt, who first established navigation. from Ethiopia. He mentions, that before the Epyptians 


Dpper Egypt was peopled, according to Herodotus, 
from Ethiopia. He mentions, that before the Egyptians 
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descended into the plains watered by the Nile, which 
formed impenetrable morasses, they dwell on the 
mountaios bordering on the cataracts. Bruce says, w it 
is probable, that immediately upon tlieir success at 
Meroc, they (the Gutliites) lost no time in stretching 
on to Thebes.*—Pocock's description is curious, as 
illustrating the idea of Thebes having been built by the 
original possessors of the abodes cut out of the marble 
rocks on the mountains of Abyssinia. He says, ■ when 
we proceeded a mile to the norlli, we came to a kind 
of street, for the rorky ground rose on earli side 
about ten feet: it had a row of rooms cut in it, some 
of them supported by pillars; and as there is not tlie 
least sign of raised buildings, T could not help imagin¬ 
ing that in the earliest times these caverns might serve 
as houses.« 

Note 23 , page 8, col. i. 

Smite (bom 1b >alB. 

There is something very grand, allowing for French 
exaggeration, in Denon's description of the arnty halt¬ 
ing involuntarily at the sight of the ruins of Thebes. 

• At nine o'clock, turning the end of a chain of 
mountains which formed a promontory, the French sud¬ 
denly beheld the scat of the antique Thebes, in all its 
development; Thebes, of which Homer has painted 
the extent in a single word, the /iiuidred-gatcd Thebes 
—a poetic and empty expression, confidently repeated 
through a series of ages. Described in a few pages 
dictated to Herodotus by the Kgyptian priests, and 
copied ever since by all other historians; celebrated for 
a succession of kings whose wisdom has placed them 
in (he rank of gods, for laws which were revered with¬ 
out being understood, for sciences confided to pompous 
and enigmatic inscriptions (those learned and curliest 
monmnents of the arts, which time itself has forebornc 
to injure); tins abandoned sanctuary, insulated by 
barliarism, and returned to the desert whence it was 
conquered; this city, in a word, perpetually wrapped in 
that veil of mystery by which even colossuses are mag¬ 
nified; this exiled city, which the mind no longer dis¬ 
covers but through the mists of lime, was still a phan¬ 
tom so gigantic to our ioiaginatioo, that the army, at 
the sight of its scattered ruins, halted of itself, and, by 
one spontaneous impiilsc, grounded its arms, ns if the 
possession of the remains of this capital had been the 
object of its glorious labours, had completed the con¬ 
quest of the Egyptian territory.* 

Note a 4 t p 38 ^ *'■ 

Slog to Oiirii. 

Thebes, so called according to some from the Hebrew, 
Thebalh^ an ark. The hieroglyphics on the walls are 
evidently allusive to the great event of one family pre- 
scrvi.'d In a vessel; and Osiris is proved, I think beyond 
a doubt, by Bryant and Mr .Maurice, to have been 
Noah. A new source of investigation has indeed been 
opened from the sacred books of the Brahmins; the 
* account of the Eastern countries is more accurate; and 
• all our researches,* as Sir William Joues says, *have 
confirmed the Mosaic account of the primitive world.» 
On this interesting subject I must refer the reader 
^morc particularly to Hryani's learned, though in many 
parts fanciful, Analysis; and Mr Maurice’s Indian An¬ 
tiquities, The chief points are most judiciously brought 
together, explained, and illustrated by Mr Clarke, in 


his interesting work on Navigation, osfaras relates to this 
subject. Nothing appears dearer, from late r^nrebes, 
than that Noah and the ark were the foundation of 
many Pagan rites and ceremonies; and that many 
particulars attending the early worship of all nations 
were derived obscurely from the tradition of that awful 
circumstance described in the book of Genesis. In 
Mr Maurice's words: * Whatsoever objections may 
have been urged by certain persons, at all times more 
inclined to cavil than to commend, against particular 
portions of the Analysis of Ancient Mythology, in my 
humble conception, no fads ran be more firmly esta¬ 
blished than the following arc, in tliat most learned 
and laudable undertaking; I mean, that the general 
deluge was the grand eporha of every kingdom of the 
ancient world; that the first post-diluvian king in 
every country, under whatever title he may have been 
distinguished, was the Mosaic Nuh, or Noah; and that 
the most ancient monuments and principal memorials 
of all nations allude to the ruin of mankind hy the 
former event, and to (he renewal of the world in one 
family. Every additional step which my subject leads 
me lo take on that hallowed ground of antiquity, 
which 31 r Bryant has so ably traversed, confirms my 
belief, that in all (heir varied mythology we must look 
upon the great patriarch as the u/tiniate, in whom (he 
history finally determines. He was tlie Xisiithrus of 
Chaldea, the venerable K/ 90 vo» of the Pliornicians, the 
supreme Osiris of Egypt; the ancient Folil of China; 
the great Dionusus, or Bacchus of the Greeks; and, 
doubtless, the Salyaurata, or seventh Menu of Iiidia.n 

Note i.'i, page 8, col. i. 

Tyiihon boi sunk. 

wTyphon is considered by Bryant, etc., as signifying 
the general deluge, from whose rage the ark of Osiris 
was preserved; hence the great Egypti.in festival, and 
the acclamations, ' W’u 

have found the lost Osiris, let us rejoice together.’ 
Among many circumstances corroborative of his posi¬ 
tion, not the least convincing is the very ceremony 
adopted during the efforts of the priests to find the 
missing object of the research; that of a number of 
their body going down by night to the sea-shore, hear¬ 
ing a sacred scyphiis, in wliicli w.as n golden vessel, in 
the form of a ship or boat, and into which lliey poured 
some water of the river; that this being performed, the 
shout of tumultuous joy above-mentioned burst forth 
from the crowd, nod that then Osiris was supposed to 
he found. He (Mr Bryant) winds up the whole of liU 
argument, by proving from Plutarch, that this cere¬ 
mony of inclosing Osiris in his tomb or ark, in memory 
of bis having been in his life-time thus concealed, in 
order (o avoid the fury of Typhon (their known symbol 
of the ocean), took place precisely on the seventeenth 
day of the second month after the autumnal equinox; 
that is, in fact, upon the very day on which the true 
Osiris entered the ark, which, in Scripture, is said to 
have taken place in the sixth hundredth year of Noah's 
life, in the second month, and o?» the seventeenth day 
of Viat fiiont/i.”— AIaurice. 

The word Typhon is no doubt derived from the 
Arabic, M Tufan, an inundation. Some authors con¬ 
sider it as relating to (lie Bed Sea closing over the 
Egyptian host. Others consider it as the destructive 
wind of the desert: as S;ivary, Deuon, etc. Colonel 
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Cnppcr IK of opinion^ (hat it means the Kliiimsecn 
! wind. That the Greeks understood it in the siinse of 
' n wind, I think is clear from tliese remarkable words: 

i;x Ss tufmoi ear' avs/uav /a<vo ^ asvT«uv, 

N 90 ^£ N'stou, Do/ 9 soi ts, xat ApytsTeoi, Zt^upou re. 

IIbsiooi Thcog. 

It must be observed that Hesiod uses the word 
\jypcVf wet. 

Prom T||tbon tprung t 1 i« mlglit of (b« wet wloUi, etc. 

Hesiod's description of the terrible deity is very sub¬ 
lime : 

On^i^Tccrov T«x« TTatoa Tyj>«a«a yatx 
'VupTxpoUf etc. 

lUsiODi Tixeog. 

Tho vouDffPtt ton of (lie great eardi aroae, 

llugeTyphon, by iheditnal Tartirua 

itrgnt. hi* lioails for ini('h(ieitt deed* were fnrni'il; 

III* feet BO toil (*ould tire ; ii hundred lit-ad* 

Uf dragou* from hi* vhouKh'r* «{>rung, that black 
UarUHl their tuoi'ue* ; drcad-HushiBg from hi* eye* 

A living flome lerntic burnt; iwib head 
iiiro vuiiea utter'd, and ■ wur of *ouDd* 

Ineftnhle, ibutcv'o tbeUoiU miebl bear. 

W. L. U. 

It is probable (be gcncrai deluge gave rise to the 
.'dlegunral Hetion of (bis terrific deity, that iliu word 
was afterwards applied to storms in general, and par- I 
ticiiKirly, at the equinoctial season, to the Khumseen 
wil'd, which blows with such devastating fury. 

Note a6, page ft, col. i. 

Thee, great reatorer of the world, the long 

Uurkty deicnbed, and lb:i( inyuterioua »hriuii, etc. 

Among the more curious and parlicular circum¬ 
stances lhat seem to point to the deluge, in profane 
history, Bryant quotes lloinur, who, 8pe.iking of the 
rainbow, has the reiuarkahlc passage— 

Which JoTO amid the clouds 

Placud a* a token to muii. 

Bryant, hy using the w'otd • desponding ,m makes it 
approach inoreneir to the Mo-saic account: 

Which JoTO nmid the cloud* 

Placed a* o token to JctpvitdsKij man. 

But in Homer there is nothing like the word « de¬ 
sponding;* the words are— 

^ Xi 7 s Kpovtuv 

liv v«p« oTr,ptitf Tipxs ptponotv av^yswTroiv. Book X. 

<t Which Jove placed as j sign to distinctly'-pronounc- 
tng mortah.i * 

However visionary some of ibosc coincidences may 
lie thought to be, 1 cannot help stating one circum¬ 
stance, allusive to the great event of the flood, and ibe 
particular history of Moah, among the ancient writers, 
which 1 have never heard mentioned; andwhich seems 
to me, all things cousidcred, to ]>c the most striking 
circumsunce that has been observed. It is iii the ylh 
Idyll of Theocritus. I will endeavour to explain If. 

1 believe be granfed, that the riles of Cabiri, 

of Ceres, or tne great Dcmctcr, arc commemorative of 
(he deluge. I refer to Bryant, to Allwood's Antiquities 
of Greece, etc. It will be gtanted, lhat the tradition of 
(his event prevailed particularly in li^ypt, from the sons 
of Coalt iMiJng settled (here, her ii$ tlicn. in tin: first 

V 


place, recollect the subject of this eclogue, and that 
Theocritus, who wrote in praise of Ptolemy, might na¬ 
turally be supposed to know something of the peculiar 
Egyptian traditions. The subject of the eclogne is a 
party going to the » Feast of tlie mother of the God8,» 
or Demcter; which, I believe, is allowed to be comme- 
monitive of the deluge. On tlicir way the subject of the 
song of the shepherds is, as might be expected, if the 
feast of Cybele related to the deluge, nautical. Instead 
of the Sicilian streams, mountaius, forests of Pan, goat¬ 
herds, and shepherds, we have, abruptly and contrary 
to the general turn of Theocritus’ ecl^ues, 

I I wish the onviBaiioB to 

I Mytolcno nay be lafs. 

This coincidence would he nothing of itself; but let 
us go a step farther. After the song of the hrsl shep¬ 
herd, another, as excited by a 'subject that reminded 
him of other traditions connected willi the rites they 
were to celebrate, and tlie n.iutical strain he had just 
heard, b^ins a song upon the love of a shepherd, wliose 
heart, he says ,« wasted awayn like the snow upon //leniui, 

or theverycxtrcitiust OaHcasuj~Kauxct 90 ye 9 ;faTO<VT 9 tt. 

Having mentioned these mountains, and last the 
« extreme Caucasus,* he introduces a peculiar circum¬ 
stance, so remote and distinct from any general subject 
of pastoral, tliat it appears altogether extraordinary, 
unless it may obscurely relate to the ark. I beg the 
reader to hear in mind tho connection of one thing 
with the other; for that which, taken singly, might ap¬ 
pear trifling, when considered with all its circumstances, 
might strike the mind very differently. Wu have al¬ 
ready noted the feast of Ceres; Theocritus’knowledge 
of Egypt; the nnvit/ation; the extreme Caucasus, 
where Vie ark rested. The shepherd, having mentioned 
(iaucasuH, now relates a remarkable tradition: That 
a man was confined, being alive (Zoiov eovrsc), in a ca¬ 
pacious ark {eupex A0(^va|): that he was coniined for 
exactly one whole year; and that he was fed there 
by the bees, and preserved. The shepherd ardently 
wishes that this Divine Comata had lived in his days. 
And to conclude, the observation of the other shepherd, 
after lie has heard the tradition, is, u that he also knows 
songs, the fame of which go even to the throne of Ju¬ 
piter.* 

Xest ^ wj :tox* s^exro tov wittoXov svpex Xapv«| 
2 w 9 v sovretf xsuxtitv XTXvBxXtatatv xvxxTog’ 

Qf T 3 vtv ui etp-xt 'XsipciveQs pspSov lotext 
Ksopov eg x<fsixv jLtxkxxotg xvOeeai psXie^xt. 

Kxi 70 xxTex)iXa&r,g eg ixpvaxXf xxi to pshaeav 
hvjpix pepCo/xevog, erog oiptov efsTeXeooaj. 

Theocritos, b. 1 . 78, etc. 

I have hastily stated these coincidences, and though 
I am fully aware of (he deceptiveness of such things, 
yet being on the subject, I could not avoid pointing 
tiicm out. I am no farther tenacious of their probabi¬ 
lity or plausibility. * 

Note 37, page 8, col. 1. 

Porlo! where Oplilr'* gold unboned •bine*. 

When I first wrote (his part, 1 was inclined to follow 
the received opinion, thatSofala, on (he coast of Africa,. 
was the ancient Ophir; an opinion supported by such 
authorities as Huet, Milton, Montesquieu, D’Anville, 
Brin e, Vincent, elc. 
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NoUiing can be more plausible tlian Drucc’s account 
of the voyage of Solomon^ as performed by irfonsoons, 
*^o Sofaia, and taking up the exact time mentioned in 
Scripture, three years. He says very justly, w looking 
for Ophir we must abide by the words of Scripture; tlie 
voyage to it must take up three years, neither more nor 
less; it must abound with mines of gold and especially 
silver.* Sofaia produces peacocks, ivory, and apes; but 
Bruce says nothing of a peculiar tree, the algum-tree, 
which must have l^n of very cxtraoi dinary value, as it 
was brought from so great a distance. 

Now 1 will go farllier than Bruce, in pointing out 
what 1 should tliin^ absolutely necessary to he required 
to mark the situation of Ophir. i. The voyage must 
lake up three years, a. The country must exhibit the 
marks of great mines and excavations. 3 . It must 
abound with gold, silver, precious stones, peacocks, 
apes, and the algum>trec. These things are absolutely 
necessary, but Bruce does not mention all. There are 
other designations whicli 1 should require. 

That the country should he inhabited by people 
possessed of certain arts and civilization, from high 
antiquity. That it should have some great temples, or 
remains of such, if possible, correspondent with those 
that are described by the Scripture in the country 
whither the gold of Ophir was carried. That it should 
also liave something correspondent in customs and in 
manners with the earlier race of mankind who |>eopi(:(l 
the earth after Noah. That it should produce, besides 
peacocks, elephants, and apes (of which it must be tlic 
native country) peculiar timber fit for the most durable 
purposes of building. 

There are other inuidental, hut minute circumstances, 
which, if all added together, would lend very much to 
put the question out of doubt. These 1 shall enume¬ 
rate; but I beg it to be remembered, 1 do it with great 
deference and respect for those who differ from mu, 
and whose learning and habits of inquiry are infinitely 
superior to my own. 

Bruce’s opinion, 1 confess, had the greatest weight 
with me, as his account of tlie monsoons is so clear 
and plausible. But I considered, that for a fleet to take 
advantage of them, it would be necessary to go three 
leagues off shore (I believe this is the case); that the 
crossing the line must have been a most formidable 
barrier, though 1 do not forget what is said by Hero¬ 
dotus ; that if so remarkable a thing had happened, as 
crossing the line, it is probable some hint would liave 
been given of it in Scripture; and that Sofaia, tlioiigli 
it produces the appearances of ancient mines, may 
have abounded with gold, silver, etc., stilt it is not the 
peculiar country of pcacdbks, nor does it more than 
several other countries abound with elephants. There 
is, moreover, no appearance of ancient magnificence; 
no marks of former arts and civilization; no corres- 
poudenee in character, customs, antiquities, and tra¬ 
ditions whh the Eastern countries; and there is no par- 
ticulai^tree, unknown to the other parts of the world, 
calculated for durability, valuable as timber, and capa¬ 
ble of the highest and most beautiful polish. 

All these thin^, and many odier singular and corro¬ 
borative circumstances, are to be found in Ava, and the 
Birman empire, of which we have so particular and in- 
^ teresting an account by Colonel Symes. 

That Pegu and Siam was the country of Ophir was 
the opinion of Purchas, certainly a learned and respect¬ 


able authority. « Tlie Opbirian voyage,» he says, « it is 
probable, comprehended all the gulf of Bengal, from 
Zeulana to Sumatra, on both sides: but the region of 
Ophir we make to be all from Ganges to Menan, and 
most properly the large kingdom of Pq;u; from whence 
it is likely, in process of lime, the most Southerly pans, 
even to Sumatra inclusively, were peuplud before Solo¬ 
mon's time.* —P. 3 a. 

This is, perhaps, too extensive; hut still 1 am inclined 
to place Ophir in tiiU part of the world. If 1 miglii 
venture an opinion, 1 should, perhaps, place u oii the 
sea-coast between Point Nugrais (tlieTemala province of 
Ptolemy) and Junkecilon; or it might have extended io 
Malacca. But all the commodities from Ava and ibi> 
inland countries might l>c conveyed down thuiivcri, 
Ava and Pegu (the Sabiariciis and Busiiiga) iuto liic Sii- 
baric gulf, and the communication would not have 
been remote from Siam: or the produce of that countiy 
might easily have been conveyed across the narrow pen¬ 
insula to Merglii, the Berohe of Ptolemy. 

I sec it placed in the same by Herbert, the early Eng¬ 
lish traveller, but he considers Malacca ns ilic port of 
Ophir. w Malacca was known of old by the name of 
Atireu Chersonesus; and the same, if my ayme deceive 
me not, Ptolemy calls FaeoUit and mon* likely to )h; 
part of Ophir ( from such abundance of gold as from 
Pegu, Siam, Borneo, and Sumatra, is and has ever been 
ravisiied); and in that Ophir and Ifavilur, sons of Joe- 
tan, have resided,etc.* This old verse of Tzetzes(p. 3 t 4 ) 
points at it: 

loiiuln cil Indies quam poeia> aurenm vocant, 

Alii vero p«nln«ulam tcm’suI, icd non Intnlnm : 

Ifebra'i auteni Upliyr lingua tiia 

lla>>eiaaloi naiella aurl, rt lapidua omnirarlot. 

5 ome years' travels in Africa and Asia, by Tbomas 
IIksbert, Estj ; Jos. Blanc, printer, 

Nothing can be more singular than the passage cited 
by Herbert:—« There is an Indian island which the 
poets call the Golden ; but others call it a peninsula, 
not an island. The Hebrews call it in their own tongue 
Opliyr;it has gold and all sorts of precious stones.* 
This opinion at one time pretty generally prevailed, but 
1 hasten to tlie consideration of some remarkable cir¬ 
cumstances in Colonel Symes’s hook; begging however 
the reader to keep in mind, that the names of coun¬ 
tries were called after the first inhabitants. That this 
country abounds with gold, silver, and precious stones, 
much more than any other part of the known world, I 
imagine, is admitted on all hands. In this situation is 
marked by Ptolemy re^io uurea, regio argentea ; he 
has also designated places on the coast as emporea: but 
besides, there are many peculiarities, according to Co¬ 
lonel Symes’s account, in the manners, antiquities, and 
customs of the people, which seem to me to corroboraic 
the idea that this, after all, may be the country of 
Opliir; and if Tarshish do uol signify the sea In general, 
I should be inclined to place it at Geilon. 

Let us first look at the present state of the people and 
country:—Here is a great and powerful empire; people 
comparatively in a high state of cultivation, boasting a 
peri^ of great antiquity, yet unconuected in a great 
degree with the more civilized part of tlie world. Such 
they now are, and suck have existed through a long suc¬ 
cession of ages. Here are records of their earliest his¬ 
tory in niimeroussacredbooksimonumentsof undoubt¬ 
ed antiquity, and hicroglyphical representations of the 
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same nature with those of Epypt and India. Here are 
magnificent edifices of a peculiar character and ap¬ 
pearance, distinct from the generally-known specimens 
of architeeture, which are covered with what is called 
the Tee, or umbrella, an object of particular vcncrafion. 
These temples are all gilt, or overlaid with gold, in a 
more sumptuous and singular manner, than we read of 
in any other temples, cacept the temple of Solomon; 
they are built upon massy pillars, over which is an ex¬ 
tensive kind of platform, on which the majestic and 
glittering snperslructure is erected, and crowned with 
the sacred Tee, Here arc peacocks and apes, natives of 
the country, and none more beautiful than the birds so 
called, which go wild and in fiorks. Here is also a 
particular sort of timber in vast forests, not found, I 
believe, elsewhere, which is called the Teak-tree j par¬ 
ticularly calculated for shipping, and works oF durabi¬ 
lity. As for tvor^, it isso distinguished for its elephants, 
that one of the King's titles is « master of tlie white 
elephants.* The word gold is used as the designation 
of supreme excellence. The king is called the « golden 
fcet.» The gi'eat temple of Shoe-Madoo is called the 
ooLDKN SUPSEME! Tlic tradition relating to it is, that 
it was built by merchants. 

All these things put together seem to mark the coun¬ 
try as (he very region of gold, the Ophir of Solomon. 
The almug-ti'ce, which has puzzled comrncniatot's so 
long, I cannot Ijclp thinking miglit have been the ieak^ 
tree. The almug, or alguin, was certainly timber of 
the greatest Juraldlity, as it is used for pillars. Tl>e 
words are (Kings, x). •The navy of Hiram which 
brought gold from Ophir, brought in from Ophir great 
plenty of almug-trees; and the king made of the 
alinug-irces pillars for the house of the Lord, and for 
the king’s liousc.n The great quantities of gold brought 
from Ophir were used in overlaying the temple of Solo¬ 
mon, as is the custom this day in Ava. 

These considerations I suggest with diffidence, and 1 
pul them down as they occur. 1 take this opportunity 
of saying, that all we read, and the more knowledge wu 
receive of the eastern countries, confirm more the 
Mosaic history relating to the restoration and dispersion 
of mankind. 

I cannot, however, omit the most remarkable cir¬ 
cumstance of the Tee, or covering, the consecration of 
which is an act of high religious solemnity (perhaps an 
idea primarily derived from the covering of the sacred 
ark); and another striking ceremony, that on tlic 12th 
of April (which corresponds with the time assigned to 
the cessation of the waters that covered the earth) the 
women have a custom of tl^rowing water on every per¬ 
son they meet, which the men retort. A custom so 
singular, and preserved with so much attention and 
regularity, must have bad some extraordinary founda¬ 
tion, and might possibly regard the restoration of man 
from that awful event, traced in the tradition of every 
nation, and alluded to by so many circumstances and 
ceremonies of antiquity. 

It remains to say something concemiog the time 
taken up in tlie voyage to Ophir. Bruce’s account is 
ingenious; but I cannot, for some of the reasons already 
assigned, think Ophir was on the South-East coast of 
Africa. Ceylon has been considered too near, and the 
country of Pegu too distant, fbrl do not think a mo¬ 
ment «if America or China. But might not a vessel, 
with the Nerlti wind, proceed down the Arabian Gulf to 


the mouth of Babclmandcl; wait the change of the mon¬ 
soon, and receive tlic South-West to carry her to the 
coast of Malabar and Ceylon; wait six months till tko 
next monsoon, which would take her to the coast of 
Ava; she would wait there till the change of the regular 
wind, which would be a year and a half; and in the 
same time make her return. 

This is hastily thrown out, iMt I think we ouglit not 
to reject so many other corroborating circnnllHtances, 
because the account of the navigation may be atttendud 
with some difficulty. 

If Ilippalus, by accidentally discovering the regularity 
of the monsoons, boldly stretched across tlie bay of 
Bengal, why might not tlie same discovery have been 
made before, and have suggested the same course? loit 
us add the remarkable words on this subject of a very 
able judge: ■ Many of the Arabs still cross the open sea 
to India without a compass; and indeed when it is con¬ 
sidered that the Indian sea during half the year is per¬ 
fectly calm and still; that the sun remains only a short 
time below the horizon; that the nights are exceedingly 
serene, because the brightness of the stars are never ob¬ 
scured by vapours or clouds; that the wind blows in¬ 
variably from one quarter; and that the currents never 
chauge their course; it will readily appear such a pas¬ 
sage may be happily effected without the help of that 
useful instrument.*— Paolo i>b San Rarioioimbu. 

Whether these observations are well fmntdcd or not, 
there is, however, sufficient verisimililude for poetry. 

I suggest also, but with hesitation, whether the An¬ 
daman islands, called tlielslands of Good Fortune (ioMe* 
Fotinuai) by Ptolemy, and which are directly in the 
course, might not have had an appellation, like the 
Gape of Good Hope, from tlieir being touched at in the 
passage to tlic richer regions of the Chersonese. 

Note 28, page 8, col, i. 

Ariauu't ipevtroii wildcroeis. 

The desert of Arinna, along the sea-coast, where the 
army of Cyrus, attempting to penetrate to India, pe¬ 
rished. The long and dreary desert, however, was con¬ 
stantly passed by caravans from the earliest periods of 
known intercourse with India.— Bruco. 

Mote 29, page 8, col. 1. 

The youthful viclim. 

ZwvTocj avd/9W7row; xarirf/zTr/saoav Tupuvtou^* 
xaXovTs;.—P lutarch de hide. 

Note 3 o, page 8, col. a. 

Ptieitino’s lm]>erUl Lonl. 

Annexed to Lobo’s voyage to Abyssinia (printed, in 
French, at Paris, and at the Hague, by Fosse .ind J. 
Ncaulme, 1728) there are many ingeniousdissertations 
on subjects relating to uavigation—one on Solomon’s 
voyage to Sofala, by Lc Grand. It docs not, however, 
give any account of the monsoons, which Bruce, with 
so much ingenuity, brings forward to prove, *tliat u 
voyage from Eziongeber to Sofala miut tale up three 
years exactly ,* and could not have been performed in 
more or less. The other writer’s remarks only prove, 
that the distance and the imperfection of navigation 
would require a great length of time to perform tho 
voyage. But his reasons are nothing like so satisfactory 
as Bruce’s. He mentions the commodities—gold, silver; 
peacocks tliere arc none, but the word Thuck kiim might 
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be used equally to signify parroquets, of which there are 
abundance; and he says there are forests of trees of great 
Snagnitude and beauty; but they are not speciRcd, and 
we liaTe no reason to imagine that tliey are of a sort not 
found in as great plenty in other parts of the world.— 
Relation Historique iT/^hyisinia. 

Ijct me add, in corroboration of wliat I have before 
said about Ophir, that the language of the South-west 
part of Ceylon, though so remote from Siam, is derived 
from the language of Siam, not, as might be imagined, 
from India. 

Note 3 i, page 8, col. s. 

Ourit, like tlie l*eta0on{aBi, ibe tbId conlt. 

From Magellan’s account of the first appearance of 
the PaCiigunians• They remained for some time in 
this desolate region, St Julian’s bay, forty*niiie degrees 
South of the line (America), without seeing a human 
creature. They judged the country to be utterly unin¬ 
habitable, when one day they s;iw approaching, as if he 
had been dropped from the clouds, a man of enormous 
stature, dancing and singing, and putting dust upon his 
head, ns they supposed in token of pence. Being treated 
wilh kindness lie returned with more of the same stature, 
tvio of whom the mariners decoyed on ship-board. 
Nothing could be more gentle in the beginning; they 
considered the fetters prepared for them as ornaments, 
but when they found for what purpose they wore in¬ 
tended, they instantly exerted their amazing strength, 
and burst them in pieces.*— Quoted from Goldsmith. 

Note 33, page 9, col. 2. 

ItenoBlh the ivatcli-tonpr'i nielanclirtly Ilijht. 

Ammonian light-houses, placed in difficult passes. 

Note 33 , page 9, col. 2. 

Wiirliiiofl Sjrrcni, vU*. 

In the syrens, when their real hisUiry is considered, 
aiiolhci* and a tremendous obsUicle was opposed to the 
enterprise of ancient mariners. Like the cruel Lamli, 
these syrens were Culhitc or Canaan itisli priests and 
priestesses, who lived cliicily in their temples on the 
coast of (Campania; and particularly near three 8m.ill 
islands, that were called after them. The fame of these 
temples was considerable, on accountof the women who 
officiated; tlicir cruelty and profligacy was beyond de¬ 
scription. The shores on which they resided are de- 
scrihed by Virgil as being covered with the bones of 
mariners, seduced thither by the plaintive harmony of 
the Canaanites, which was exquisitely expressed in tlic 
artful warhlings of these syrens. Their sacred hymns, 
accompanied by this ancient music, were too often fatal 
to the passing crew: Circe, therefore, advised Ulysses to 
avoid their places of resort,—CLARRk. 

Note 34 « page 9, col. a. 

Ailaaili, wlivtber lunk 
Mow to the bottom of the •• mooitrou* world.* 

Tift celebrated passage in Plato referring to the vast 
island Atlantis is this:—aTbese writings relate wliat 
prodigious strength your city formerly repressed, when 
a mighty warlike power, rushing from tlie Atlantick Sea, 
spread itself with hostile fury over Europe and Asia; 

, for at that time the Atlantick sea was navigable, and 
had an island before the mouth, wJiich is called by you 
the pillars of Hercules; but this island was greater chan 
both Lybia and all Asia together, elc. In this Atlantick 


island a combination of kings was formed, who, wilh 
mighty and wonderful power, subdued tlie whole Mand, 
together wilh many other islands, and part of the con¬ 
tinent; and, besides this, subjected to thtnr dominion all 
Lybia, os far as ^gypt; and Europe, as far as the 
Tyrrhene sea. And when they were collected in a 
powerful league, they endeavoured to enslave all our 
regions and yours; and besides this, all those places 
situated within the mouth of the Atlantick sea. Then it 
was, O Solon 1 dial the power of your city was conspi¬ 
cuous to all men fur its virtue and strength, etc. But in 
succeeding times prodigious earthquakes and deluges 
taking place, and hnnging with them desolation in the 
space of one day and night, all that warlike race of 
Athenians were merged under the c.irth, and the At- 
lanlick island itself, being absorbed in the sea, entirely 
disappeared, etc. 

• Tiiis, 0 Socrates! is the sum of what the elder critics 
repeated from the narration of 6‘o/on.a—TAYLoa's trans¬ 
lation of limaus. 

Note 35 , page g, col. a. 

Lebsuoa 

WavoJ all it* pine* for ikoo. 

There were very few of her majestic cedars standing, 
when this relcbnitcd mountain was visited by Rauwolf. 
Vnlncy and later travellers mention, 1 believe, not above 
four or five remaining. RauwolPs account is .ts follows: 
« We found ourselves to be upon the higlicst point of 
the mountain, and saw nothing higher, but only a small 
hill before us, all covered over with snow, at Che bottom 
wlieieof the high rcdar-lrees were standing,some where¬ 
of King Solomou ordered (o be cut down, to be em¬ 
ployed for the use of building of the temple in Jerusa¬ 
lem : and although the liill bath in former ages been 
covered over wilh cedars, yet they are since so de¬ 
creased, that 1 could tell no more than twenty-four, that 
stood round about in a circle, and two others, the 
Iirnnches whereufarc quite decayed for ugc.»— Rauwulf's 
Travels, p. 229. 

Note 30 , page 12, col. 2. 

Ilyda*pe*, etc. 

Alexander passed the Hydaspes, the first river of the 
Panjab (the most fertile part of India, so called from its 
five rivers), during a hurricane, and in the midst of 
thunder and lightning; on which account lie was consi¬ 
dered as a supernatural being. 

Note 37, page 12, col. 2. 
lI)p1lH*U, otc. 

The most Eastern river of the Panjab: the Maee- 
donians, when they came to it, refused to proceed any 
farther, ilcic Alexander erected his monuments, called, 
in the ancient maps, dlexandri ara. The reader will 
keep in mind the chief circumstance that gives a 
unity to the poem—I mean the resting of the ark, sup¬ 
posed to be upou the mountains of Caucasus, which 
extend towards the sources of the Indus. 

Note 38 , page la, col. 3. 

Crest Brsbini retted, etc. 

THB INDIAN ACCOUNT OF TUB DELUOI. 

• Near tltc close of the Calpa (a period of duration of 
astronomical origin, stated in the Syrya SiddhanU as 
equal to a thousand mahu yugs, or grand revolutions), 
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Brahma, fatigued with tiie care of so many worlds, fell 
into a profound slumber. During this slumber of the 
Creator, the strong daemon, or giant Ilayagraiva, came 
near him, and stole the Vedas; those four sacred vo¬ 
lumes which originally flowed from the lips of the qua¬ 
druple deity. With this inestimable treasure lie retired 
into tile deep and secret bosom of the ocean, etc. 
Deprived of the vigilant care of &ralim«i, the world fell 
into disorder; no longer guided by the ligiit of the 
sacred books, the human race became to the last degree 
corrupt. They were all consequently destroyed in a 
vast deluge, except a pious king and his family, which 
consisted of seven persons, who floated on the waters in 
a vessel fabricated according to the express direction of 
Vistnu. For this pious monarch, one day performing 
his devotions on the sca-shorc, was forewarned of tlie 
approaching calamity by that preserving deity; and 
having prepared a vessel as commanded, at the appointed 
time Veeshnu appeared again in the form of a fish, 
blazing like gold, and extending a million of leagues, 
with one stupendous liorn, to which the king fastened 
the vessel, by a cable composed of a vast serpent, and 
was thus towed in s^ifoty along the surface of the raging 
elements. When tlic waters abated, he and his compa¬ 
nions were safely again landed.-— Maubicb’s Indian 
Antiquities, vol. ii, p. 376. 

Note 39, page i 3 , col. 1. 

Tb« flood, iho flood rottrM, etc. 

Alluding to the astonishment of the soldiers of Alex¬ 
ander, when they first saw the effete of the tide. 

u Being come nearer to the sea, a circumstance, new 
and unheard of by the Macedonians, threw tliem into 
the utmost confusion, and exposed the fleet to the 
greatest danger; and this was the ebbing and flowing of 
the ocean. Forming a judgment of this vast sea from 
that of the Mediterranean, the only one they knew, and 
whose ebbings are imperceptible, they were astonished 
when they saw it rise to a great height, and overflow the 
country; and considered it a mark of the anger of the 
gods to punish their rashness.« 

Note 40, page i 3 , col. i. 

Arooad tbe Ms-godi rldtoQ. 

Tltjs refers to the appearance of the vast inhabitants 
of the deep, that sported round the vessel, and asto¬ 
nished the sailors of Nearchus on their voyage. As the 
circumstance is romantic, I give it from Clark’s Abstract 
of Ncarchus’s Voyage, taken from Dr Vincent’s learned 
dissertation. 

« Nearchus says, that the morning he was off Kyiza, 
they were surpris^ hy observing the sea thrown up to a 
great height in the air, as if it were carried by a whirl¬ 
wind. The people inquired the cause, and were in¬ 
formed it was owing to the blowing of whales. This 
report by no means quieted tliem; the oars dropt from 
their hands. Nearchus encouraged them, and pointed 
•the heads of ilie vessels to the creatures, ordering his 
sailors to attack them, as they would an enemy, if they 
approached. The fleet formed as if going to engage; 
when shouting all together, as loud as they could, 
Alala, or the cry of war, and dashing tlic water with 
their oars, the trumpets sounding at tlie same time, they 
saw the enemy give way, for the monsters sunk a>hcad 
before the vemeb, and rose again a-stern, where tliey 
continued Mowing, without exciting forther alarm. • 


Note 41, page i 3 ,col. 1. 

AtMon iby dMtfa-wng sins. 

Assoors arc tbe evil genii of India. After his Itadial? 
expedition, Alexander became superstitious and sub¬ 
ject to melancholy, which continued to his death. 

Note 4 at poge i 3 , col. a. 

And calls bj oamn tbn nighty rivers, etc. 

This is copied from the historical account.—c Taking 
his station conspicuously on the prow of the ship, the 
king then poured libations from a golden goblet, and 
solemnly invoked the great rivers, the ilydaspes, the 
Acesinas, and the Sindc, down whose stream he wns 
to descend to the ocean, llcrcculcs also, and Jupiter 
Ammon, he endeavoured to render propitious by re¬ 
newed sacrifices. Immediately, all the trumpets sound¬ 
ing by signal, the fleet unmoored, and under the guidance 
of that experienced mariner, who undertook their con¬ 
struction, glided leisurely and majestically down the 
tranquillized current.*—A rxian 

Note 43, page i 3 | col. a. 

Stand on tbe glenming Pburos, etc. 

The magnificent and beautiful Pharos, of while mar¬ 
ble, esteemed one of the wonders of the world, was 
erected hy Ptolemy Philadelphus, who carried into 
execution Alexander’s original design. 

Note 44 > 

PnloNearobas, etc. 

So c.*iUed, because, after his maritime expedition from 
the Indus to Euphrates, Nearchus was so worn down 
by fatigue and anxiety, lliat he was not known by the 
soldiers whom Alexander sent to meet him. 

Note 45, page i 3 , col. 2. 

.\nd btill bad conunfree flow’d, etc. 

During the existence of the Grecian empire, and 
amidst all its revolutions, through a period of cighU'en 
liundrcd years, to the discovery of the Cape of Good 
Hope, a commerce, particularly that of the East-Indies, 
flowed through the channel which had been tracetl hy 
the sagacity and foresight of Alexander.— Robebtson. 

Vote 46, page 14, col. 1. 

Tbe woodrouii index, etc. 

The following is a sketch nr summary of CnuBCB- 
man’s History and Theory of the Magnet; for which I 
am indebted to iny valued friend L. Huddleston, esq. of 
Shaftesbury 

• The attractive quality of the loadstone was known 
to Orpheus, Homer, Plato, Pythagoras, Pliny, etc., but 
not its polarity. Du Val says, in his general History 
of China, that the magnetic needle^and of course its 
polarity) was known there 1040 years before Christ. 
Guyot de Provens, a Frcfuch writer, about the year 
1180, speaks of the loadstone and compass as Vten used 
in navigation; although Dr Gilbert ascribes the *mtro- 
duction of the invention from China into Italy to Marco 
Paulo, a Venetian, about the year taSo. 

■ When first discovered, the needle was supposed to 
point due North, till Columbus observed its variation 
from that point in the year 1492* 

■ Dr Halley's opinion at first was, that the whole 
eartli was one great magnet, having four magnetic 
poles, or points of attraction; two of which coincided 
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nearly with the North and South poles of the globe; 
and that in parts of the world adjacent to any one of 
4be four poles, the needle is chiefly governed thereby, 
the nearer predominating over the more remote. But 
after making observations during two voyages under^ 
taken for the purpose, in the year 1699, he adopted 
another hypothesis, viz. The external part of the earth 
is a shell, including a nucleus, or inner globe (with a 
fluid medium between), which turns on its axis like our 
earth, tliough not exactly in the same time. He also 
supposes, that the fixed poles arc those of the earth; and 
that the other two are the poles of the nucleus, the mo¬ 
tion of which he supposes to be westward. 

N Churchman's theory is, that there are only two 
magnetic poles; that they are not diamctncally opposite 
to each other, and that the northern moves faster, and 
the southern slower than the earth; so that the apparent 
•motion of the former is from West to East, and that of 
the latter the reverse. He also concludes, that there is a 
relation between the Aurora BorealU and the magnetic 
poles; for when the northern magnetic pole was last 
on the same side of the earth with EngLind, the plia*- 
nomcnon of the Aurora Lorenli$ was very frequent 
there for many years. He also conceives that the oc¬ 
casional rnrroachmenl of the sea on divers parts of 
the earth, and its receding again within its former 
bounds, arc regulated by the periodical revolutions of 
the nia;pietic poles. 

H He concludes, by calculating from a I-notun. change 
of the variation of the needle in a certain iiumber of 
years, that the periodical revolution of the northern 
magnetic* pole round the North pole of the earth is per¬ 
formed in about loQfl years, that of the southern in 
about 2:189 y<'**'’rs.« 

Note 47 * P^g <2 ct>l< >• 

Zfcrc^A, from tbu deep, i-tc*. 

John Gonzalez /arco, with Tristan Vuz, both gen¬ 
tlemen of Prince Henry's household, were employed by 
him to conduct the enterprise of discovery along the 
Western coast of Africa. They were instructctl to double 
Cape Bojador, and then to steer towards the South, 
u They, according to the mode of navigation which then 
prevailed, held their course along the shore; and by 
following that direction they must have encountered 
almost iosuperahlc difficulties in attempting to pass 
Cape Bojador ; but fortune came in aid to Uiuir want 
of skill, and prevented the voyage from being altogether 
fruitless. A sudden squall of wind arose, drove them 
out to sea, and when they ex)»ecied every moment to 
perish, landed them on an unknown island, which, 
from their happy escape, they named Porto-Santo. In 
the infancy of navigation the discovery of this small 
island appeared a matter of such moment, that they 
instantly returned to Portugal with the good tidings, 
and were received by Henry with the applause aud 
honour due to fortunate adventurers. This faint dawn 
of success filled a mind, ardent in the pursuit of a fa¬ 
vourite object, with such sanguine hopes, as were en¬ 
couragement to proceed. Next year Henry sent out 
three ships, under the same commanders, to whom he 
joined Bartholouicw Perestretto, in order to take posses- 
sion of the island which they bad discovered. hen 
they began to settle in Porto^^nto, they observed towanls 
'the South a fixed spot in the horizon, like a small black 
cloud ; by degrees they were led to conjecture it miglii 


be land, and steering towards it they arrived at a consi¬ 
derable island, uninhabited, and covered with wood, 
which, on that account, they called Madeira.i» 

Note 48, page 14, col. a. 

Tbe cinudy ipectre low’ri, euu 

Respecting the darkness, the interesting account from 
Alcaforado, in Astley's CoUection of Voyages, is as 
follows « Gonzalvo, in his way, touched at Porto- 
Santo, where there went a current report among the 
Portuguese, (left there by him two years before) iliat to 
the North-East of the island a thick impenetrable dark¬ 
ness constantly hung upon the sea, and extended itself 
upwards towards the heavens; that it never diminished, 
but seemed to be guarded by a strange noise (proceed¬ 
ing from some natural cause), which was sometimes 
heard at Porto-Santo : and because at that time they 
durst not sail far from land, for want of the astrolabe, 
and other instruments invented since, it was judged im¬ 
possible, without a miracle, to return from thence, after 
having lost sight of it. In consequence of this igno¬ 
rance in navigation it was called by some an abyss, or 
bottomless gulf; and by others the mouth of hell, 
from the opinion of certain simple timorous divines; 
aud the historians, who pretended to be more learned, 
absolutely pronounced it to be tlie ancient island of 
Cipangfl, kept by Providence under this mysterious veil, 
whither they believed the Spanish and Portuguese bish¬ 
ops, and other Christians, had retired from the slavery 
and oppression of the Moors and Saracens; that it was 
a great crime to dive into this secret, since it bad not 
pleased Cod to reveal it by the signs which ought to 
precede the discovery, .md arc mentioned by the ancient 
prophets who speak of this wonder. Gonzalvo, how¬ 
ever, had a short and prosperous voyage to Porto 4 $anto, | 
from whence he, as well as the islanders, observed this 
dreadful shade; which, however, John dc Morales, at 
first sight, judged to be a sure sign of the land they were 
in search of. Notwithstanding this, upon a full consul¬ 
tation, it was agreed they should stay here till thecliungc 
of moon, to see what effect that would have upon the 
shade; when, perceiving no alteration any way in it, 
the general panic seized the adventurers also, and the 
whole design had dropped here, had not the pilot Dc 
Morales stood firm in lus opinion; insisting, that accord- 
ing to the information he had from the English, and 
the course they held, the hidden land could not be far 
off. He supported what he said, by observing to Con- 
zulvo, that the ground there being continually shaded 
from lofty thick trees, tliurc exhaled from it a thick 
moisture, which, rising in vapours, spread itself through 
the sky; from whence proceeded the dark cloud they 
saw, and were so much afraid of. After much contest, 
at last these reasons swaying with the captain, who had 
more resolution than the rest, he put to sea one morn¬ 
ing, without communicating his design to anybody but 
John de Morales. That he might have daylight to 
make a full discovery, he crowded all his sails, and 
turned the sliip's head directly facing the dark cloud. 
The boldness of Gonzalvo did but serve to increase the 
fear of the rest; for the more they advanced, the more 
high and thick the gloom appeared; insomuch that at 
last it grev/ very horrible to behold. At noon they 
heard the roaring of the sea, which filled the whole ho¬ 
rizon. This new-imagined danger made them all cry 
I out, intrearing the captain instantly to change liis 
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coune, aad save their lives. Hereupon he made them 
a speech, composed of solid ailments, which quite 
removed tUeit fears, and reconciled tlicm to his mea¬ 
sures. The weatherbeing calm, and the sea very rapid, 
Gonzalvo caused his ship to be towed by two shallops 
along the cloud. The noise of the sea servf.'d them for a 
mark which they approached or retired from, accord¬ 
ing as it was more or less loud. By degrees the cloud ' 
appeared less, and became not so thick on the East side, 
but the waves still rolled frightfully, when iticy at 
length perceived through the gloom something blacker 
tliao it, though, being at too great a distance, they could 
not see it distinctly; however some affirmed they saw 
giants of a prodigious size, which afterwards they found 
to be the rocks wherewith the shores were covered. 
The sea already appeared more clear, and the waves 
abated, a sure sign of their being near land; which 
soon after, to their great joy, they plainly discerned, 
when they lc:i8t expected it. The first thing that ap> 
peared was a little point, to which Gonzalvo then gave 
the name of St Laurence’s point; doubling this, they 
found to the Southward rising land, which the cloud 
then vanishing left open to the view a great way up the 
moun taiu.it 

Note 49 > 

Roborl a .Vachla. 

The following is the romantic story of Machin, ex¬ 
tracted from Alcafarado, from which I have taken the 
poet’s liberty, in a few instances, to depart. 

«In lltc reign of Edward 111 , of England, one Robert 
Machin, failing in love with a beautiful young lady, of 
a noble family, and making his addresses to her, soon 
won her affections. Her parents, not brooking the , 
thoughts of an inferior alliance, produced a warrant 
from the king, and kept Robert in custody until they 
had married the lady to a certain nobleman, who, as 
soon as the ceremony was over, took the bride with him 
to his seat at Bristol. 

■ Thus all being secured, as they thought, Machin 
easily obtained a discharge from his confinenicnt; but 
stung with a high sense of the injury, and at the same 
time spurred on by love, he engaged sumeof his friends 
to assist him, and carried tliem down after the new- 
married couple. One of them he got introduced into 
the family, in the capacity of a groom, and by his 
means acquainted the lady with his design, and the 
measures he proposed to take; to all which she yielded 
a ready compliance. 

« When dll things were prepared, she rode out on 
the day appointed, under pretence of airing, attended 
only by lier groom, who brought her to the sca-side, 
wheif she was handed into a boat, and carried into a 
vessel ibut lay ready for (he purpose. As soon as Ma- 
chin had got his treasure on board, he, with his asso¬ 
ciates, immediately set sail, to get out of pursuit, intend¬ 
ing for France; hut being ignorant of the sea, and the 
wind blowing bard, they missed their port, and Uie next 
morning found themselves in the middle of the ocean. 
In ibis miserable condition they were tossed about at 
(he mercy of the waves, without a pilot, for thirteen 
days; at the end of which they chanced at day-break 
(o doa^y something very near them, that looked like 
laod^tf^h/as the sun rose, they could dislincily dis- 
such, being covered with trees. They were 
no with several unknown birds, that came 


I off land, and perched upon ihcimasts and rigging, with- 
I out the least sign of fear. 

I 41 As soon as they could get the boat out, some of' - 
them went to search (he coast, who, returning with a 
good report of the place, though uninhabited, it was 
not long before our adventurer, attended by his best 
friends, carried bis mistress on shore, leaving the rest 
to take care of the ship. The country, upon their land¬ 
ing, appeared agreeably diversified withbiilsand valleys; 
the firet thickly shaded with a variety of unknown trees, 
the latter enriched witli cooling rivulets of fresh water. 
Several wild beasts came about them, without offering 
them any violence. Thus encouraged, they marched 
further into the land, and presently came to an opening, 
encircled with a border of laurels, watered by a small 
rivulet, which, in a very fine bed of sand, ran through 
it from the mountains. Here, also, upon an eminence, 
they found a most beautiful tree, whose shade inviting 
them tliey concluded to take up their abode for a while 
at least, and accordingly, with boughs, built tlicmselvcs 
huts. In tills place they passed their time very agree¬ 
ably, making further discoveries of the country, and 
admiring its productions; but tlicir happiness was of 
short duration, for three days after it blew a storm, at 
North-East, which, driving the ship from her anriior, 
threw her upon (he coast of Morocco, where suffering 
shipwreck, all the company were taken as slaves by the 
Moors, and sent to prison. 

M Next morning those on land missiug the ship, con¬ 
cluded she had foundered. This new calamity drove 
them all to despair, and so much affected the lady, that 
slie did not long survive it; the ill success of their first 
setting out had sunk her spirits, and she continually 
ftx) her grief by sad presages of the enterprise ending in 
some tragical catastrophe. But the shock of (his last 
disaster struck her dumb, and she expired three days 
after. 

a This loss was too great for her lover to survive; he 
died within five days, notwithstanding all his compa¬ 
nions could do to comfort him; begging them at his 
death to place his body in the same grave with her, at 
the foot of an nitar tiicy had erected under the beautiful 
lofty tree above-mentioned. They afterwards set a 
large wooden rross upon it, and near that an inscrip¬ 
tion by Robert himself, which contained a succinct 
account of this whole adventure, and concluded with a 
prayer to Christians, if they should come there to settle, 
to build a church in tliat place to Jesus the Saviour. 

■ Thus deprived of their leader, the rest immediately 
prepared to depart, and fitting out the boat, set sail, 
intending for England; but happening to take the same 
route their companions hud been forced upon, unfortu¬ 
nately arrived on the same coast, and accordingly met 
with the like fate, being carried to ilie same prison.» 

Note So, page 17, col. 3. 

Antonio's {kltbful, Qeatle, 0«:iiuroiii love, oto. 

As a contrast to the cliaractir of the ignorant and 
haughty grandee of Portugal, who suffered Camoens to 
starve, it is with pride an Euglishmau reflects, that the 
fairest monument to the memory of the unfortunate 
bard has been raised by a nritish nobleman. I need 
not say, I mean the amiable and accomplished Ijord 
Strangford, whose beautiful translation of Camoens' 
smaller poems evince congenial delicacy of sentiment, 
command of language, and purity of taste. From 
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his preface. I extract the intcrcstini; acccuut of An¬ 
tonio: 

« One friend alone remained to smooth liis down¬ 
ward path, and guide his steps to the grave, wiiii gen¬ 
tleness and consolation. It was Antonio, his slave, a 
native of Java, who had accompanied Camoens to Eu¬ 
rope, after having rescued him from the waves, when 
shipwrecked at the moutii of the Mecon. This faitliful 
attendant was wont to seek alms throughout Lisbon, 
and at night shared the produce of the day with his ' 
poor and *hrokea-hearted master. Blessed, for ever 
blessed, be thtymemory of this amiable Indian! But 
his fricndsliip was employed in vain ^ Camoens sunk 
beneath the pressure of penury and disease, and died in 
an alms-house early in the year 1579. Jle was buried 
in the church of St Anne of tlic Franciscans. Over las 
grave Goncalo Coutinho placed the following inscrlp- 
ttOD, which, for comprehensive simplicity, the translator 
ventures to prefer to almost any production of a similar 
kind: 

HERE LrFs r.irts vb camoens, 

HE excelled all TUE poets of his AGE. 

HR LIVED POOR AND MISERABLE i 
AND HE DIED SO. 

MOLXXIX. 

Note 5 i, page 17, rol. 2. 

Tlto nueillo Tri'm, etc. 

« When he had sailed fifty leagues further Westward, 
on the i 3 lli of December he found at iiiglit-fall the 
needle varied half a point toward the North-East, and 
at day-breik half a point more; hy which lie under¬ 
stood that the needle did not point at the North slai', 
but at some other fixed and visible point. This varia¬ 
tion no man had observed before, and therefore he had 
occasion to be surprised at it,« etc.—Description. 0/ the 
Discovery of the IVesl Indies, 

Note 53, page 18, col. i. 

Tho Qruol trulhi, ou*. 

I trust 1 need not make any apology for occasionally 
varying, for tlic sake of poetical effect, from the strict 
historical account. Columbus sees the light at ten o’clock 
at night, and calls two persons into the cabin Co witness 
I it. Tlic reflection concerning the light of religious truth 
was his own. Alas! how little his bloody followers 
seemed to have considered this. The following is the 
literal account: 

• About ten o’clock at night, as the Admiral was in 
(he great cabin, lie saw a light on sliorc, but said it 
was so blind he could not affirm it to be land; though 
he called up one Peter Gutierres, and bid him observe 
wlieihcr he saw the same light! Who said he did. 
But presently after they called one Bodcrick SancheH, 
of S^ovia, to look that way, but he could not see it; ^ 
nor did they see it afterwards above once or twice,; 
^ wliicN made them judge it might be a candle or torch 
belonging to some fisherman or traveller, etc. 

« bciug now very much upon their guard, they still 
bold on, till two in the morning, the Pinta being far 
a-liead gave signal of tlie land, which was first dis- 
• covered by a sailor, whose name was Roderick de 
Triana, two leagues from shore: but the reward was 
given to the Admiral, who first saw the ligH in the 
midst of darkness^ signifying Uu syiritual light he was 


then spreading in those dark regions.n—jiceount of the 1 
If'est Indies. I 

Note 53 , page 18, col. 3. 
iluvcanecr. 

Seethe account of llie iTUcliics and depredations oP 
the ■ Frec-bootcr8» (as they were called) on the west¬ 
ern coast of America. 

Note 54. page 18, col. 3. 

Lorld mine. 

Forty or fifty thousand slaves are annually imported 
from Africa, to work in the mines of Brazil. 

Note 55 , page 19, col. i. 

!• catl on lome dcierusd rock. 

Sec the account of four sailors left on the coast of ' 
South America, in Byron’s Narrative. Wc are par¬ 
ticularly struck with the circiimstince of their cheering 
ilicir late companions (from whom they were parted, 
never to meet in this world) as they slowly passed 
along the mountains of the inhospitable coast, such au 
immense distance from (heir country, and witlioiii 
hopes of meeting ever again tlie habitations of civi¬ 
lised man. 

B Having lost the yawl, and bciug too many for the 
barge to carry off, we were compelled to leave four of 
our men behind. They weie all marines, who seemed 
to have no great olijection to (he determination made 
with regard to them, so exceedingly worn-out and dis¬ 
heartened were they with tho distresses and dangers they 
had already gone through. And, indeed, 1 l>clievc, it 
would be a matter of indifference to the greatest part 
of the rest whether llicy should embark or tike tlicir 
chance. The captain distributed to these poor fellows, 
arms, ammunition, and some other necessaries. When 
wc parted, they stood upon the beach, giving us three 
diem, and crying out, God bleu the King. 

a We saw (hem a little after setting out upon their 
forlorn hope, and helping one another over a hideoas 
tract of rocks: but considering the difficulties attend¬ 
ing this only w.iy of travelling left them; for the 
woods are impracticable, from their thickness, and the 
deep swamps every where to be met in them; consider¬ 
ing too, tliat the coast here is rendered so inho.spiiable, 
by the heavy seas that are constantly tumbling upon it, 
as not to afford a little shell-fish ; it is probable they 
all met with a miserable end!»—B yron’s Narrative. 

There is another striking sketch inllEAnNs's Jonrnat: 
u When the spring advanced, the Ewjuimaux went to 
the continent; on their visiting Alarble Island again, in 
the summer of 1723, they only found five of the Eng¬ 
lish alive, the remains of a crew shipwrecked there 
two years before, under Air Knight, aged 80: three 
died in a few days, and the other two, though very 
weak, made shift to bury them. The (u>o survived 
many days after the rest, and frequently went to the 
cop of an adjacent rock, and earnestly looked to the 
South and East, as if in expectation of some vessel 
coming to tlieir relief. After continuing there a con¬ 
siderable time, and nothing appearing in sight, they 
sat down close together, and wept bitterly. At length 
one of the two died, and the other’s strength was so 
far exliausted, that he fell down and died also in at¬ 
tempting to dig a grave for his companion.!— Intro¬ 
duction to Ubasne’s Journalfh)m Hudsons Bay. 

■ P. S. The skulls, and other large bones, of these two 
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men, are now lying above-ground close to the housc.n 
—IlBAaNi, 1769. 

Note 56 , page 19, col. 1. 

Greealand'i tnowi. 

In ChnrehiU’s collection of voyages there is a most 
affecting narrative of the men who were left to perish 
in Greenland. I should wish to quote part of it, as 
thc'*book is in few hands, but have it not by me. I 
would particularly point out some simple and touching 
verses left by one of the men, rclatiug their melan¬ 
choly fate. 

Note 57, page 19, col. 3. 

Peyronw. 

A circumstance has been lately related in the papers 
of one of the Astronomers who went out with Peyrousc, 
having been found on an island, where he had dragged 
on a miserable and solitary existence for nine years. 

Note 58 , page 19, col. 2. 

Cook. 

The mournful fate of this great and self-instnictcd 
navigator; the numerous advantages resulting from liis 
extensive surveys, tlie accessions to knowledge; and the 
alleviations of the hardships of a sea-life derived from 
his humanity and care; are too well know to he enlarg¬ 
ed on. 

Note 59, page 19, col. a. 

ConllneaU of ollber world. 

The proximity of the great continents Asia and Ame¬ 
rica to each other was long problematical. Salmon 
MsUely observes, «that some merry map-makers have 
so placed them.» But it happens the merry map-makers 
were right, and the sage Salmon in the wrong. Mr Coxe, 
in his valuable account of the Russian discoveries, in¬ 
forms us, that • the first project for making discoveries, 
in that tempestuous sea, which lies between Kamschatka | 
and America, was conceived and planned by Peter I.» 
The survey was completed by Cook, Gierke, and King. 

Note 60, page 19, col. i. 

Bow non, from oae great Father iprooei bh race 
Spread to that tevor’d contlneot. 

Every accession of knowledge from the East, and from ; 
the West, tends to confirm the Mosaic history. The I 


Gentoo account of the deluge has bceu seen in Book III. 
The tradition of the Chapewyans, a numerous tribe on 
the north-west coast of America, respecting the-origir.*- 
of the world, and the remote country from whence they 
came, is too singular to be omitted 

«They believe, that at first the globe was one vast and 
entire ocean, inhabited by no living creature except a 
mighty Bird, whose eyes were fire, whose glances were 
lightning, and the clapping of whose wings were thunder. 
On his descent to the ocean, and touching it, the earth 
instantly rose, and remained on the surface of the 
waters. This omnipotent hinl then called forth all the 
variety of animals from the earth, etc. 

u They have also a tradition among them, that they 
originally came from anotJier country^ inliahited hy 
very wicked people, and had traversed a great InAc, 
which was narrow, shallow, and full of islands, where 
they suffered great misery, it being always winter, wilh 
ice and deep .snow. They believe, likewise, that in an¬ 
cient times, their ancestors lived till their fe(>t were worn 
out with walking^ and their throats with eating. They 
describea deluge, when the waters spread over the who/e 
cartlif except the highest mountains, un the tops of 
wliirli they preserved themselves.*— MACXRitzis’s 
fromAlontreal to the Frozen andPaciJic Oceans, p. 118. 

The most careless reader cannot but be struck with 
the resemblance in this singular narrative to the Mosiiic 
history. It evidently conveys an idea of the creation, 
preservation, and dispersion of m.in. 

Note 61, page ao, col. 1. 

Rtid Pafmey. 

I trust this expression will not give offence to any li- 
beral-mindedCaUtolic, many of whom I know and whose 
private characters 1 respect. They will lament, with me, 
the many unjust and merciless outrages which have 
taken place under the horrid banners of the Inquisition, 
inscribed with the profaned words, 

Justice and Mbbcy. 

Note 62, page 21, col. 1. 

SeIMvTOted victim. 

This horrid custom, which is so shocking to the ima¬ 
gination , it is hoped, will at last give way, as the blcssi ngs 
of wider knou ledge and of Divine Trutli, arc extended 
over the East. 


Mimstonavp; 


A POEM. 


DEDICATION. 


TO TKS MOST ROBLB 


HENRY, BIARQUIS OF LANSDOWNE, etc. btc. 
Ut obab Lobd, 

Wbbb this poem appeared without a name, your Lord¬ 
ship wafrjm first among those who favoured it with 
approba^. 

Such wm|^oiI 7, and that of others, whose praise I 
might welHlb proud of, will be a consolation to me, 


should it, now my name is avowed, have to encounter 
severer criticism; and in truth, flattering as its reception 
has been, I am not unconscious how many thin(^ arc 
wanting to render it worthy of your Lordship’s sanc¬ 
tion, and the public eye. 

But, whatever may be its fate, if it be gratifying to 
me to reflect on the testimony of such approbation as 
it has already received; I hope 1 may be allowed to 
I say, without vanity, it must be much more so, to have the 
I honour of liberal intercourse in private life with those 
I who are no less illustrious for talent than station, and 
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aro at the same time dutinguishcd by every domestic 
and social virtue. 

I have the honour to be, with unfeigned respect, 
Your Lordship's most obliged, and faithful servant, 

W. L. BOWLES. 

Dbbmhill, June 5, i8i5. 


PREFACE. 


Tas circumstance on which this poem is founded, that 
a Spanish commander, with his army in Soutli Amcrira, 
was destroyed by the Indians, in consequence of tlie 
treachery of his page, who was a native, and lliat only 
a priest was saved, is taken from history. The time is 
two months. Tlic first four books arc as many days 
and nights. T)ie rest of the lime is taken up by tlie 
Spanicinls’ march, the assembly of warriors, etc. 

The place, where Uic scene is laid, was selected, he- 
cause Soulli America has of Inte years received ad¬ 
ditional interest, and because tiie ground was at once 
new, poetical, and picturesque. 

From old-fnshioned feelings, perhaps, I have ad¬ 
mitted some alViul agents, or what is called machinery. 
It is true tlie spirits cannot be said to accelerate or rc- 
Urd the events, but surely they may be allowed to show 
a sympathy with the fate of those, among whom poe¬ 
tical fancy has given them a prescriptive ideal existence. 
They may be farther excused, as relieving the narrative, 
and adding to the imagery. 

The causes which induced me to publish this poem 
without a name, induced me also to attempt it in a 
versification to which 1 have been least accustomed, 
which, to my car, is most uncongenial, and which is, 
in itself, the most difficult. I mention this, that, if 
some passages should be found less harmonious, the 
candour of the reader might pardon them. 

It may be proper to add, that as the poem was writ¬ 
ten before tlie disastrous and disgraceful consequences 
which liave followed the glorious career of our arms in 
Spain, an Epilogue, or kind of poetical Peroration, is 
now added, contiectiug the poem with its general poli¬ 
tical and religious moral, and tlie circumstances of tlie 
present age. 

SCENE.— South Amebica. 

C/iaracten.—Valdivia, commanding the Spanish ar¬ 
mies—Lautaro, his page, o native of Chili—Anselmo, 
the Missionary'—Indiana, his adopted daughter, wife of 
Lputaro—Zarinel, the wandering minstrel. 

/mfiani!.—Attacapac, father of Lautaro—Olola, his 
daughter, sister of Lautaro—CaupoUcan, chief of the 
Iiidifiis—Indian Warriors. 


THE MISSIONARY. 


INTRODUCTION. 

Wbeiv o'er tlie Atlantic wild, rock'd by the blast, 

Sad Lusitania's exiled Sovereign pass’d, 

Reft of her pomp, from her paternal throne 
Cast forth, and wandering to a clime unknown. 

To seek a refuge on that distant shore, 

That once her country's legions dyed with gore 
Sudden, melhought, liigh-tow’ring o'er the flood, 
Hesperian world! thy mighty Genius stood: 

Where spread, from cape to cape, from bay to bay, 
Serenely blue, the vast Pacific lay; 

And the huge Cordilleras, to the skies, 

Willi all their burning summits* seem'd to rise. 

Then the stem Spirit spoke, and to hU voice 
The waves and woods replied—t Mountains, rejoice! 
Thou solitary sea, whose billows sweep 
The margin of my forests, dark and deep, 
llcjoicc! the hour is come: the mortal blow, 

That smote the golden shrines of Mexico, 

111 Europe is avenged ! and thou, proud Spain, 

Now linhtilo hosts insult thy own domain; 

Now fate, vindictive, rolls, with refluent flood, 

Ikick on thy shores the tide of human blood. 

Think of my murder'd millions! of the cries 
That once 1 heard from all my kingdoms rise; 

Of Famine's feeble plaint, of Slavery's tear; 

Think, too, if Valour, Freedom, Fame, be dear,— 
How my Antarctic sons,* undaunted, stood, 

Exacting groan for groan, and blood for blood; 

And shouted, (may the sounds be hail'd by thee!) 

• Tyrants, the virtuous and the brave are free !• 


CANTO I. 


ARGUMEIfT. 

ONE DAT AND PAST OP NICnT. 

V'alley in the Andes—Old Indian Warrior—Loss of Iits 
Sou and Daughter. 


Beneath aerial cliffs, and glittering snows. 

The rush-roof of an aged Warrior rose, 

Chief of the mountain tribes: high overhead, 

The Andes, wild and desolate, were spread, 

Where cold Sierras shot their icy spires, 

And Chilian ^ trail'd its smoke, and smould'ring fires. 

A glen beneath—a lonely spot of rest- 
Hung, scarce discover'd, like an eagle's nest. 


The chief event of the poem turns upon the conduct Summer was in its primethe parrot-flocks 
of Lautaro; but as the Missionary acts so distinguished Darken'd the passing sunshine on the rocks; 
a part, and as the whole of the moral depends upon 

hill., it wa. UlouBlit belter to return the title wJ.ich was , ,.„„i„„f,b,A.de.. 

originally given to the poem. » xbe aativM of Cbili, who were aovor lubdaed. 

’ A Tolcaao In Chill. 
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Tlic chrysomcl* and purple butterfly,* 

Amid the clear blue light, are wand'ring by; 

The huenmiBg-bird, along the myrtle bowers, 

With twinkling wing, is spinning o’er the flowers, 

The woodpecker is heard with busy hill, 

The mock-bird sings^^and all beside is still. 

And look! the cataract that bursts so high, 

As not to mar the deep tranquilliiy, 

'i he tumult of its dashing fall suspends, 

And, stealing drop by drop, in mist descends, 

Through whose illumined spray and sprinkling dcus, 
Shine to the adverse sun the broken rainbow hues. 

Check’ring, with partial shade, the beams of noon. 
And arching the grey rock with wild festoon, 

Here, its gay net-work, and fanlastic twine, 

The purple cogul^ threads from pine to pine, 

And oft, as the fresh airs of morning breathe, 

Dips its long tendrils in the stream beneath. 

There through the trunks, with moss and iichens white, 
The sunshine darts its interrupted light, 

And, 'mid the redar's darksome boughs, illumes, 

With instant (ouch, the Lori's scarlet plumes. 

So smiles the scenebut can its smiles impart 
Aught to console yon mourning Warrior’s Jicart? 

He heeds not now, when beautifully bright. 

The humming-bird is circling in his sight; 

Noi e’en, above hU head, when air is still, 

Hears the green w'oodpecker’s resounding bill; 

But gazing on the rocks and mountains wild, 

Bock after rock, in glittering masses piled 

To the volcano's cone, that shoots so high 

drey smoke whose column stains the cloudless sky, 

He cries, • Oh! if thy spirit yet be fled 
To the pale kingdoms of the shadowy dead,— 

In yonder tract of purest light above, 

Dear long-lost object of a father's love! 

Dost thou abide? or like a shadow come, 

Circling the scenes of thy remember'd home, 

I And passing witli the breeze? or, in the beam 
Of evening, liglit the desert mountain stream? 

Or at deep midnight are thine accents heard, 

In the sad notes of that melodious bird ,4 

' The vbiysomele U h beaatifiil iniovt, of which the jfoanc women 
of Chili nske neckiaeri. 

* The psrroi butterfly, poculier to thii part of Americo, ibo 
larymt and moitt In illiunt of it* kincl->Papifio ptiuacm. 

* A most beautiful nlimlMOQ plaut. Tbe vine ii of the size of 
poeklliread : it climb* oo the tree* without eitecbia^ ittelf to thorn: 
when it reaclie* the top, It du«c«ud* perpeudicultrly; and a* it 
continue* to urow, it extend* it*elf from tree to tree, until it offer* 
lo the eye a utmluied tUiuu, exhibiilDS *0010 reaewbUnce to tbe 
riituino of a ihlp.—M omn*. 

* • Dot bei-auae 1 cannot drtcribe all the Ameriran bird*, which 
differ not a little from oun, not only In kind, but aI*o in rnriuty 
of colour, a* rote-uolour, red, violet, white, aftb-u-olour, purple, 

, etc.; I will ai lcn({lh dcicribo ono, which the Barharian* to observe 
aadesteeiB, that they will not only not bun ilieui, but •iiffer them 
.not to escape nnrevenged who do them iny wmoR. It I* of the 
blgneM of a pigeon, and of an ■•h-colonr. The Tououploambaltil 
bear her more often In the night than in tbe day, with a mournful 
voloe; and believe that it is leml front their Jrientit and kindred unto 
them, and also declaretb good luck; and especinlly, that it en- 
coartgcihsnd ndmonUheth them to behave tfaumselvesvaliaDily in 
the wart against ibeir enemit!*. Betides, they verity ihiak, that if 
they rightly observe these dlviaetlooi. It shall come to pas* that 
they abooki vaaqalsh their eaemlns even In this life, and after 
death their seals shonid fly beyond the oMMaialns to their ancestors, 
|terpe(aalk ta daauo there. 

• I chrfwd once to lodgo la a vilJage, aaned Upcc by tbe 


Which, as wc listen with mysterious dread, 

Brings tidings from our friends and fothers dead! 

r. 

• Perhaps, beyond those summits, far away, 

Thine eyes yet view the living light of day; 

Sad, in the stranger’s land, ihou mayst sustain 
A weary life of servitude and pain, 

With wasted eye gaze on the orient beam. 

And think of these white rocks and torrent-stream, 
Never to hear the summer cocoa wave, 

Or weep upon thy father's distant gravc.n 

Ye who have waked, and listen’d With a (e.ir, 

When cries confused, and clangours roll’d more near: 
With murmur'd pniyer, when Mercy stood aghast. 

As War’s bUck trump peal’d its terrific blast. 

And o'er the wither’d earth the arm’d giant pass’d! 

Yc, who liis track with terror have pursued, 

When some delightful hand, nil blood-imbrued 
He swept; where silent is the champaign wide, 

That echo’d to the pipe of yester-tide, 

Save, when far off, the moonliglit hills prolong 
'J'lic last deep echoes of his parlinggong; 

Nor aught is seen, in the deserted spot 
Where trail’d the smoke of many a peaceful ent. 

Save livid corses that unburied lie, 

And conflagrations, reeking to (lie sky;— 

Come listen, whilst the causes I relate 
That bow’d the warrior to the storms of fate, 

And left these smiling scenes forlorn and desolate. 

In other days, when, in his manly pride, 

Two children for a father’s fondness vied,— 

Oft they essay’d, in mimic strife, to wield 
His lance, or laughing peep’d bcliind his shield. 

Oft ill the sun, or the magnolia’s shade, 
r4ight8omc of heart as gay of look, they play’d, 

Brother and sister. She, along the dew. 

Blithe as the squirrel of the forest flew; 

Blue rushes wreathed her head; licr dark brown linir 
I'cdl, gently lifted, on her bosom bare; 

Her necklace shone, of sparkling insects made, 

That flit, like specks of fire, from sun to shade; 

Light was her form ; a clasp of silver braced 
The azure-dyed ichclia * round her waist; 

Her ancles rung with shells, as, unconfined. 

She danced, and sung wild carols to the wind. 

With snow-white teeth, and laughter in her eye,— 

So, beautiful in youth, she hounded by. 

Yet kindness sat upon her aspect bland,— 

The tame Alpaca* stood and lick’d her hand; 

She brought him gather’d moss, and loved to duck 
With flow’ry twine his tall and stately neck, 


Fronchmea : there, in the niRht, ! heard tkete htrdt, not tinging, 
but makioo a lameotaiilu noite. I eav* the BarljariaM ino*t at¬ 
tentive, and beioR iRnoront of the wbole matter, reproved their 
folly. But when I smiled a little upon a Freiirbmaa slandinQ by 
me, a certaia eld maa, severely eoauRh, Ksiraioed me with ibeco 
words: ‘Hold yoar peace, lest you binder u* who atleoilrely 
hearken to the kappg tiding! of our anutton. For a* often a* we 
hear these birds, so often also are we sheared, and our strength 
receiveih Increase.* >~CALLaNDts's Vogage, 
t The Ichella is a short cloak, of a greonUh-blue colour, of woel< 
fastenod bafore with a silver buckle.— Molisa. 

■ Tbe Alpaca la perhaps tbe most beautiful, gentle, and inter¬ 
esting of Uvlng animal*: one was to be seen in London in iflia. 
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Whilst he with silent gratitude replies, 

And bends to her caress his large blue eyes. 

•"m 

These children danced together in the shade, 

Or stretch'd their hands to see the rainbow fade; 

Or sat and mock’d, with imitative glee, 

The parruquet, that laugh’d from tree to tree; 

Or through the forest’s wildest solitude, 

From glen to glen, the marmoset pursued; 

And thought the light of parting day too short, 

That call’d them, ling’ring, from their daily sport. 

• 

In that fair season of awak'ning life, 

When dawning youth and childhood arc at strife; 
When on the verge of thought gay boyhood stands 
Tiptoe, with glisi'ning eye and outspread hands; 

With airy look, and form and footsteps light, 

And glossy locks, and features bcrry<bright, 

And eye like the young eaglet’s, to the ray 
Of noon, uiihicnching, as tie sails away; 

A brede of sea-shells on his bosom strung, 

A small stone hatchet o'er liis shoulders slung. 

With slender lance, and fealherK, blue and red, 

That, like the heron's ^ crest, waved on his head,— 
buoyant with hope, and airiness, and joy, 

I.mlaro was tlie loveliest Indian hoy : 

I'anght hy his sire, ev’n now lie drew the bow, 

Or truck’d the jugguar on the morning snow; 

SUnied liie Condor, on the craggy height; 

Then silent s.'it, and m.irk‘d its upward bight, 

Lessoning in ether to a speck of white. 

Rut when th’ impassioned Chieftain spoke of war, 
Smote his broad breast, or pointed to a scar,— 

Spoke of the strangers of the'distant main, 

And tlic proud hanticrs of insulting Spain,— 

Of the barb’d horse and iron horseman spoke, 

And his red Gods, that wrapt in rolling smoke,— 
Roar’d from the guns, —the Boy, with stilUdrawn 
breath, 

flung on llie woml’rous talc, as mute as dcadi; 

Then raised his animated eyes, and cried, 

> O let me perish by my father's sideU 

Once, when the moon, o'er Chilian’s cloudless height, 
Pour’d, far and wide, its soft and mildest light, 

A predatory band of mailed men 
Burst on the stillness of the shelter’d glen; 

They shoiilcd « Death,« and shook their sabres hi|[h, 
Th.it shone terrific to the moonlight sky: 

Where'er they rode, the valley and the hill 
Echo'd the shrieks of death, till all again was still. 

The Warrior, ere he sunk in slumber deep. 

Had kiss’d his son, soft-brcalhing in his sleep, 

Wliere on a Llama’s skin he lay, and said. 

Placing his hand, with tears, upon his head, 
u Aerial nymphs!* that in the moonlight stray, 

Oh, gentle spirits! here awhile delay ; 

Bless, as ye pass unseen, my sleeping boy, 

Till blithe he wakes to daylight and to joy. 

• ' Ardet crltuu. 

■ Every wsrrior ofChtU, Rccordiaif to Molina, ha* hti aticodaal 
• ■ nympba or fairy—iba hellof of which I* nearly liinilar to ihe po- 
palar and poetical idea of thoie being* ia Eorope.—Healvn ii ihe 
beaavolent spirit. 


If the Great Spirit will, in future days 
O’er the fall’n foe his hatchet he shall raise. 

And, ’mid a grateful nation’s high applause, 

Avenge his violated country's cause!* 

Now, nearer points of spears, and many a cone 
Of moving helmets, in the moonlight shone, 

As, clanking through the pass, tlie band of blood 
Sprung, like hyenas, from the secret wood. 

They rush—they sei^c their unresisting prey— 

Ruthless they tear the shrieking Doy away; 

Bui, not, till gnsh'd by m.iny a sabre wound, 

The Father sunk, expiring, on the ground. 

(Ic waked, from the dark trance, to life and pain, 

But never saw his darling child again. 

Sev'n snows had fall’n, and sev’n green summers 
pass’d, 

Since here lie heard tliat son’s loved accents last. 

Still his beloved daughter soothed his cares, 

Wliile time began to strew with white his hairs. 

Oft as his painted feathers he unbound. 

Or gared upon his h.ilcliet on the ground. 

Musing with deep dcspiiir, nor strove to speak, 

Light she appro.irh’d, and climb’d to reach his cheek, 
Held with holli hands his forehead, then her licaS 
Drew smiling buck, and kiss'd the tear he shed. 

But late, to grief and hopeless love a prey, 

She left his side, and wander’d far away. 

Now in this still and slieller'd glen, that smiled 
Beneath the crags of precipices wild. 

Wrapt in a stern yet borrowfiil repose, 

The Warrior half forgot his country’s woes,— 

Forgot how many, impotent to save, 

Shed thoir best blood upon a father’s grave; 

How many, tom from wife and children, pine 
In the dark caverns of the hopeless mine, 

Never to see again the blessed morn — 

Slaves in the lovely land where they were born ; 

How many, at sad sun-set, with a tear, 

The distant roar of sullen cannons licar. 

Whilst evening seems, as dies the sound, to throw 
A deadlier stillness on a nation's woe! 

So the dark Warrior, day succeeding day, 

Wore in distemper'd thouglit the noons away; 

And still, when weary evening came, he sigh’d, 

M My sou, my son !» or, with emotion, cried, 
u When I descend to the cold grave alone, 

Who shall be there to mourn for me^—Mot one? ' 

The crimson orb of day, now west'ring flung 
nis beams, and o’er the vast Pacific bung; 

When from aPar a shrilling sound was heard, 

And, hurrying o’er the dews, a Scout appear’d. 

The starting Warrior knew the piercing tones. 

The signal-call of war, from human bones.— • 
u Wliut lidingsin with impatient look, be cried— 
u Tidings of war,)« the hurrying Scout replied; 

Then the sharp pipe * with shriller summons blew, 

And held the blood-red arrow high in view. ^ 

* I have takeo this Ilae fram the cooelaiioa of the eelcbratwl 
■poech of tbu old Nortk-Aaierlcan warrior, Logaa. kWboistusbk 
to aoDas vox Looah 1 hoi oai la 

■ Their pipea of vrar are made of the bone* of tbelr eaemie*. who 
faeve been eacrlflced. 

> Thoway la wbidi tbowarrtoraareeammoned i* aomethiag like 
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caiir. 

■ Where speed the foes?# 

IKDIAN. 

• Along (he southern muin 
Have passed the vultures of accursed Spain.i> 

CBISF. 

« Huin pursue them on the distant flood, 

And be their deadly portion—blood for blood !• 

IHDIAIf. 

• Wlien, round and red, the moon shall next arise. 

The chiefs attend the midnight sacriflre 
In Encols wood, where the great wiz.ird dwells, 

Who wakes the dead man with his ihrilliog spells; 

Tliee Ulmen ' of tlie Mountains, tliey command 
To lift the hatchet, for thy native land ; 

Whilst in dread circle, round the scre^wood smoke, 

The mighty gods of vcnguuncu they invoke; 

And onll the spirits of their fathers slain, 

To nerve their lifted arm, and curse devoted Spain.» 

So spake tlte Scout of War;—and o'er the dew, 

Onward along the craggy valley, flew. 

Then the stem Warrior sung his song of death~- 
And blew his conch, that nil the glens beneath 
Echo'd, and rusliing from the hollow wood, 

Soon at his side three hundred w'arrlors stood. 

WARKIOK. 

« Children, who for his country dares to die?*— 

Three hundred brandish’d spears shone to the sky — 

■ We perish, or wc leave our country free; 

Fatlier, our blood fur Chili and for ihecln 
Their long lank hair liung wild: with clashing sound, 
They smote their shields, and stamp’d upon the ground! 
The eagle, from his unapproach’d retreat, 

Scared at their cries, has left his craggy seaL 

«x Enough !■ the warrior cried,* retire to-night:— 

I.,et the same spirit fire us in the fight, 

That the proud Spaniard, ’mid his guards, may know 
How dire it is to have one race his foe. 

One poor, brave race, to their loved country true, 
Wltich all his glittering hosts shall ne’er subdue !* 

The Mountain-chief essay'd his club to wield, 

And shook the dust indignant from the shield. 

Then spoke 

• O Thou! that with thy ling’ring light 
Dost warm the world, till all is Iiush'd in night; 

1 look upon thy parting beams, O Sun! 

And say, ‘EVn thus my course is almost run.* 

« When thou dost hide thy head, as in the grave, 

And sink to glorious rust beneath the wave, 

Dost thou, majestic in repose, retire. 

Below the deep, to unknown worlds of fire? 

Yet though tliou sinkest, awful, in the main, 

The shadowy moon comes forth, and all the train 

tbe vMvaleB the crou* fa Sooiliad, which li so besutifully do- 
laihisfliyjysher 8ceu. Tbe scoats oa this oecailos beir an arrow 
boaad hlfets. 

f ^lllliiMis ihe suse sa Cacfqaa, or ohtel. 


Of stars, that shine with soft and silent light, 

Making so beautiful the brow of night. 

Thus, when I sleep within the narrow bed, ' 

The light of after-fame around shall spread; 

The sons of distant Ocean, when they sec 
The grass-green heap beneath the mountain-tree. 

And hear tlic leafy houghs at evening wave. 

Shall pause and say, * There sleep in dust the brave I’ 

« All earthly hopes my lonely heart have fled ! 

Stern Guecubu,' angel of the dead, 

Who laughest when the brave in pangs expire, 

Whose dwelling is beneath the central fire 
Of yonder burning mountain; who hast passed 
O'er my poor dwelling, and with one fell blast 
Scatter'd my summer-leaves that cluster’d round. 

And swept my fairest blossoms to the ground; 

Angel of dire despair, O come not nigh. 

Nor wave thy red wings o’er me where I lie! 

But thou ! O mild and gentle spirit! stand, 

Angel > of hope and peace, at my right hand, 

(When blood-drops stagnate on my brow) and guide 
My pathless voyage o’er the unknown tide, 

To scenes of endless joy—to that fair isle, 

Where bnw'rs of bliss, and soft savannahs smile; 
Where my forefuthers oft the light renew, 

And Spain's black visionary steeds pursue; 

\Yliure, ceased tlin struggles of all human pain, 

I may behold thee—thee—my son, again.n 

lie spoke, and whilst at evening’s glimmering close 
Tlie distant mist, like the grey ocean, rose, 

With patriot sorrows swelling at his breast, 
lie sunk upon a jagguar’s hide to rest. 

’Twas night—Remote on Garacalla’s bay, 
Valdivia's army, hush'd in slumlier, lay. 

Around the limits of the silent camp, 

Alone was heanl the steed's patroling tramp 
From line to line, whilst the fix'd ccntinel 
Proclaim'd the watch of midnight—< All is well!* 
Valdivia dreamt of millions yet untold, 

Villrica’s gcrr»>, and El Dorado’s gold!— 

WliJi diffrent feelings, by the scene impress’d, 

Bose, in sad tumult, o’er Lautaro's breast! 

On the broad ocean, where the moonlight slept, 
Thoughtful he turn’d his waking eyes, and wept, 
And whilst the thronging forms of mem*ry start, 
Thus holds communion with his lonely heart 
u Land of my fathers I still 1 tread your shore, 

And mourn the shade of hours that are no more; 
Whilst night-airs, like remember’d voices, sweep, 
And murmur from the undulating deep. 

Was it thy voice, my Father?—thou art dead — 

Tlie green rush waves on thy forsaken bed. 

Was it thy voice, my Sister?—gentle maid, 

Thou too, perhaps, in die dark cave art laid; 
Perhaps, ev’n now thy spirit sees me stand, 

A homeless stranger in my native land; 

Perhaps, ev’n now, along tlie moonlight sea. 

It bends from the blue cloud, rememb’ring me. 

< Goeenbu It (be Evil 8|>irlt of the Gblllani. 

• They hive tbelr evil and good tplrita. 
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■ Land of my Fathers! yet—O yet for(jivCy 
That with thy deadly enemies 1 live. 

The tenderusi tics (it boots not to relate) 

Have bound me to their service, and their fate; 
Yet, whetlicr on Peru’s war-wasted plain, 

Or visiting these sacred shores again, 

W’hatc cr the struggles of this heart may be, 
l^and of my Fathers! it shall beat for thee! • 


CANTO IL 


argttmeht. 

The Second Day. 

Night-Spirit of the Andes — Valdivia—LautaroMis¬ 
sionary—The Hermitage. 

The night was still, and clear—when, o’er the snows, 
Andes! thy melancholy Spirit rose,— 

A shadow stern and sad: lie stood alone, 

Upon the topmost mountain’s burning cone; 

And whilst his eyes shone dim, through surging smoke, 
Thus to the Spirits of the Fire he spoke:— 

■ Ye, who tread the hidden deeps, 

Where the silent earthquake sleeps; 

Ye, who track the sulph’rous tide, 

Or on hissing vapours ride,— 

Spirits, come! 

• From worlds of subterraneous night; 

From Scry re.ilm8 of lurid light; 

From tlic ore's unfathom’d bed; 

From the lava’s whirlpools red,— 

Spirits, come! 

• On Chili’s foes rush with vindictive sway, 

And sweep them from the light of living day! 

« Hark! heard yc not the rav’nous brood T 
They flap their wings, they scream for blood:— 
On Peru’s devoted shore 
Their murderous beak^ are red with goro: 

Hither, impatient for new prey, 

Th’ insatiate vultures track their way I 
Rise, Chili, rise' scatter the bands 
That swept remote and peaceful lands I— 

Let them perish! Vengeance cries— 

Let them perish! Death replies. 

Spirits, now your caves forsake!— 

Hark! ten tliousand warriors wake !— 

Spirits, tbeir high cause defend!— 

From your caves ascend I ascend!* 

As thtas the vast terrific Phantom spoke, 
the trembling mountain heaved with darker smoke; 
Flashes of red and angry light appear’d, 

And moans, and momentary shrieks were heard; 

The cavera'd deeps shook through their vast profound, 
And Ghimboraso’s height roll’d back the sound. 

With lifted arm, and tow’riog stature high, 

And aspect frowning to the middle sky 


(Its misty form dilated in the wind), 

The Pliantom stood,—till,and hns defined, 

Into thin air it faded from the sight, 

Lost in the ambient haze of slow-returning light. 

Its feathery-seeming crown,—its giant spear,— 

Its limbs of liiige proportion,—disappear; 

And the bare mountains, to the dawn, disclose 
The same long line of solitary snows. 

The morning sliines,—the military train, 

In warlike muster on the tented plain. 

Glitter, and cuirasses, and helms of steel, 

Throw back the sun-beams, as the horsemen wheel: 
Thus, with arms glancing to the eastern light, 

P.I8S, in review, proud steeds .md cohorts bright; 

For all the host, by break of morrow grey, 

Wind back their march to Penco’s northern hay. 
Valdivia, fearful lest confederate foes, 

Ambusli'd and dark, his progress might oppose. 
Marshals, to-day, tlie whole collected force,— 

File and artillery, ciiinssier and horse: 

Himself yet lingers ere he joins the train, 

That move, in order’d march, along the plain, 

While troops, and Indian slaves beneath his eye. 

The labours of the rising city * ply: 

Wide glows the general toil—the mole extends. 

The watch-tower o'er the desert surge ascends; 

And batllements, and rising ramparts, shine 
Above the ocean’s blue and level line. 

The sun ascended to meridian height, 

And ail the northern h.i8tioU8 shone in light; 

With hoarse acclaim, the gong and trumpet rung,— 

I The Moorisli slaves aloft their cymbals swung,— 
i When the proud victor, in triumphant state, 

Rode forth, in arms, through the portcullis-gate. 

With neck high-arching, as he smote the ground,— 
And restless pawing to the trumpet's sound,— 

W’ith mantling mane, o'er his broad shoulders spread,— 
And nostrils blowing, and dilated red,— ^ 

The co.)l-hlack steed, in rich caparison 
Far-trailing to the ground, went proudly on: 

Proudly he tramp’d, as conscious of his charge,— 

And turn’d around his eye-balls, bri(;ht and large, 

And shook the frothy boss, as in disdain; 

And toss'd the flakes, indignant, of bis mane; 

And, with high-swelling veins, exulting pressed 
Proudly against the barb his heaving breast. 

Tlic fate of empires glowing in his thought,— 

Thus arm'd, the tented field Valdivia sought. 

On (he left side his poised shield he bore, 

With quaint devices richly blazon’d o'er; 

Above the plumes, upon his helmet’s cone, 

Castile’s imperial crest illustrious shone; 

Blue in the wind th’ cscutcheon’d mantle flow'd, 

O’er the chain'd mail, which tinkled as he rode. 

The barred visor raised, yon might discern 
Ilis clime-changed * countenance, though pale yet stern, 
And resolute as death,—whilst, in his eye 
Sat proud Assurance, Fame and Victory. 

Lautaro, now in manhood’s rising pride, 

Rode, with a lance, attendant, at his side, 

> The city Baldivii. 

> Iti) bad torved Jo tbs wan of Italy. 
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In Spanish mantle (rracefuUy array’d: 

Upon his brow a tuft of fcalliers play’d: 

His glossy locks, with dark and inanUing grace, 

Sliadod the noon-day sun-beams on liis face. 

Though pass’d in tears the day-spring of his youth, 
Valdivia loved his gratitude and truth: 

He in Valdivia, own’d a nobler friend; 

Kind to protect, and mighty to defend. 

So, on he rode: upon his youthful intco 
A mild hut sad intelligence was seen: 

Courage was on his open brow, yet Care 
Seem'd like a wand’ring shade, to linger there; 

And though his eye shone, as the eagle's bright, 

It beam’d with humid, melancholy light. 

When now Valdivia saw th’ embattled line, 

Helmets, and swords, and shields, and matchlocks,shine, 
Now the long phalanx still and steady stand, 

Fix’d every eye, and motionless each hand,— 

Then slowly-cIustcring, into cnlunins wheel, 

Each with the red-cross hannci'S of Castile;— 

While trumps, and drums, and cymbals to his car. 
Made music such as soldiers love to hear, 

While horsemen check'd their steeds,—or, bending low, 
Willi levell’d lances, o'er the saddle-bow, 

Hodc gallantly at till,—and thunders broke, 

Instant involving van and rear in smoke. 

Till winds th’ obscuring volume roll’d away, 

And the red file, stretch’d out in long array, 

More radiant moved beneath the beams of day. 

While ensigns, arms, and crosses, glitter'd bright,— 
a Philip!* > he cried, a secst thou the glorious sight, 
And dost thou deem the tribes of this poor land 
Gan men, and arms, aud steeds, like these, withstand?! 

aForgive!*—the Youth replied, and check’d a tear,— 
u The land where my forefathers sleep is dear!— 

My native land!—this spot of blessed earth, 

The scene where 1, and all 1 love, had birth !— 

What gratitude, fidelity can give, 

Is yours, my Lord!—you shielded—bade me live, 
When, in the circuit of the world so wide, 

I had but one, one only friend beside. 

1 bow’d—resign’d to Fate; i kiss’d the band, 

Red with tbe best blood of my Father s land 1 * 

But mighty as thou art, Valdivia, know, 

Though Cortex’ desolating march laid low 
The shrines of rich, voluptuous Mexico,— 

With carcasses, though proud Pixarro strew 
The Sun's imperial temple in Peru,— 

Yet the rude dwellers of this land arc brave, 

And the last spot they lose, will be their grave!» 

A moment’s crimson cross'd Valdivia’s check—> 

Then o'er the plain he spurt'd, nor deign’d to speak, 
Waving the youth, at distance, to retire: 

None saw the eye that shot terrific fire 
As their commander sternly rode along. 

Troop after troop, halted the martial throng; 

And all the penoon'd trumps a louder blast 
Blew, as the Southern World's great victor pass’d, 

Lautaro turn’d, scarce heeding, from the view, 
irom the noise of trumps and drums withdrew; 

f 

\ LmIIWO bsd boM baptixed by ibst name. 
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And now, while troubled thoughts his bosom swell, 
Seeks tlie grey Missionary’s humble cell. 

Fronting the ocean, but beyond the ken 
Of public view, and sounds of mtirm’ring men,— 

Of unhewn roots composed, and knarled wood, 

A small and rustic Oratory stood : 

Upon its roof of reeds appear'd a cross, 

The porch within was llneil with mantling moss; 

A crucifix and hour-glass, on each side— 

One to admonish seem’d and One to guide; 

This, to impress how soon life's rare o’er; 

And that, to lift our hopes where time shall be no more. 
O’er the rude porch, with wild and gadding stray, 

The cliisl'ring copu weaved its trellis gay : 

Two mossy pines, high bending, interwove 
Tlieir aged and fantastic arms above. 

In front, amid the gay surrounding flowers, 

A dial counted the dcp.iitii)g hours, 

On which the sweetest light of summer shone,— 

A rude and brief iuscriptioa mark’d the stone * 

«To count, with passing shade, the hours, 

1 ]tlared the dial ’mid the llbwers; 

That, one by one, came forth, and died, 
Blooming, and with’ring, round its side. 

Morbil, let the sight impart 
its pensive moral to thy heart!» 

Just heard to trickle through a covert near, 

And southing, with perpetual lapse, the ear, 

A fount, like rain-drops, filter’d through the stone,— 
And, bright as amber, on the shallows shone. 

Intent his fairy pastime to pursue, 

And, gem-like, hovering o'er the violets blue, 

The humming-bird, here, its unceasing song 
Heedlessly murmur'd, all the summer long, 

And when the winter came, retired to rest, 

And from the myrtles hung its trembling nest. 

No sounds of a conflicting world were near; 

'Die noise of ocean faintly met the ear, 

'I'hat seem’d, as sunk to rest the noon-tide blast, 

But dying sounds of passions that were past; 

Or closing anthems, when, far off, expire 
The lessening echoes of the distant choir. 

Here, every human sorrow hush'd to rest, 

His pale liands meekly cross’d upon his breast, 
Ansclmo sat: the sun, with wcst’ring ray, 

Just touch’d his temples, and his locks of grey. 

There was no worldly feeling in his eye;— 

The world to him « was as a thing gone by.a 

Now, all his features lit, lie raised his look, 

Then bent it thoughtful, and unclasp’d the book; 

And whilst the hour-glass shed its silent sand, 

A tame < opossum lick’d his wither’d hand. 

That sweetest light of slow-dccUning day, 

Which through the trellis pout'd its slanting ray. 
Besting a moment on his few grey hairs, 

Seem'd light from heaven sent down to blcsshis prayers. 

When the trump echo'd to the (juiet spot, 

He thought upon the world, but mourn’d it not; 

* A snill sail beautiful ipocioi, ifhicb U doneiticsied. 
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Enough if his meek Mrisdom could control, 
ilnd bend to mercy, one proud soldier’s soul; 
rnough, if while these distant scenes he trod, 
lie led one erring Indian to his God. 

wWliencecomesmy son1» with kind complacent look 
lie ask’d, and closed again the embossed book. 

«I come to thee for peace!* the Youth replied ■ 
u Oh! there is strife, and cruelty, and pride. 

In this sad Christian world; my native land 
Was happy, ere the soldier, with his band, 

Of fell destroyers,’like a vulture, came, 

And gave the peaceful scenes to blood and flame. 

When will the turmoil of Earth’s tempests cease I 
Father, 1 come to thee for peace—for peace!* 

* Seek peace,* the Father cried, « with God above: 

In his good time, all will be peace and love. 

u We mourn, indeed, that grief, and toil, and strife, 
Send one deep murmur from (he walks of life, 

That yonder Sun, when Evening paints the sky, 

Sinks, beauteous, on a world of misery; 

The course of wide destruction to withstand 
We lift our feeble voicc->our trembling hand ; 

Rut still, bow’d low, or smitten to the dust. 

Father of mercy! still in thee wo trust! 

Through good or ill, in poverty or wealth,— 

In joy or woe, in sickness or in health,— 

Meek Piety thy awful hand surveys, 

And the faint murmur turns to prayer and praise! 

Wc know—whatever evils we deplore— 

Thou hiist permitted, and we know no more! 

Behold, illustrious on the subject plain, 

Some tower’d city of imperial Spain!* 

Hark! ’t was the earthquake! clouds of dust alone 
Ascend from earth, where lower and temple shone. 

■ Such is the conqueror’s dread path: the grave 
Y'uwns for its millions where liis banners wave; 

But shall vain man, whose life is but a sigh. 

With sullen acquiescence, gaze and die? 

Alas, how little of the mighty maze 
Of Providence, our mortal ken surveys! 

Heaven’s awful Lord, pavilion’d in the clouds, 

Looks through the darkness (hat all nature shrouds; 
And, far beyond the tempest and the night, 

Bids man his course hold on to scenes of endless light.* 


CANTO III. 


ARGUMENT. 

BTBMING AND NIGBT OF THE SAME DAY. 

Anselmo’s Story—Converted Indians—Confession of the 
. * Wandering Minstrel—Night-Scene. 

ANSBLMO’S TALB. 

« Comb,— for the sun yet hangs above the bay,— 

And whilst our time may brook a brief delay 
*With otlier thoughts,—and, haply, with a tear, 

An old man's talc of sorrow thou shalt hear. 

I No part of the world Is io sabject to esrtiiqnskea si Pora. 


I wish’d not to reveal it—thoughts that dwell 
Deep in the lonely bosom's inmost cell 
Unnoticed, and unknown, too painful wake. 

And like a tempest, the dark spirit shake, 

When starting, from our sliimh’rous apathy, 

Wc gaze upon the scenes of days*gonc by. 

Yet, if a moment’s irritating flush, 

Darkens thy check* as thoughts conflicting rush. 

When I disclose my hidden griefe, the tale 
Miiy more than wisdom or reproof prevail. 

Oh, may it teach thee, till all trials cease, 
i To hold thy course, though sorrowing, yet in pence; 

Still looking up to Him, the soul’s best slay, 

Who Faith and Hope shall crown, when worlds are 
swept away! 

* Where fair Seville’s^ Morisco turrets gleam 
On Guudnlquiver’s gently-stealing stream. 

Whose silent waters, seaward as they glide, 

Reflect the wild-rose thickets on its side. 

My youtli was pass’d.—Oh, days for ever gone! 

How touch’d with Heaven’s own light your mornings 
shone! 

■ E’en now, when lonely and forlorn 1 bend,— 

My weary journey hast’ning to its end,— 

A drooping exile on a distant shore,— 

I mourn the hours of youth that arc no more. 

The tender thought amid my prayers has part, 

And steals, at times, from Heav’n my aged heart. 

* Forgive the cause, O God!—forgive the tear 
That flows, cv’n now, o'er Leonora's bier; 

For, 'midst the innocent and lovely, none 
More l)cautiful than Leonora shone. 

u As by her widow’d motlier’s side she knelt, 

A sad and sacred sympathy I felt. 

At Easter-tide, when the high mass was sung, 

And, fuming high, the silver censer swung,— 

When rich-hued windows, from the arches* height, 
Pour’d o'er the shriucs a soft and yellow light,— 

From aisle to aisle, amid the service clear, 

When * Adoremus’ swell’d upon the ear— 

(Such as to hcav'n thy rapt attention drew 
First in the Christian churches of Peru), 

She seem’d, methought, some Spirit of the sky, 
Descending to that holy harmony. 

w Boots not to say, when life and hope were new, 
flow by degrees the soul’s first passion grow: 

1 loved her, and I won her virgin heart, 

But Fortune whisper’d, Wc, awhile, must part. 

■ The minster tolfd the middle hour of night 
When waked to agony and wild affright, 

I heard the words, words of appalling dread— 

* The Holy Inquisition!’—from the bed 

1 started; snatch’d my dagger, and my cloak— 

* Who dare accuse me?'—none, in answer, spoke.— 
The dsmons seized, in Mlence, on their prey, 

And tore me from my dreams of bliss away. 

* lodliOB of CblliareofthellghtMtciMi, cilledbyioMe ■white 
Indteni.* 

* OfMooriihsrchitaaare. 
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u Ilow frightful was their silence, and their shade, 
In torch-light, as their victim they convey’d,— 

By dark-inscribed, and massy-window'd walls. 
Through the dim twilight of terrific halls; 

(For thou hast heard mo speak of that foul stain 

Of pure religion, and the rites of Spain)- 

^IVhilst the high windows shook to night's cold blast, 
And echoed to the foot-fall as we pass’d! 


! From every human eye my sorrows hid, 
Unknown, amidst the tumult of fldadrid. 
Grief in my heart, despair upon my look, 
With no companion save my l>eadsand book, 
My inorxcl with Affiictioii'ssons to share. 

To tend the sick and poor, my only care— 
Forgotten, thus I lived—till day J)y day 
Had worn nigh thirteen years of grief away. 


. The, left me, faiat and breathless will, affricht, , “ O”' ' '■»>> “T 

In a cold cell, to solitude and niBht; ^nd bid the labours of the day farewell, 

Oh I think, what horror tliroueh the heart must thrill »PPro=»^l' panting breath- 

When the last bolt was barr’d, and all at once was still. She bade me hasten to the house of DeaUi. 


« Nor day nor night was here, hut a deep gloom, 
Sadder than darkness, wrapt the living tomb. 

Some bread and water, nature to sustain, 

Duly was brought when eve return'd again; 

And thus I knew, hoping it were the hst. 

Another day of ling'ring life was pass’d. 

« Five years immured in the deep den of night, 

I never saw tlie sweet sun’s blessed light. 

Once as the grate, with sullen sound, wa.s barr’d. 
And to the bolts the iumost cavern jarr'd,— 
Metliought I heard, ns clang'd llic iron door, 

A dull and hollow echo from the floor; 

I stamp’d: the vault, and winding caves around 
Return'd a long and melancholy sound. 

With patient toil 1 raised a m.assy stone, 

And look’d into a depth of shade unknown; 

The murky twilight of the lurid place 
Served me, at length, a secret way to trace. 

1 enter’d, step hy step; explored die road, 

In darkness, from my desolate abode; 

Till, winding througli long passages of night, 

1 saw, at distance, a dim streak of light:— 

It was the sun—the bright, the blessed beam 
Of day! I knelt—I wept—the glitt’ring stream 
Holl’d soft beneath me, as 1 left the cave, 

Conceal’d io woods above the winding wave. 

«I rested on a verdant bank awhile, 

I saw around the summer landscape smile. 

1 gain’d a peasant’s Jiut; nor dared to leave, 

Till, with slow step, advanced the glimmering eve. 
Remembering still affection’s fondest hours, 

I turn'd my footsteps to the city lowers;— 

In pilgrim's dress, I craced the streets unknown : 

No light in Leonora's lattice shone. 

« The morning camc; the busy tumult swells; 
Knoiling to church, 1 heard the minster bells: 
Involuntary to that scene I stray’d, 

Disguised, where first I saw my faithful maid. 

1 saw her, pallid, at the altar stand, 

And yield, half-shrinking, her reluctant hand: 

She turn’d her look—she saw my hollow eyes, 

And knew me,—wasted, wan, and in disguise; 

She shriek'd, and fell—breathless, I left the fane 
In agony—nor saw her form again; 

And from that day—her voice, her look—was given- 
Her name, her memory,—to tlie winds of heaven. 

t Far <1^ I bent my melancholy way, 
Heart-eidl'ipd faint, and, in this gown of grey, 


• I camc—with moving lips intent to pray, 

A dying woman on a pallet lay; 

Her lifted hands were wasted to the bone, 

And ghastly on her look the lamp-light shone; 

Beside the bed a pious daughter stands 
Silent—and, weeping, kisses her pale hands. 

■ Feebly she spoke, and raised her languid head, 

* Forgive, forgive!—they told me he was dead!— 

But in the sunshine of that dreadful day. 

That gave me to another’s arms away,— 

I saw him,—like a ghost, with deadly stare;— 

1 saw his wasted eye-balls' ghastly gUrc; 

I S.IW his lips—(0 hide them, God of love!) 

1 saw his livid lips, half-muttering, move# 

To cui'sc the maid—forgetful of her vow : — 

Perhaps he lives to curse—to curse me now!' 

■ ' lie lives to bless!’ I cried; and, drawing nigh, 

Held up tlic crucifix: Her heavy eye 

She raised, and scarce pronounced—* Does he yet live? 

Can he his lost, his dying child forgive!- 

Will God forgive-tlie Lord who bled—will He? 

^ Ah, no!—there is no mercy left for me!' 

I « Words were in vain, and colours all too faint, 

The awful moment of despair to paint. 

She knew me—her exhausted breath, with pain. 
Drawing, she press’d my hand, and spoke again. 

• * By a false guardian’s cruel wiles deceived— 

The talc of fi Midful falsehootl I believed;— 

And thought ihee dead! he gave the stern command— 
And bade me take the rich Antonio’s hand,— 

1 knelt,—implored—embraced my guardian's knees— 
Ruthless inquisitor! he held the keys 
Of the dark torture-house. * Trembling for life,— 
Yes —I became a sad, heart-broken—wife! 

Yet curse me not!—of every human care 
Already my full heart has had its share. 

Abandon’d—left in youth to want and woe! 

Oh! let these tears, that agonizing flow. 

Witness how deep ev’n now my heart is rent:— 

Yet one is lovely—one is innocent! 

Protect—protect—(and faint in death she smiled) 

When 1 am dead—protect—my orphan child!’ 

■ The dreadful prison, that so long detain'd 
My wasting life, her dying words explain'd. 

The wretched priest, who wounded me by stealth, 
Barter'd her love, her innocence, for wealth. 

• Parbspi It may aot ba Inpraper to aeotlon, tbit Savilla was 
tbs first plaoe In Spala in wbl^ tha laqaliition was estabUshed, in 
i48t. 
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The wavering fire flash’d with expiring light, 

When shrill and hollow, through the cope of night, 

A distant shout was heard; at intervals, 

Increasing on the list’ning car it falls, 

It ceased; when, bursting from the thickest wood, 
With lifted axe, two gloomy warriors stood: 

Wan in the midst, with dark and streaming hair, 
Blown by the winds upon her bosom bare, 

A woman, faint from terrors wild alarms, 

And folding a white infant in her arms, 

Appear’d. Each warrior stoop’d his lance to gaze 
On her pale looks^ seen ghastlier through the blaze. 

« Save I» she exclaim’d, with harrow’d aspect wild; 

« 0 save my innorent—my helpless child !>■ 

Then fainting fell, as from death’s instant stroke. 
Caupolican, with stern inquiry, spoke— 

■ Whence come, to interrupt our awful rite, 

At tliis dread hour, the warriors of the night ?■ 

■ From ocean.* 

•• Who is she who fainting lies. 

And now scarce lifts her supplicating eyes 7* 

« The Spanish ship went down : the seamen bore, 

In a small hoat, this woman to the shore: 

They fell beneath our hatchets,—and again 
Wc gave them back to the insulted main.' 

The child and woman—of a race we hate— 

Warriors 1 't is yours here to decide their fatc.n 

w Vengeance!* .aloud, fierce Mariantu cried ‘ 

• Vengeance! let Vengeance dire be satisfied! 

Let none of hated Spanish blood remain, 

Woman, or child, to violate our plain!» 

Amid that dark and bloody scene, the child 
Stretch'd to the Mountain-chief his hands, and smiled. 
A starting tear of pity dimm’d the eye 
Of the old Warrior, tliough he knew not why. 

« Oh I think upon your little ones!» he cried, 

M Nor be compassion to the weak deoied.n 

Caupolican then fix'd his aspect mild 
On the white woman and her shrinking child, 

Then firmly spoke:— 

« White woman ! we were free 
When first tliy brethren of the distant sea 
Came to our shores! White woman, tbbirs the guilt. 
Theirs, if the blood of innocence be spilt! 

Yet blood wc seek not, though our arms oppose 
The hate of foreign and remorseless foes: 

Thou earnest here a captive—so abide. 

Till the Great Spirit shall our cause decide.* 
lie spoke: the warriors of the night obey; 

*And, ere tlie earliest streak of dawning day, 

They led her from the scene of blood away. 

’ a Reader tben back opon ibe loealuid oceao.* 

CoLsaiooi. 


CANTO V. 


AnCUMERT. 

Ocean-Cave—Spanisli Ciptive—^Yild Indian Maid- 
Genius of Andes, and Spirits. 

’T IS dawnthe distant Andes’ rocky spires, 

One after one, have caught the orient fires. 

Where the dun condor shoots his upward flight, 

Ilis wings are touch'd with momentary light. 

Meantime, beneath the mountains’ glittering heads 
A boundless ocean of grey vapour spreads, 

That o’er the champaign, stretching far below. 

Moves on, in cluster'd inasses, rising slow, 

Till all the living landscape is display’d 
In various pomp of colour, light, and shade,— 

Hills, forests, rivers, lakes, and level plain, 

Lcss’ning in sunshine to the southern main. 

The llama’s fleece fumes with ascending dew; 

The gem-like humming-birds their toils renew; 

And see, whore yonder stalks, in crimson pride. 

The tall flamingo, by the river’s side. 

Stalks, in his richest plumage bright array’d, 

With snowy neck superb,' and legs of lengUicning 
shade. 

Sad maid! for others may the valleys ring, 

For otiicr curs the birds of morning sing, 

For other eyes the palms in beauty wave, 

Dark is thy prison in the ocean-cave! 

Amid that winding cavern's inmost shade 
A dripping rill its ceaseless murmur made : 

Masses of dim-discover’d crags aloof, 

Hung, threatening, from the vast and vaulted roof; 
And through a fissure, in its glimmering height, 

Seen like a star, appear’d the distant light; 

Beneath the opening, where the sun-beams shine, 

Far down, the rock-wced hung its slender twine. 

Here, pale and hound, the Spanish captive lay, 

Till morn on mom, in silence, pass’d away; 

When once, as o’er her sleeping child she hung, 

And sad her evening supplication sung,— 

Like a small gem, amidst the gloom of night, 

A glow-worn shot its green and trembling light,— 
And, ’mid the moss and craggy fragments, shed 
Faint lustre, o’er her sleeping infant’s head ; 

And hark! a voice—a woman’s voice—its sound 
Dies, in faint echoes, mid the vault profound:— 

u Lbt ns pity the poor white maid !* 

She has no mother near! 

No friend to dry her tear! 

Upon the cold earth she is laid: 

Let us pity the poor white maid!» 

It seem’d the burden of a song of woe; 

And mark, across the gloom an Indian girl move slow— 

Her nearer look is sorrowful, yet mild- 

Her hanging locks are wreathed with rock-weed wild— 

‘ The Deck of Ike flinlDgo ii white, tad its wioffi of rich ted 
beiBiIfolcrlinioD. 
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Gently slie spoke, u Sad Christian, dry tliy tear-— 

Art thou afraid ? all are not cruel here. 

Oh! siill more wretched may my portion be, 

Stranger, if 1 could injure thine and thee! 

And, lo! I bring, from banks and thickets wild. 
Wood-strawberries, and honey for thy child.* 

SPANISH WOMAN. 

• Whence? Who art thou, who, in this fearful place, 
Dost comfort speak to one of Spanish race'** 

INOIAN. 

■ It is an Indian maid, who chanced to hear 
Tliy tale of sorrow, as she wander’d ucar— 

1 loved a white man once—but lie is flown, 

And now I wander heartless and alone.' 

I traced the dark and winding way beneath; 

But well I know to lead thee licnre were death. 

Oh, say ! what fortunes led thee o’er the wave, 

On these sad shores to find, perhaps, a grave?* 

SPANISH WOMAN. 

« Three years have pass'd since a fond husband left 
Me, and this infant, of liis love bereft: 
llim I have follow’d—need 1 tell thee more. 

Cast helpless, friendless, hopeless, on this shore!« 

INDIAN. 

i Oh! did he love thee then ? let death betide, 

Yes, from this cavern I will be thy guide. 

Ifay, do not shrink! from Carac.-illa*s bay, 

Rv’n now, the Spaniards wind their march this way. 

1 heard, at night-fall as 1 paced the shore, 

But yesterday their cannon's distant roar. 

Wilt thou not follow ? He will shield thy child.— 

The Cliristian’s God,—through passes dark and wild 
lie will direct thy wayl Come, follow me: ; 

Oh ! yet be loved, be happy-*-aDd be free! 

But I an outcast on my native plain. 

The lost Olola ne’er shall smile again!* 

So guiding from the cave, when all was still, 

And silent pointing to the farthest hill, 

The Indian led, till, on Itata’sside, 

The Spanish camp and night-fires they descried: 

Then on the stranger’s neck that wild maid fell, 

And said, uThy own gods prosper thee!—farewell!* 

The owl * is hooting over-head—below, 

On dusky wing, the vampire-bat sails slow. 

Ongolmo stood before the cave of night, 

Where the great wizard sat:—a lurid light 
Was on his face; twelve giant sliadows frown’d, 

His mute and dreadful ministers, around. 

Each eye-ball, as in life, was seen to roll, 

Each lip to move; but not a living soul 
Was there, save bold Ongolmo and the seer. 

The Warrior half advanced his lifted spear, 

Then spoke—t Dread master of tlie secret lore! 

Say, shall the Spaniards welter in their gore?* 

• l>t these mute ministere the answer tell »— 

Replied the master of the mighty spell. 

Then every giant-shadow, as it stood, 

{lifted on high a skull that dropp'd with blood. 

• Wisard, to what 1 ask do thou reply— 

Say, shaU I live, and spurn them as they die?» 

^ ne owlh sa'object of pseaihrdrestl to iho Indita of Chili. 


*T was silence. — • Speak! • he cried—no voice was 
there- 

E.'ivth moan'd, and hollow tliunder shook tlic air. 

T is pass’d—the Phantoms, with a shriek, arc flown, 
And the grim Warrior stands in the wild wood alone. 

St Pedro’s church had rung its midnight chimes, * 
And the grey friars were chanting at llicir primes, 

When winds, ns of a rushing hurricane, 

Shook the tall windows of the tower’d fane— 

Sounds, more than eartlily, with the storm arose, 

And a dire troop are pass’d to Andcs’.snows, 

Where mighty spirits in mysterious ring 
Their dread prophetic incantations sing, 

Hound Chilian’s cratcr-smokc, whose lurid light 
Streams high against the hollow cope of night. 

Thy genius, Andes, tow’ring o’er the rest, 

Bose vast, and thus a spectre-shade address’d. 

* Who comes so swift amid the storm! 

Ila! I know tliy bloodless form, 

I know thee, Angel, who thou art. 

By the hissing of thy dart I 

'Tis Death, the kiug! the rocks around, 

Hark! echo back the fearful sound— 

'T is Death, the king! away, away— 

The famish’d vulture scents its prey— 

Spectre, hence! wc cannot die— 

Thy with*ring weapons we defy; 

Dire and potent ns thou art!* 

Then spoke the phantom of th' uplifted dart,— 

« Spirits, who in darkness dwell, 

1 heard far off your secret spell! 

Enough, on yonder fatal shore, 

My fiends have drank your children's gore; 

Lo! 1 come, and doom to fate ' 

The murderers and the foe you hate! 

Of all who shook their liostilu spears. 

And mark’d their way through blood and tears 
(Now sleeping still on yonder plain) 

But one—one only shall remain, 

Erir thrice th morn shall shine again.* 

Then sung the mighty spirits. • Tliee,* they sing, 
u Hail to thee, Death! All hail, to Death the king.— 
The battle and the noise is o’er— 

The penguiu flaps her wings in gore. 

■ Victor of the Southern world, 

Whose crimson banners were unfurl’d 
O’er the silence of the waves,— 

O’er a land of bleeding slaves 1 
Stem soldier, where is now thy boast ? 

Thy iron steeds, thy mailed host? 

Hark! hark! they are his latest cries! , 

Spirits, hence!——he dies! he dies! ■ ' 

I 

I ' 1 (rail ihta poetics llceatia miy be psrdoned. 
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CANTO VI. 


ARGUMENT. 

The City of Conception—Cnstic—I.autaro—Wild Indian 
Maid—Zarincl—Missionary. 

The second moon liad now hc{;an to wane, 

Since bold Valdivia left the soiiihcrii plain— 

(loal of his labours, Penco’s port and bay, 

Far gleandn^ to tire summer sunset lay. 

The way-worn veteran, who had slowly pass'd 
'i hrou{>h tiackless woods, or o'er savannahs vast, 

Witli liope impatient, sees the city spires 
Gdd the horizon, like ascundinu lires. 

Now well-known sounds salute him, as more near 
The citadel and halUemcnts appear] 

The approacliing trumpets rin{j, .at intervals; 

The trumpet answers from the rampart walls, 

Where many a ni.iidon casts an anxious eye, 

Some lon([-losl ohjeet of her love to 'spy. 

Or watches, us the evening li(jht Illumes 
Tlic points of lances, or the passing* plumes. 

The (^raiint; druw-bridjje and the poit.il-arch 
Now cclio to the lone hallahun's lU.ircii; 

Whilst every eye some friend rcinembur’d (greets, 

Amid the (jazin;; crowd th.it thron^js the strecLs. 

Ashendin[; o'er his mule, amid the (lironjj. 

Pensive and p:i1c, Anselino rode .ilnnQ,— 

How sacred, 'mid the noise of arms, appear’d 
His venerable mien and snowy beard! 

Whilst every heart a silent pr.iy'r bestow'd, 

Slow to the convent’s massy (;ale he rode— 

Around, the brothers, (fraiulatini', stand, 

And ask for tidings of the Southcru land. 

As from the turret tolls the vesper-bell, 

He seeks, a weary man, his evening cell. 

No sounds of social cheer, no beds of state, 

Nor gorgeous canopies his cominjj w.iit, 

Out o’er a little bread, with folded hands, 

Thankint; the God that {^ave, awhile he stands; 

Then, while all thoughts of earthly sorrow cease, 

Upon his palldt lays him down in peace. 

The scene how different, where the Castle-hall 
Kings to the loud triumphant festival: 

A hundred torches blaze, and flame aloof,— 

Long quiv’ring shadows streak the vaulted roof,— 
Whilst, seen far off, the illumined windows throw 
A splendor on the shore and seas below. 

Amid his captains, in imperial state, 

Jlencafli a crimson canopy, elate, 

Valdivia sits—while, striking loud the strings, 

The wandering minstrel of Vaicnlia sings. 

• For Chili conquer'd, fill the bowl again! 

For Chili conquered, raise tlic heroic strain!» 

*■ Hard,* cried Valdivia, « sleep is on Uiy lid I 
, W^ake, minstrel!—sing the war-song of the Cid!»‘ 

* Omiited ia the Poem, u too maeli inpodiog tbe narrative. 


Lautaro left the hall of jubilee 
IJnmark’d, and wander’d by the moon-light sea; 

He heard far off, in dissonant acclaim, 

Tlie song, the shout, and his loved country’s name. 

As swell’d at times tlie tiump’s insulting sound 
He raised his eyes impatient from the ground •' 

Then smote his breast indignantly, and rued, 
u Chili! my country; would that I had died 
Ou the sad night of that eventful day 
Wlien on the ground my murder’d father lay> 

1 should not tlicn, dejected aud alone, 

Have thought I heard his injured spirit groan. 

H.i! was it not his form—his face—his hair? 

Hold, soldier! Stern, inhuman soldier, spare! 

Ha! is it not his Mood ? * Avenge,’ he erics, 

’ Avenge, my son, these wounds V He faints—lie dies, 
f.eavc me, dread shadow! can T then forget 
Aly father’s look—his voice? he beckons yet! 

Now on that glimmering rock ( see iiim sUnd: 

* Avenge!' he cries, and waves his dim-seen hand!» 

Thus mused the youth, distemper'd and forlorn. 

When, hark ! the sound as of a distant horn 
Swells o'er the surge: ho turn'd his look around, ■ 

And still, with many <t pause, he heard the sound : j 

It rame from ponder rocks; and, list’ what strain 
Breaks on the silence of the sleeping main ? 

u I heard the song of gladness: 

It seem’d but yesterd.iy, 
but it turn'd my thoughts to madness, 

So soon it died away! i 

I sound my sea-shell; but in vain I try 
To bring back that eiicbanling harmony! 

Hark! heard ye not the surges say, 

Oh! wretched maid, wliat canst tliou do? 

O'er the moon-gleaming ocean, I ’ll wander away. 

And paddle to Spain in my light canoe!* 

The youth drew near, by the strange accents led, 

Wliere in a cave, wild sea-weeds round her head. 

And lioMing a large sca-eonch in her hand. 

He saw, with wild’ring air, an Indian maiden stand. 

A tattered Panco < o’er her sliouliicrs hung; 

On either side, her long black locks were flung; 

And now by tlie moon’s glimmer, lie espies 
Her high cheek-bones, and bright, but hollow, eyes. 
Lautaro spoke: « Oh! say what cruel wrong 
Weighs on thy heart? maiden, what bodes thy song?i» 

She answered not, but blew her shell again; 

Then thus renew'd the desultory strain: 

« Yes, yes, we must forgctl the world is wide; 

My music now shall he the dashing tide:— 

In the calm of the deep 1 will frolic and swim— 

With the breath of the South, o’er the sea-blossom,* 
skim. 

> Now listen—If ever you meet with that youth. 

Oh! do not his falsehood reprove,— 

Nor say,—though, alas, you would say but the truth— 
His poor Olola died for love.n 

' lodUu doak. 

* The litea-bloBMiu,* nolothorle, kuowa toteenen by the name | 
of vPortiigDeiu man of wnr,» i« amooc tbe mo*t atriking auil | 
Iwautiful objecia in tbe celma of the Soulhero ocei'n. i 
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Liiitaro stretch’d his hand'—she said « adieu I* 

And o‘cr the (jlimmering rocks like lightning flew, 
lie follow'd, and still heard at distance swell 
The lessening echoes of that mournful shell. 

It ceased at once—and now he heard no more 
Than the sea’s murmur dying on the shore. 

« Olola \ —ha! his sister had that name! 

Oh, horrid fancies! shake not thus his frame.u 
All night he wander’d by the desert main, 

To catch the melancholy sounds again. 

Mo torches blaze in Pence’s castled hall 
That echoed to the midnight festival. 

Tlie way-MTorn soldiers, by their toils opprest. 

Had now retired to silence and to test. 

The minstrel only, who the song had sung 
Of the brave Cid, as o’er the strings he hung, 

Upon the instrument had fall’n asleep, 

Weary, and now was hush'd in sliimlicrs deep. 
Tracing the scenes long past, in busy dreams 
Again he wanders by his native streams; 

Or sits, his evening saraband to sing 
To the clear Minho’s gentle murmuring.— 

Cold o’er the freckled clouds the morning broke 
Aslant ere from his slumbers he awoke: 

Still as he sat, nor yet had left the place, 

' The first weak light fell on his pallid fare. 

He wakes—he gazes round—the dawning day 
Comes from the deep, in garb of cloudy grey. 

The woods with crow of early turkeys ring. 

The glancing birds beneath the castle sing. 

And the sole sun his rising orb displays, 

Radiant and redd’ning, through the scatter’d haze. 

I To recreate the languid sense awhile, 

When earth, and ocean, wore their sweetest smile, 

He wander'd to the beach : the early air 
Blew soft, and lifted, as it blew, his liair; 

Flush’d was his cheek; his faded eye, yet bright, 
Shone with a faint, but animated light, 

While the soft morning ray seem’d to bestow 
On his tired mind a transient kindred glow. 

Then the sad thought of young Olola rose, 

And the still glen beneath the mounuin snows, 
fe I will return,» he cried, « and whisper, Live! 

And say—(oh! can I say?) Forgive! Forgive!» 

As thus, with shadow stretching o'er the sand, 

He mused and wander'd on the winding strand, 

At d'lstance, toss'd upon the fuming tide, 

A dark and floating substance he espied, 

He stood, and where the eddying surges heat, 

An Indian corse was roll’d beneath his feet: 

The hollow wave retired with sullen sound— 

The focc of that sad corse whs to the ground; 

It seem'd a female, hy the slender form; 

' He touch'd the hand—it was no longer warm: 

He turn’d its face—oh! God, that eye, though dim, 
Seem'd with its deadly glare as fix’d on him. 

How sunk, his shuddering sense, how changed his hue, 
When poor Olola in that corse he knew! 

Lautaro, rushing from the rocks, advanced; 
lijs keen eye, like a startled eagle’s, glanced: 

'Tie she!—he knew her by a mark impress’d 
From earikit infancy beneath her breast. 


I • Oil, my poor sister! when all hopes were past 
Of meeting, do wc meet—thus meet—at lastTn 
Then full on Zarinel, as one amazed, 

With rising wmth and stern suspicion gazed 
(For Zarinel still knelt upon the sand, 

And to his forehead press'd the dead maid's hand). 

• Speak! whence art thou7» 

Pale Zarinel, his head 

Upraising, answered, 

■ Peace is with the dead! 

Him dost thou seek who injured thine and thee? 

Here—strike the fell assassin—I am he !> 

• Die Im he cxrlaim’d, and with convulsive start 
Instant had plunged the dagger io his heart, 

When tile meek father, witli his holy hook. 

And placid aspect, met his frenzied look,— 

lie trembled—struck his brow—and, turning round. 
Flung the iiplified d.iggcr to the ground. 

Then murmur’d—u Father, Hcav'n has heard tliv 
pray’r— 

But oh I the sister of my soul—lies there I 
The ChristLin’s God has triumph’d ! Father, heap 
Some earth upon her bones, whilst I go weep!» 

Anselmo with calm brow approach’d the place. 

And hasten'd with his staff his falt'ring pare : 
u Ho ! child of guilt and wretchedness,» he cried, 

« Speak I»—■ Holy father,» the sad youth replied, 

I H Gud bade the seas th' accusing victim roll 
Dead at my feet, to teach my shudd’ring soul 
Its guilt: Oil! father, holy father, pray 
That llcav'n may take the deep dire curse away.* 

• Oh! yct,» Anselmo cried, «live and repent, 

For not in vain was this dread warning sent— 

The deep reproaches of thy soul I spare. 

Go! seek Ileav'u’s peace by penitence and pray'r.* 

The youtli arose, yet trembling from the shock, 

And sever'd from the dead maid’s hair a lock— 

This to Ills heart with trembling liand lie press'd. 

And dried the salt-sea moisture on his breast. 

They laid her limbs within the sea-bcat grave. 

And pray’d ■ Il> r soul, 0 blessed Mary, save!* 

CANTO VII. 


ARGUMEKT. 

Midnight— Valdivia's Tent—Missionary—March to the 
Valley Arauca—First Sight of Assembled Indians. 

I 

Thr watchman on the tower bis bugle blew, 

And swelling to the mom (he streamers flew,— 

The rampart'^uns a dread alarum gave, 

Smoke roll'd, and thunder echo'd o'er the wave; 
When, starling from his couch, Valdivia cried, 

• What tidings?* ■ Of the tribesln a scout replied; 

• Even now, prepared tliy bulwarks to assail, 

Their gathering numbers darken all the vale!* 

Valdivia call'd to the attendant youth, 

• Philip,* he cried, « belike thy words have truth; 

The formidable host, by holy James, 

Blight well appal our priests and city dames! 


TUt: M188101NAUY. 


• Dost thou not fear?——Nay—dost thou not reply! 
Now by the rood, and ail tlic saints on 

I hold it sin—that thou shouldst lift tliy hand 
Against thy brothers in thy native land! 
hut, as thou saidht, those mighty enemies 
Me and my feclile legions would despise, 

Yes, by our holy Lady, thou shalt ride, 

Spectator of their prowess, by my side! 

(]ome life, come death, our battle shall display 
Its ensigns to the earliest beam of day! 

With louder summons ring the rampart-bell, 

And haste the shriving Father from his celt— 

A soldier’s heart rejoices in alarms: 

And let the trump at midnight sound to armsln 

And now, obedient to the chiefs commands. 

The grey-hair'd priest before the soldier stands:— 
t> Father,* Valdivia cried, « fierce are our foes,— 

The last event of war God only knows;— 

Let mass be sung.—Fatlier, this very nigiit 
{would attend tlie higli and iioly rite, 

Yet deem not that I doubt of victory. 

Or place defeat or death before mine eye, 

It blenches not! Kiit, whatsoe’er hefull. 

Good Fattier! 1 would part in peace with all. 

So, tell Lautiro—his ingenuous mind 
IVrhaps may grieve, if late I seem’d unkind:— 

Hear my heart speak—though far from virtue’s way 
Ambition's lure liatii led my steps astray, 

No wanton exercise of barbarous powV 
Harrows my shrinking conscience ut this Iiour. 

■ If hasty passions oft rny spirit fire, | 

They flash a moment, and the next expire; j 

Lautaro knows iu—Thcre is somewhat more— | 

I would not, here—here, on tliis disLint shore | 

(Should they, the Indian mullitudeii, prevail, I 

And this good sword and those lirm sinews fail) 

Amid ray deadly enemies he found, 

Unliostlcd,* unubsolved, upon the ground, 

A dying man,—thy look, thy rev’rcnd age, 

Miglit save my poor remains from harh'rnus rage; 

And thou mayest pay the last sad obsequies. 

O’er the iieap’d earth where a brave sold’cr lies.— 

So God he with thee!*- 

by the torches’ light, 

The slow procL'ssion moves: the sotemrr>nte 
Is chanted: through the aUlcs and arclies dim, 

At intervals, is heard the imploring liymn. 

Now all is still, that only you might hear— 

(The tall and slender tapers burning clear. 

Whose light Anscimo’s pallid brow illumes, 

Now glances on the mailed soldier's plumes) 

Hear, sounding far, only the iron tread, 

That echoed through the cloisters of the dead. 

Dark clouds are wand’ring o’er the hcdv n’s wide way; 
^Now from the camp, at times, a horse’s neigh 
Breaks on the ear; and on the rampart > height 
The centinc] proclaims the middle watch of night. 

( Sbakipeoro. 

* It msf )te DQCMiBry lo lay here, then whenever the Spaniard* 
,foanded a oily, after the tnaaedlate wall* of defence, their lir<t 
Mibject wai to Imlld a church, and to hava, with a* mneb ponp a* 

poAiible, the occleaiattlcal sorvice* performed. Hence the cathedrnU 
founded by them, in AmorJen, wero of tranaceudant beauty and 
magalfioenoe. 


By the dim taper's solitary ray, 

Tired, in his tent, the sovereign soldier lay. 

Meantime, as shadowy dreams arise, he roams 
'Mid bright pavilions and imperial domes, 

Where terraces, and battlements, ami towers, 

Glisten in air o'er rich romantic bowers. 

Sudden tlie visionary pomp is past,— 

The vacant court sounds to the moaning blast, 

A dismal vault appears,—where, with swoln eyes, 

As starting from their orl>8, a dead man lies: 

It Is Almagro’s corse !‘—roll nn, ye diums, 

Lo! where the great, the proud, Pizarro, comes! 

Her gold, her richest gems, let Fortune strew 
Before the mighty couqu’ror of Peru ! 

Ah! turn and see—a dagger in his hand— 

With scowling brow—see the assassin stand! 

Pizarro falls!*—he w'eltcrs in his gore! 

Lord of the western world, art thou no more! 

Valdivia, hark!—it was another groan! — 

Another shadow comes!—it is thy own!- 

All, hind not thus his arms!—give, give him breath!— 
Wipe from his bleeding brow those damps of death! 

Valdivia, sfiirting, woke:—he is alone: 

The taper in liis tent yet dimly shone: 
w Lautaro, haste!» he cried; • Lautaro, save 
Thy dying master!—Ah! is this the brave. 

The haughty victor?—Hush, the dream is past I 
The cdi ly trumpets ring the second blast! 

Arm, arm!—Even now, th’ impatient charger oeiglis!— 
Again, from tent to tent, the trumpet brays!* 

By torch'ljght, tlicn, Valdivia gave command, 

* Haste, let Del Oro take a chosen band, 

With watchful caution, on his fleetest steed, 

A troop observant on the heights to lead !w 

Now beautiful, beiieaili the heav’ii’s grey arch, 
Ap|)ear’d tlic main battalion's moving march; 

The banner of the cross was borne before, 

And next, with aspect sad, and tresses hoai, 

The Holy man went thoughtfully, and prest 
A crucifix, in silence, lo his brciist. 

Valdivia, ali in plated steel array 'd, 

Upon whose crest the morn's effulgence playd. 

Majestic rein'd his steed, and seem'd alone 
Worthy the southern world’s imperial throne. 

His features through the barred casque that glow, 

Ilis pole>axc, pendant from the saddle-bow; 

His steely armour, and the glitter bright 
Of his drawn snbs’e, in the orient light, 

I Speak him not, now, for knightly tournameul 
i Array'll, but on emprise of prowess bent, 
j And deeds of deadly strife; in blooming pride, 

The attendant youth rode, pensive, by his side. 

Their pemion’d lances, waving in the wind, 

Two hundred clanking horsemen tramp’d behind. 

In iron harness clad—the bugles blew. 

And high in air the sanguine enrigns Hew. 

The arbalasters next with cross-bows slung. 

March’d, whilst the plumed Moors their cymbals swung. 
Auxiliar Indians here, a various train. 

I With spears aud bows, darken’d tlic distant plain. 

I Almsgro, viho flrtt p«oetnitod into Chili, wn» tftomavJ* 
atr&Doled. 

> Pimro wn* aauuinited. 
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Drums roll’d, and fifes re-echoed shrill and clear, 

At intervals, as near and yet more near, 

While flags and intermingled halberts shine, 

The long battalion drew its passing line. 

Last roll’d the heavy guns, a sable tier, 

By Indiana drawn, with match-men in the rear; 

And many a straggling mule and .sumpter train 
Closed the embattled order on the plain,— 

Till nought beneath the azure sky appears 

but the projecting points of scarce-discover’d spears. 

Slow up the hill, with floating vapours hoar, 

Or by the blue lake's long-retiring shore, 

Mow seen distinct, through the disparting haze, 

The glitt'ring file its hanner’d length displays; 

Mow winding from the woods, again appears 
The moving line of match-locks and of spears, 

Part seen, part lost: The long illustrious march 
Circling the swamp, now draws its various .irch; 

And seems, as on it moves, meamleriDg slow, 

A radiant segment of a living bow. 

Five days the Spaniards, t' oopiiig in array, 

O’er plains, and headlands, hehl their eastern way. 

On the sixth early dawn, with shuddering awe, 

And horror, in the l.ist defile they saw, 

Ten pendent hc.'ids, from wliich the gore still run, 

All gash'd and grim, and blaokcnitig in the snn: 

These were the gallant troop that pass'd before, 

The Indians’ vast encampment to explore,— 

I^d by Del Oro, now with many a wound 
Pierced, and a headless trunk upon the ground. 

The horses startled, as they tramp’d in blood; 

The troops a moment half-recoiling stood. 

But hoots not now to pause, or to retire; 

Valdivia’s eye flash'd with indignant fire* 

• Onward' brave comrades, to the PavsU he cried— 

■ Onwardla the impatient cuirassiers replied. 

And now, up to tlic hill’s ascending crest. 

With animated look and heating hrc.isi, 

lie urged liis steed—when, wide bcncatli his eye, 

He saw, in long expanse, Arauco’s valley lie. 

Far as tlic labouring sight rniild stretch its glance, 
One undulating mass of club and lance,— 

One animated surface seem'd to fill 
The many-stirring scene, from hill to hill; 

To the deep mass he pointed with iiis sword, 

■ Banner, advancula Give out • Castile!* the word. 

InstLRt the files advance—the trumpets bray. 

And now the host, in terrible array, 
hanged on the heights that overlook the plain. 

Has halted;— 

But the task were long and vain 
To say what nations, from the seas that roar 
hound Patagonia's melancholy shore; 

From forests, brown with everlasting shades; 

From rocks of sunshine, white with prone cascades; 
From i^wy summits where the llama roams. 

Oft bending o'er the cataract os it foams; 

Frtnn streams, whose bridges‘ tremble from the steep; 

I Bade hsnstes SriJss*, cooitrocled by ihs oatives. 


From lakes, in summer's sweetest light asleep; 

Indians, of sullen brow and giant limb, 

With clubs terfilic, and with aspects grim, 

Flock’d fearless.— 

When thc'y saw the Spanish line 
Arranged, and front to front, descending shine, 

Burst—instant hurst, the universal cry— 

(Ten thousand spears uplifted to the sky) 
u Tyrants, we cninc to conquer or to die!* 

Grim Mariantii led tlic Indian force 
A-U'ft; .and, rushing to the foremost horse, 

Ifiirl'd with unerring aim tli' involving thong,— 

Then fearless sprung amidst the mailed throng. 

Valdivia saw the horse, entangled, reel,— 

And shouting, ns he rode, « t^astilc! Castile!* 

Led on the charge :—like a descending flood, 

It swept, till every spur was black with blood, 
llis force a-right, where Klieura led, 

A thousand spcais went hissing over-head, 

And feather’d arrows, of each varying hue. 

In glancing arch, beneath the sunbeams flew. 

Dire was the strife, when ardent Tciicapol 
I Advancing, in the front of carnage, fell. 

At once, Ongolmn, V'lictira, rush'd, 

And swaying their huge clubs togetbor, crush'd 
Horseman and horse; then bathed their hands in gore, 
And limb from limb the panting carcass tore. 
Canpolican, where the main battle bleeds, 

Hosts, and succeeding liosts, undaunted leads, 

Till, torn and slmtler'd by the ccawlcss fire. 

Thousands, with gnashing teeth, and clenched spears, 
expire. 

Pierced by a hundred wounds, Ongolmo lies, 

And grasps his club terrific as he die's. 

With breathless expectation, on the height, 

Lniitaro watch’d the long and dubious fight: 

Pale and resign'd the meek man stood, and ]>rcss'd 
More close the holy im.igu to his breast. 

Mow ne.irer to the fight Laitlaro drew, 

When on the ground a W.irrior met his view, 

Upon vvliuse fcuiurcs ^Iciiiory sivin'd to trace 
A faint rescmhlance of his f.ilher’s face; 

O'er him a horseman, with collected might, 

Baised his uplifted sw'ord, in act to smite. 

When the Youth springing on, without a word, 
Snatch’d from a soldier’s wuaiied grasp the sword, 

And smote the horseman tliioiigh the crest: a yell 
Of triumph hm-st, as to the ground he fell. 

—fiaiit.iro shouted, «< On! brave brothers, on! 

Scalier them, like the snow I—the day is won! 

Lo, i! Lautaro,—Attacapac’s sou!» 

The Indians turn: again the battle hleeda— 

Cleft are the helms, and crush’d the struggling steeds. 
The bugle sounds, and faint with toil and heat, 

Some straggling horsemen to the hills retreat— 

• Stand, brave companions'.* hold Valdivia cried, 

And shook his sword, in recent carnage died. 

• Oh! droop not—droop not yet—all is not o’er— 
Brave, faithful friends, one glorious sally more— 
Where is Lautaro I le.aps his willing sword 

Mow to avenge his long-indulgent Lord?* 
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He waituil not for answer, but again 
Spurt’d to the centre of the horrid plain,— 

Clubs, arrows, spcirs, the spot of death inclose, 

And fuiitcr now the Spanish shouts arose. 

’Mid ghastly heaps of many a bleeding corse, 

IJes the caparison'd and dying horse. 

While still the rusliing multitudes .'issail, 

Vain is the fiery tube, the twisted mail! 

The Spanish hurseincn faint: long yells resound, 

As the dragg’d ensign trails the gory ground; 

b Shout, for tlie Chief is seized!*—a thousand cries 
Burst rorth-~ii Valdivia! for the sacrifice!» 

And lo, in silent dignity resigu’d. 

The meek Ansolmo, led in bonds, behind! 

Ilis hand upon liis breast, young Z.irinei 
Amidst a group of mangled Indians fell: 

The spear, that to liis heart a }>aHs<ige found, 

Left poor Olola s hair within lliu wound. 

Now all is hush’d—save wlicre, at times, alone 
Deep midnight listens to a distant moan, 

Save where the Condors clamour, overhead, 

And strike with sounding heaks the helmets of the dead. 


CANTO VIII. 

AltCUMKST. 

Indian Festival for Yiclorv—Old Warrior brought in 
wounded—Recognises his long-lost Son, and dies— 
Oiseovery—Conclusion with tlieOldWarrior’s—Fune¬ 
ral, and IVophctic Oration by the lUissionary. 

The mom returns, and reddning seems to shed 
One ray of gloiy on the Patriot-desid! 

Iloiind the dark stone, the Victor-chiefs hohnhl I 
Still oil their lorks the gouts of gore hang cold! 

Theie stands the brave (ianpolienn, the pride 
Of Cliili, young l..iutaro hy his side! 

Near the grim circle, pen<laiit from the wood, 

Twelve hundred Spanish heads are dropping blood. 
Shrill sound the pipes of death : in festive dame, 

The Indian maids with myrtle boughs advance; 

The tinkling sea-shells on their ancles ring, 

As, hailing thus the viclor-youtli, they sing:— 

SOKG OF INDIAN MAIDS. 

« Oh,shout for Laiitaro, the young and tlie brave! 
The arm of whose strength was uplifletl to save, 

When the steeds of the strangers came riishing amain, 
And the ghosts of our fathers look'd down on tlic slain! 

«*1’ was eve, and the noise of the battle was o'er, 
Five thouSiind brave warriors were cold in llieir gore; 
When, in front, young Lautaro invincible stood, 

And the horses and iron-men roll'd in their blood! 

M As the snows of the mountain are swept by the blast. 
The earthquake of death o'er the white men has pass'd; 
Shout, Chili, in triumph! the battle is won, 

And we dunce round tlic heads that are black in the sun!» 


Lautaro, as if wrapt in thought profound, 

Oft turn’d an anxioub look inquiring round. 

—• lie is not here!—Say, dous my father live?» 

Ere eager voices could an answer give, 

With fullering footsteps and declining head, 

And slowly by an aged Indian Ini, 

W^ouiicled and weak tlic Mouniain-rhicf appears: 

M Live, live!» Lautaro cried, with bursting tears, 

And fell upon his neuk, and kissing press'd, 

With folding arms, his grey hairs to his breast, 
u Oh, live! 1 am thy son—thy long-lnst child!*— 

The Warrior raised his took, and faintly smiled— 
uCliili, my Country, is avenged'» he cried: 

■ My son !*—then sunk upon a shield—and died. 

Lautaro knelt beside him, as he how'il, 

And kiss’d his bleeding breast, and wept aloud. 

The soiinils of sadness tlirough the circle r.in. 

When thus, with lifted axe, Canpolicau,— 

* What, for oiir fathers, brothers, chililien, slain, 
Canst thou n'pay, ruthless, inhuman Spain?— 
lloi'c, on the scene with recent siaiigliter red, 

To soothe the Spirits of the Brave who bled, 

Biiisc we, to-day, the war-fciist of the dead. 

Biing forth the chief in bonds !—Fathers, to-day, 
Devote we to our gods the noblest prey.* 

Lautaro turn’d bis eyes, and, gazing round, 

BebeM V^ildivia, and Ansclmo, bound! 

One stood in arms, as with .a stern despair. 

Ills helmet deft in twain, bis temples bare,— 

Wh<‘re stieaks of blond, that ilropt upon bis mail, 
Served but to show liis face more deadly pule: 
IlLseye-biows, dark and resolute, he bent, 

And stood, composed,^ to wait the dire event. 

Still on the cross Ids looks Anselmo cast. 

As if all ibnngbt of this vain woi Id was p.nss’d,— 

And in a woild of light, without a sbule, 

I'Acn now bi^ meek anil guileless spirit stray'd. 

^\ lu re stood the Sp.iiiish chief, .i inull'ring sound 
Hose, and each cliil) vv.»s lifted from the ground; 
When, slat ling fi oin Ins f.itlier’s corse, Ids sword 
Waving hefoie his oiii’c-triiiiiipli.iiit liord, 
f.autaio cried, « My breast sli.ili meet the blow: 

But save—save him, to whom my life I owc!>» 

Valdivia mark’d him with unmoved eye. 

Thou look’d upon his bonds, nor deign’d reply ; 

When M.iriaiilii,—stealing with slow pace, 

And lifting hig': his iron-ja|fged riiaee,— 

Smote Idin to earth—a thous.ind voices ruse, 

Mingled with shouts and yells, * So fall our foes!* 

lauttaro gave to tears a moment’s space. 

As black in death he mark’d Valdivia's face, 

Then cried—u Chiefs, Friends, and thou, Caupoliean, 
Oh, spare this innocent and holy man! 
lie never Mil’d, rapacious, o'er the deep. 

The gold of blood-polluted lands to he ip. 
lie never gave the armed hosts his aid,— 

But meekly to the mighty Spirit pray'd. 

That in all lauds tlie sounds of woe might cease, 

Aud brothers of the wide world dwell in peace!» 

The Victor-youth saw generous sympathy 
Already steal lo every warrior's eye; 
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Then thus a 0 ain : « Oh, if this filial Uar 
Bear witness my own father was most dear!— 

IF this uplifted arm, this bleedin{; steel 
Speak, for ray country what 1 felt, and feel: 

If, at this hour, 1 meet her high applause, 

While my heart heats still ardent in her cause;— 

Hear, and foi^ive these tears that grateful flow, 

Oh I hear, how much to this poor man I owe. 

« 1 was a child—when to my sire’s abode, 

In Chilian’s Talc, the armed horsemen rodi; 

Me, whilst my hitlicr cold and briMlhless lay, 

Far off the crested soldiers horo away, 

And for a captive sold. No friend was near, 

, To mark a young and orphan strangers tear 
This humble man, with kind parental care, 

Snatch'd me from slav'ry—saved from dark despair; 
And as my years increased, proiec(e<l, fed, 

And breathed a father’s hlessings on my head. 

A Spanish maid was with him need I speak ? 

Behold, affection’s tear still wets niy cheek! 

Years, as tliey pass’d, iiialiired in rip’niiig grace 
Her form unfolding, and her heaiiteous/ace. 

She heard my orphan tale; she loved to hear, 

And someliincs for my fortunes dropp'd u tear. 

• Valdivia saw me, now in blooming age, 

And claim'd me from the Father as his page; 

'I he (Jiief too cherish'd me,—yea, saved my life, 

\>'hen in Peru arose the civil strife. 

Yet still remembering lier I loved so well, 

Oft 1 return'd to the grey Father’s cell: 
fils voice instructed me; recall'd my youlli 
From rude idolatry to licav'nly triilli: 

Of this hereafter—He my darkling mind 
(Clear’d, and from low and sensual thoughts refined. 
Then first, with feelings new impress’d, I strove 
To hide the tear of tenderness and love: 

Amid the fairest maidens of Peru, 

My eyes, my heart, one only object knew: 

1 lived that object's love and faith to share;— 
lie saw, and bicss’d us with a father’s pray’r. 

« tfere, at Valdivia's last and stem command, 

I came—a stranger in my native land! 

Anselmo (so him call—now most in need— 

And standing here in bonds, for whom I plead ) 

Came, by our Chief so summon'd, and for aid 
To the Great Spirit of the Christians pray'd: 

Here as a son 1 loved him, but I left 
A wife, a child, of my fond cares bereft. 

Never to see again—for death awaits 
My entiancc now in Lima’s jealous gates. 

« Gaupoliean, didst thou thy father love? 

Did hU last dying look affection move?— 

Pity this aged man; unbend tliy brow: 

He was my father—is my father, now !> 

Conseotiog Mercy marks each warrior’s mien.— 
But who is this?—wliat pallid form is seen?— 

As crtiah’d already by the fatal blow,— 

Bound, and with looks while as a wreath of snow,— 
Her hands upon her breast,—scarce drawn her breath, 
A Spanish riomao knelt, expecting death; 


Whilst, borne by a dark warrior at her side, | 

An infant shrunk from the red plumes, and cried.— 
f.autaro started- 

i> Injured maid of Spain! 

Mu!—mo!-Oh, take me to thine arms again 1. 

She heard his voice.— with rushing thoughts oppress’d, 
And one faint wgh, she sunk upon his breast. 

CaupoUcan, with warm emotion, cried, 

« Live! live! Lautaro and his beauteous bride! 

Live,aged father!—and forthwiili commands 
A warrior to unbind Anselmo s hands. 

She raised her head ; his eyes first met her view— 

(As round Lautaro's neck her arms she threw) 

I. Ah no!» she feebly spoke; «t it is not true 1— 

It is some form of the distemper’d brain!» 

Then hid het face upon his breast again. 

Dark flashing eyes, terrific glared around; 

Here, his brains scatter’d by tbc deadly wound, 

The Spanish chief lay, on the gory ground. 

With low'ring brows, and mace yet dropping blood, 

And cloUcd bair, there Mariantn stood. 

Anselmo mournful, yet in sorrow mild, 

Stood opposite;—« A blessing on your child,» 

The woman said, as slow revived her waking sense, 

And then with looks aghast, « Ob bear ns hence!— 

Now all the assembled chick, assenting, cried, 

« Live, live! Lautaro and his beauteous bride !• 

With eager arms, Lautaro snatch d his hoy, 

And kiss’ll him in an agony of joy; 

Then to Anselmo gave, who strove to speak, 
xViid felt the tear first burning on his cheek ; 

The infant held his neck with strict embrace, 

And kiss’d his pale emaciated face. 

From the dread scene, wet with Valdivia's gore, 

His wan and trembling charge Lautaro bore. 

Ibero was a bank, where slept the summer-light, 

A small stream whispering went in maws bright,— 

And stealing from the sea, the western wind 
Waved the magnolias on the slope inclined : 

The wood-pecker, in gllll’ring plumage green, 

And echoing bili, beneath the bows was seen; 

And, arch’d with gay and peudant tlow'rs above, 

The floripondio' its rich trellis wove. 

Lautaro bent with looks of love and joy 
O’er his yet trembling wife and beauteous boy : 

mOIi, by what miracle, Beloved! say, 

Hast thou escaped tlic perils of the way 
From Lima, where our peaceful dwelling stood, 

To these terrific shores, this vale of blood?* 

Waked by his voice, os from the sleep of death, 

Faint she replied, with slow-recovering breath, 

« Who shall express, when thou, best friend! wertogone, 
How sunk my heart!—deserted and alone? 

* Would I were with thee 1* oft I sat and sigh d, 

When the pale moon shone on the silent tide— 

At length resolved, I sought thee o’er the seas: 

Iho brave bark cheerly went before the breexe, 


( ' Onaoftha moat bcautl/ul of tba baaiitiftil cliaibloff planta of 

I South Amatlca. 
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That arms and soldiers to Valdivia bore, 

From Lima hound to ChiJi s southern shore: 

I seized the fair occasion—Ocean smiled, 

As to tlie sire I bore his lisping cltild. 

The storm arose: with loud and sudden shock, 

Tlic vessel sunk, dispartinf; on a rock. 

Some mariners, amidst the billows wild. 

Scarce saved, in one small boat, me and my child: 
What 1 h.ave borne, a captive since that day— 
(Forgive these tears)—I scarce have heart to say! 
None pitie<l, save one (jentlc Indian maid— 

A wild maid,—of her looks 1 was afraid— 

Her lonj black liair upon her shoulders fell, 

And in her hand she bore a wreathed shell.n— 

Lautaro for a moment turn’d aside. 

And,« Oh I my sister I» with faint voice he cried. 

0 Already free from sorrow and .alnmis, 

I clasp’d in thouf^ht a husband in my arms, 

AVhen a dark warrior, station’d on the height. 

Who held his solitary w:i(ch hy night, 
before me stood, and lifting high his lancc, 
Exclaim’d, * No further, on thy life, advance!* 

Faint, wearied, sinking to the earth with dread, 
Back to the dismal cave my steps ho led. 

Duly nt eve, within the craggy cleft, 

Some water, and a cake of maize, were left: 

The thirteenth sun unseen went down the sky: 
When morning c.irnc, they brought me forth to die- 
But hush'd be every sigh, each boding fear, 

Since all I sought on earth, and all I love is here!» 

Her infant raised liis hands, with glist’ning eye, 

To reach a large and radiant hiitter/ly. 

That flutter’d near his face; with looks of love. 

And truth and tenderness, l.anlaro strove 
To calm her wounded heart; the holy sire, 

Ilis eyes faint-lighted with a transiont fire, 

Hung o'er them, and to llcav'u his prayer addrest, 
While, with uplifted hands, he wept and blest. 

An aged Indian came, with feathers crown’d, 

And knelt before Lautaro on the ground. 

• What tidings, Indian?*- 

INDUfr. 

i ■ When 1 led thy sire, 

Whom late thou saw'st upon his shield expire, 

Son of our ulmen, didst thou mark no trace. 

In these sad looks, of a remember’d face ? 

Dost thou remember Izdabel ? Look, here I — 

It is thy father’s hatchet and his spear.n 

■ Friend of my infant days, how I rejoice,* 
Lautaro cried, u once more to hear that voice 1 
Life like a dream, since last we met, has fled— 

Oh! my beloved sister, thou art dead I ■ 

t 

IMDrAlfs 

«I come to guide thee, through untrodden ways, 
To the lone valley, where Uiy Father’s days 
Were pass’d; where every cave, and every tree, 

• From mom to morn, remember'd him of thee!* 

Lautaro cried, u Here, foithful Indian, stay; 

I have a last sad duty yet to pay, 


A little while we pan :-Thou here remain.* 

He spake, and pass’d like lightning o’er the plain. 

« Ah, cease, Castili.in maid!—thy vain alarms! 

Sec where he comes—his father in his arms!* 

« Now lcad,»'he cried.—The Indian, sad and still, 
Paced on from wood to vale, from vale to hill • 

Her infant tired, and hush'd awhile to rest. 

Smiled, in a dream, upon its mother’s breast; 

The pensive mother grey Anscimo led: 

Beliind, Lautaro bore his Father dead. 

Beneath the branching palms they slept nt night; ^ 

The small birds waked them ere the morning light. 
Before their path, in distant view, appear’d 
The mountain-smoke, that its dark column rear’d 
O'er Andes’ summits, in the pale blue sky, 

Lifting their icy pinnacles so high. 

Four days they onward held theirexstern way: 

On the fifth rising morn before them lay 
Chilian’s lone glen, amid whose windings green 
The Warrior’s loved and last abode was seen. 

' No smoke went up,—stillness was nil around, 

S.IVC where the waters fell with soothing sound, 

S,ivc where the Theiica sung so loud and clear, 

And the bright humming-hinl was spinning near. 

Yet here all human tumults seem’d to cease, 

I And sunshine rested on the spot of peace; 

The myrtles bloom’d as fragidtit and us green 
As if Lautaro scarce had left the scene,— 

And in his eiir the falling water's spray 
Seem’d swelling with the sounds of yesterday.— 

«< Where yonder rock the aged cedars shade. 

There shall my father's bones in peace be laid.* 

Beneath the cedar’s shade they dug the ground, 

The small and sud communion gather’d round. 

Beside the grave stood uged Izdabel, 

And broke the spear, and cried, u Farewell!—fare¬ 
well !—» 

Lautaro hid his face, and sigh’d u Adieu!» 

As the .stone hatchet in the grave he threw. 

The little child, that to its mother clung. 

With sidelong looks, that on her garment hung, 
List’ned, half-shrinking, as with awe profound. 

And dropt ils flow’rs, unconscious, on the ground. 

The Alpaca, now grown old, and almost wild, 

Which poor Oloia cherish’d, when a child, 

Came from the mount.iins, and with camewt gaze, 
Seem’d as remcuih’ring those departed days, 

When liis tall neck he bent, with aspect bland. 

And lick’d in silence, tlie caressing hand! 

And now Anselmo, his pale brow inclined, 

The Warriors relics, dust to dust, consign'd 
With Christian rites, and sung, on bending knee, 

M Eternam pacem dona^ Doniine.» 

1hcn rising up, he closed the holy hook; 

And lifting in the beam his lighted look 

(The cross, with meekness, folded on his breast),— 

« Here, too,n he cried,« my'bones in peace shall rest! 
Few years remain to me, and never more 
Shall 1 behold, oh Spain! lliy distant shore I 
Here lay my bones, that the same tree may wave 
O'er the poor Christian's and the Indian’s grave. 
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Then may it—(when the sons of future days 
Shall hear our talc, and on the hillock gnxe). 

Then may it teach, that charity should hind, 

Where’er they roam, the brothers of mankind! 

The time shall come, when wildcat tribes shall hoar 
Thy voice, 0 Christ! and drop the slaii{;ht*rin(! spear. 

« Yet, we condemn not him who bravely stood 
To seal his country’s freedom with liis blood; 

And if, in after-times, a ruthless hand 
Of fell invaders sweep my native land,— 

May she, by Chili’s stern example led, 

Hurl back his thunder on the assailant’s bend ; 
Sustain'd by Freedom, strike tli' avenninj; blow. 

And learn one virtue from her ancient foe !• 


FPIhOlHJE. 

These notes I sung when strove indignant Spain 
To rend the ahhorrd invader's iron chain! 

With heating heart, we listen'd from afar 
To each faint rumour of the various war, 

\ow trembled, lest her f.iintiiig sons should yield: 

\ow follow'd thee to the ens.ttigtiincd held: 

Thee, most heroic Wellington, and ciied, 

\\hcn Salamanca's plain in shouts replied, 

« All is not lost! The scatter’d eagles fly— 

All is not lost! England and ViLtoiy!* 

Hark! the noise hurtles in the fro/ei) north! 

France pouis again her banner'd legions forth, 

With trump, and plumed horsemen! Whence that ci*y' 
ho! ancient Moscow flaming to the sky! 

Imperial fugitive! back to the gates 
Of Paris! while Despair the tale relates, 

Of dire discomfiture, and shame, and flight. 

And the dead, bleaching on the snows of night. 

Shout! for the heart ennobling transport fills! 
Conquest’s red banner floats along the hills 
That ginl the guilty city! Shout amain,— 

For Europe,—England,—for deliver'd Spain! 

Shout, for a world avenged! 

The toil is o’er,— 

Enough wide earth hatli reek'd with human goic— 

At Waterloo, amidst the countless dead, 

The war-fiend gave his last loud shriek, and fled. 

Thou stood'st in front, my Country! on that day 
Of liorrors. Thou more awful didst display 
Thy long-tried vaUmr, when from rank to rank 
Dealli hurrying strode, and that vast army shrank. 
Soldiers of England, the dread day is won! 

Soldiers of England, on, brave Comrades, on! 

Pursue them ! Yes, ye did pursue, till night 
Hid the foul rout of their disastrous flight. 

Halt on this hill—your w’ssted strength repair— 
And close your labours, to the well-known air. 

Which even your children sing, « Oh Lord, arise!* 
PcaU tbe long line, • Scatter his enemies!» 

Back to the scenes of home, the evening fire, 

Or liay>dcy saashine, on the village spire, 


TTic blissful thought by that loved air is led. 

Here heard amidst the dying and the dead. < 

T was when Affliction with cold shadow hung 
On half (lie wasted world, these notes I sung. 

Thus pass’d the storm, and o’er a night of woes 
More beautiful tlic morn of Freedom rose— 

Xow with a sigli, 1 close, alas, the strain, 

And mourn iliy fate, abused, insuliod Spain! 

When, for stern Valour, b.iring bis bold breast, 

I see wan bigotry, in monkish vest, * 

Point, .scowling, to the dungeon’s gloom, and wave 
Tlic swoid insiillitig o’er the fallen brave, 

(The sword nf him who foreign hale withstood, 

Whose point yet drops with the Invader’s blood). 

Then, wheic yon dark liibiinal ^ shames the day, 

Hurl it with curses and with scorn away! 

Till ti from the thought, and if one generous hc.irt 
In tlic'tc iiclilioiis scenes has home a part, 

For the poor Indian in remotest lands. 

The sable slave, that lifts his Idcedliig hands, 

For wretchedness, and ignorance, and need, 

Oh! let the aged inissiouary plead ! 

The tale is told—a tale of days of yore,— 

The Soldier—the grey Father—arc no more; 

And the brief shades, ih it pleased awhile the eye, 

Arc faded, like the landscapes of the sky. 

Yet may the moral still rc'inain Impress'd 
To warm the patriot, or ilii' pious breast. 

Where'er Agj'ri'ssion matches, may the brave 
lliisli unapp.ill’d their Fathei’s land to save! 

Where sounils of glad salvation are gone out 
lintn all lands as with an angel’s shout, 

May holy zeal Us encigics employ! 

Hocks of iSaldanna, break forth into joy! 

Isles, o’er the w.iste of desert ocean strown, 

Hivers, that sweep through shades and sands unknown, 
Mount.ilns of inmost Afric, where no lay 
Hath ever pierced, from Reth'lcm's star of day, 

Savages, fierce with clubs, and shaggv bair. 

Who woods >nd tliiekcls with the lion share, 
llni k! the glail echoes of the cliffs repeat 
« How heaufcoiis, in the desert, are the feet 
Of ihctii, who bear, o’er wastes and trarklcss sands. 
Tidings of mercy to remotest lands! • 

Patiently plodding, the Moravian mild 
Secs stcaliug culture creep along the wild, 

And twice ten thousand leagues o’er ocean’s roar, 

And far from friends whom he may see no more, 
(Constructs the warmer liut, or delves the sod ; 

Cheerful, as Still beneath the eye of (lod. 

Where mutt’ring spoil, or death, the ICaffre prowl'd, 

Or inooQ-light wolves, a gaunt assembly, howl’d, 

No sounds arc heard along the champaign wide, '• 

But one small chapel bell, at eventide, 

Whilst notes unwonted linger in the air, 

The songs of Sion, or the voice of pray’r! 

* Atlnding to a noit intoroiting fset la ibo hiitory of tbit eTOOlFul 
•Iritf'ijle, donril by tbe iiitionii air ofGo I live lh» King. 

* Ailadiof; lo the aojnit treatment of Uioao brave men wbo lived 
tbe lifp ind tbo throne of a bigoted and unQiuteful prince. 

* IbelnquiiltiOD. 
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And thou, the light of God’s eternal word 
Record, and Spirit of the living Lord, 

Hid and unknown from half the world,—at length, 
Rise like the sun, and go forth in thy strength! 
Already tow’ring o’er old Ganges’ stream, 

The dark pagoda brightens in thy l)eam: 

And the dim eagles, on the topmost height 
Of Jaggernaut, sliine as in morning light! 

Beyond the snows of savage Labrador 
The ray pervades pale Greenland’s wintrj' shore— 
The demon spell, that bound the slumb’ring sense, 
Dissolves before its holy iofluenre, 

As the grey rock bf ice, a shapeless heap, 

Thaws in the sunshine of the summer deep. 
Proceed, auspicious and eventful day! 

Banner of Christ, thy ampler folds display' 
last Atlas shout with Andes, and proclaim 
To earih, and sea, and skies, a Saviour’s name, 

Till Angel-voices in the sound shall blend, 

And one Hosannah from all worlds ascend I 


APPENDIX. 


The fbllowini; loof; wai Ori0iaally introdumd aa (he Mlnatrol'a aooff, 
ill Book VI; it waa tlioaQhL better to omit it, oa being too Inni;. 


SOKG OV THE CID. ' 

The Cid is sitting, in martial state, 

Within Valentia's wall; 

And chiefo of high renown attimd 
The knightly festival. 

Brave Alvar Fanes, and a troop 
Of gallant men, were there; 

And there came Donna Ximena, 

His wife and daughters fair. 

When the foot-page Itent on his kniv, 

What tidings brought he then! 

•c Morocco's king is on the seas, 

With fifty thousand men.» 

« Now God be praised !■ the Cid he cried, 

« Let every liold bo stored t 

Let fly the holy Gonfalon,* 

And give ' Saint James!’ the word.* 

And now, upon the turret high, 

Was heard the signal drum; 

And loud tlte watchman blew bis trump, 

And cried, u Xbey come! they come !* 

The Cid then raised his sword on high, 

And by God’s Mother swore. 

These walls, bard-gotten, he would keep, 

• Or bathe their base in gore. 

■ 

« My wife, my daughter, what! in tears ? 

Nay hang not thus your head: 

For you shall see how well we fight; 

. How soldiers earn their bread. 

' (tapirs with Soaihay'i Admirable traaaUtlon of the Cid. 

* Ranoer, cenaeerated by ihe Pope. 


• We will go out against the Moors, 

And crnsli them in your sight }■ 

And all the Christians shouted loud, 

• Blay God defend the right !m 

He took his wife and daughter’s hand, 

So resolute was he. 

And led thorn to the highest tower 
That overlooks the sen. 

They saw how vast a pagan power 
Came sailing o’er the brine; 

They saw, beneath (he morning light, 

The Muorisli crescents shine. 

These ladies then grew deadly pale, 

As heart-struck with dismay; 

And when they heard tlie tambours heat, 
Tliey turn’d their head away. 

The thronged streamers glitt’ring flew. 

The sun was shining bright, 
u Now cheer,It the valiant Cid he cried; 
u This is a glorious sight !• 

Whilst thus, with shuddering look .aghast, 
Thiisc fearful ladies stood, 

The Cid he raised his sword, and cried, 

« All this is for your good. 

« Ere fifteen days are gone and past, 

If God assist the right, 

Those tambours that now sound to scare. 
Shall sound for your dclight.n 

The Moors who press’d beneath the towers 
Now u Allali I Allah t* sung; 

Each Christian knight his broadsword drew, 
And loud the trumpets rung. 

« Then up,» the noble Cid bespoke, 

« Let each brave warrior go, 

And arm himself, in dusk of morn, 

Ere chanticleer sliall crow; 

«And in the lofty minster church 
On Santiago call,— 

That good BUlioppc llieronymo,* 

Shall (here absolve you all. 

« But let Its prudent counsel take. 

In this eventful hour : 

For yon proud Infidels, I ween, 

They arc a mighty power.* 

Then Alvar Fanez counsell'd well, 

H Wc will deceive the foe, 

And ambush with tliree hundred men, 

Ere the first cock does crow: 

N And when against the Moorish men 
The Cid leads up his powers,— 

We, rushing from the hollow glen, 

Will fall on them with ours.* 

' The common phrateolngy of ilie old metrimt hallnd. 

8 
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This counsel pleased the Ghieftam well: 
lie said, it should be so; 

And the good Bishop should sing mass, 

Ere the first cock did crow. 

The day is gone, the night is come; 

At cock-crow all appear, 

In Pedro’s church to shrive themselves, 

And holy mass to hear: 

On Santiago there they call’d, 

To hear them and to save; 

And that good Bishop, at the mass, 

Great absolution gave. 

« Fear not,i he cried, ■ when thousands bleed, 
W'lien horse on man shall roll! 

Whoever dies, 1 take his sins. 

And God shall save his soul. 

• A boon ! a boon !< the Bishop cried. 

■ 1 have Sling mass to-day; 

Let me be foremost in the fight. 

And lead the bloody fray.* 

Now Alvar Fanez and his men 
Ildd gain’d the thicket’s shade; 

And, with hush'd breath and anxious eye, 

Had there their ambush laid. 

Four thousand men, with trump, and shout. 
Forth issued from the gate; 

Where my brave Cld, in harness bright. 

On bavii^ca sate. 

They pass’d the ambush on the left. 

And march’d o’er dale and down, 

Till soon they saw the ftloorish camp 
Betwixt them and the town. 

Bly Cid then spurr’d his horse, and set 
The battle in array. 

The first beam on his standard shone 
Which Pero bore that day. 

When this the Moors astonied saw, 

« Allah! * began their cry: 

The tambours heat, the cymbals rung, 

As tliey would rend tlie sky. 

■ Banner, advance !■ my Cid cried then, 

And raised aloft his sword; 

The whole host answer’d with a shout, 

• Saint Mary, and our Loni !m 


That good Bishop, Hieronymo, 

Bravely his battle bore; 

And cried, as he spurr’d on his resolute steed, 
* Hurrah! for the Campeadoria 

The Moorish and the Christian host 
Mingle their dying cries, 

And many a horse along the plain 
^Yithout his rider Hies. 

Now Alvar Fanez, and his men. 

Who crouch’d in thickets low, 

Lcap'd up, and, with the lightning glance, 
Rush’d un the wavering foe. 

The Moors, who saw their pennons gay 
All waving in the wind, 

Flcrd in despair, for still they fear’d 
A greater host behind. 

The crescent sinks!—« Pursue! pursue! 

u Haste—spur along the plain ! 

Sec where they fall—see where they lie. 

Never to rise again.» 

Of fifty thousand, who at morn 
Came forth in armour bright, 

Scarce fifteen thousand souls were left, 

To tell the tale at night. 

My Cid then wiped his bloody brow, 

And thus was he.ird to say, 

• ^Yell, BavidtM, • h.ist Ihou sped. 

My noble horse! to>day.* 

If thousands then escaped the sword. 

Let none my Cid condemn; 

For tliey were swept into the sea, 

And the surge went over tliem. 

There’s many a m.-iid of Tetuan 
All day shall sit and weep. 

But never sec her lover’s sail 
Shiuc on the northern deep. 

There’s many a mother, with her babe, 

Shall pace the sounding shore, 

And think upon its father’s smile, 

Whom slie shall see no more. 

Rock, hoary Ocean ! mournfully. 

Upon thy billowy bed; 

For, dark and deep, thy surgos sweep 
O’er tliousands of the dead. 

* Bit fsTOarit* bon*. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


Tub subject of this poeiUt though taken from an early 
period of our history, is, as far as relates to the Grave of 
Harold, purely imaginary, as are all tlic characters, ex¬ 
cept those of the ^nqueror, and of Rdgar Atheling. 
History, I think, justifies me in representing William as 
acting constantly under strong religious impimions. 
A few circumstances in his life will clearly show this. 
When Harold was with him in Normandy, he took an 
oath of him on two altars, within which were concealed 
miraculous relics.* His banner was sent from Rome, 
consecrated by the Pope, for the especial purpose of the ' 
invasion of England. Without adverting to the night 
spent in prayer before the battle of Hastings, was not 
this impression more decidedly shown when he pitched 
his tent among the dead on that night, and vowed to 
build an abbey on the spot? The event of the battle 
was 80 much against all human probability^ that his 
undertaking it, at the place and time, can only he re¬ 
conciled by supposing he acted under some extraordi¬ 
nary impression. 

W'hen the battle was gained, he knew not on what 
course to determine: instead of marching to London, 
he retired towards Dover. When he was met by the 
Kentish men, with green boughs, the quaint historian 
says, « He was daunted.^ These and many other inci¬ 
dental circumstances may occur to the reader. 

In representing him, therefore, as under the control 
of superstitious impressions, 1 trust I have not trans-* 
gressed, at least, poetical veristmtViCude. An earthquake 
actually happened about the period at which the poem 
commences, followed hy storms and inundations. Of 
these focts I have availed myself. 

I fear the poem will be thought less interesting, from 
having nothing of Xove in it, except, in accordance 
with the received ideas of the gentleness of Alhcling’s 
character, I have made him not insenuble to one of my 
'imaginary females, and have therefore, to mark his 
character, made him advert to the pastoral scenes of 
Scotland, where he had been a resident. There is a 
^ similarity between my « Monk,* and The missionary,» 
^but their offices and the scenes are entirely different, 
and some degree of similarity was unavoidable in cha¬ 
racters of the tame description. 

' 8«e ibe picture In Stotlurd'a trevele. 


Filial affection, love of our country, bravery, stern¬ 
ness (inflexible, except under religious fears), the loftier 
feelings of a desolate female, under want and affliction, 
I with something of the wild propheiicu! cast; religious 
submission, and deep arquiesccnce in the will of God; 
these passions are brought into action, round one cen¬ 
tre, if 1 may use the word, «Tbe Gsavi or the last 
Saxon.* 

That Harold's sons landed with a large fleet from 
Denmark, were joined by an immense confederate army, 
in the third year of William’s reign, is a well-known 
historical fact. That York was taken by the confedc- 
r.ite army, and that all the Normans, except Sir William 
Mulct, and his family, were killed, is also matter of re¬ 
cord. (£ee Drake’s History of Tbrlr, and TuaNsa's 
History of England.) That afterwards (the blow against 
William foiling), the whole country, from the Humber 
to Tyne, from the east to the west, was depopulated by 
sword and famine, arc facts also found in all Imtorians. 

Some slight anachronisms may, I hope, ]>e pardoned; 
if anachronisms they are, such as the year in which the 
Tower was built, etc. 

The plan will be found, 1 trust, simple and coherent, 
the characters sufficiently marked and contrasted, and 
the whole conducive, however deheient in other re¬ 
spects, to the excitement of virtuous sympalliy, and sub¬ 
servient to that which alone can give dignity to poetry, 
the cause of moral and religious truth. 


THE GRAVE OF THE LAST SAXON. 


INTRODrCTORT CANTO. 

Subject—Grave and Children of Harold—Confederate 
Army of Danes, Scots, and English arrived in tlie 
Humber the third yearof theCoi^queror, and march¬ 
ing to York. 

M Know ye tbb land where die bright orange glows?* 
Oh! rather know ye not tab land, beloved 
Of Liberty, where your brave fathers bled 7 
Tbb land of the white cliffs, where ev'ry cot 
Whose smoke goes up in the clear morning sky. 

On the green hamlet’s edge, stands as secure 
As the proud Norman castle's banner'd keep? 

Oh I shall the poet paint a land of slaves 
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( Albeit, that the richest colours warm 
llis tablet, glowing from the master's hand). 

And TABS forget, Bis couMTSY^thee, his bomb? 

Fair Italy! thy hills and olive*groves, 

A lovelier light empurples—or when Mom 
Streams o’er the cloudless van of Apennine, 

Or more majestic Eve, on the wide scene, 

Of columns, temples, arcs, and aqueducts, 

Sits, like reposing Glory, and collects 
Her richest radiance at that parting hour; 

While distant domes, touch'd by her hand, shine out 
More solemnly, 'mid the grey monuments, 

That strew ih’ illustrious plain; yet say, can those, 

E'en when their pomp is proudest, and the sun 
Sinks o'er the ruins of Immortal Rome, 

A holy int’rest wake, intense as that, 

Which visits his full heart, who, sever’d long, 

And home I'cturiiing, sees once more the liglit 
Shine on the land where his forefathers sleep ; 

Secs its white cliffs at distance, and exclaims, 
a There 1 w*us born, and (here my bones shall rust I* 

Then, oli I ye bright pavilions of tlic East, 

Ye blue Italian skies, and summer-seas, 

By marble cliffs high-bounded, throwing far 
A grey illumination through the haze 
■tf orient morning; ye, Etruscan shades, 

Where Pan’s own pines o'er Valombrosa wave; 

Scenes, wlierc old Tiber, for the mighty dead 
As mourning, heavily rolls; or Anio 
Flings its white foam; or lucid Arno stesils 
On gently through the plains of Tuscany; 

Be ye th' impassion’d themes of other song. 

Nor mine, thou wond'rous Western World, to call 
The thunder of thy cataracts, or paint 
The mnimtains and the vast volcano-range 
Of Cordilleras, high above the stir 
Of human things, lifting to middle air 
Their snows in everlasting solitude. 

Upon whose nether crags the vulture, lord 
Of summits inaccessible, looks down, 

Unlieariog, when the thunder dies below! 

Nor, midst th' irriguous valleys of tlic South, 

Where Chili spreads her green lap to the sea, 

Now pause I to admire the bright blue bird, 

Brightest and least of all its kind, that spins 
Its twinkling (light, still humming o'er tlie flow'rs, 
Like a gem of flitting light! 

To these adieu! 

Yet ere thy melodics, my harp, are mute 
For ever, whilst the stealing day goes out 
With slow-declining pace, I would essay 
One patriot theme, one ancient British song: 

So might 1 fondly dream, when the cold turf 
Was heap'd above my head, and carping tongues 
Were ceased, some tones, Old England, thy green liills 
Might then remcmlrcr—^ 


Time has reft the shrine 
Where the lxst Saxor, canonized, lay, 


Aud every trace has vanish’d * like the light 
That from the high-areli’d eastern window fell, 

With broken sunshine, on his marble tomb— 

So have they pass'd; and silent are the choirs 
That to llis spirit sung eternal rest; 

And scatter'd are his bones who raised those walls, 
Where, from tlic field of blood slowly convey’d, 
llis mangled corse, with torch and orison. 

Before the altar, and in holy earth, 

Was laid! Yet oft 1 muse upon the theme, 

And now, whilst solemn the slow curfew tolls, 

Years and dim centuries seem to unfold 
Tlieir shroud, as at the summons; and 1 think 
Uow sad that sound on cv’ry English heart 
Smote, when along those dark’ning vales, where Lea* 
beneath the woods of Waltham winds, it broke 
First on the silence of the night, far heard 
Through the deep forest! Phantoms of the past, 

Yo gather round me! Voices of the dead. 

Ye come by fits! And now I hear, far off, 

Faint clecsons swell, while to the fane 
The long procession, and the pomp of death. 

Moves visible; and now one voice is heard 
Fiom a vast multitude, u Harold, farewell! 

Farewell, and rest in peace!* That sable car 
Bears the last Saxon to iiis grave, (the last 
From Ilengist, of the long illustrious hue 
That sway'd the Englisli sceptre!) llaik! a ery’ 

'T is from his mother, who, with frantic niieu, 

Follows the bier! with manly look composed, 

Godwin, his eldest-horn, and Adela, 

Her head declined, her hand upon her brow 
Beneath the veil, supported by bis arm, 

Sorrowing succeed: lo! pensive Edmuud tlicie, 

Leads Wolfe, the least and youngest, by the hand!— 
Brothel'S and sisters, silent and in tears. 

Follow their father to the dust, beneath 
NYliose eye they grew.—Last and alone, behold, 

Marcus,^ subduing the deep sigh, with brow 
Of sterner acquiescence—Slowly pace 
The sad remains of England's chivalry. 

The few whom Hastings* field of carnage spared. 

To follow their slain monarch's hearse this night, 

Whose coise is borne beneath th' escnlclieon'd pall, 

To rest in Waltham Abbey. So the train 
(Imagination thus embodying it) 

Moves onward to the Abbey’s western porch, 

Whose windows and retiring aisles reflect 
The long funereal lights. Twelve stoled monks, 

Each with a torch, and pacing, two and two, 

Along llie pillar’d nave, with crucifix 
Aloft, begin llie supplicating chant, 

Intoning ■ Miserere Domine. • 

* Part of ihe abbey remataa, but I Leliera ibere U ao trace of the 
tomb; it waa of grey marble. That part of the abbey where it lay 
la eoliroly deairoyod. 

* Tbe riror Lun, aear which the abbey calied Walihum lloiy Croia 
waa fouaiied. 

■ I have taken tbe liberty, fur the aoka ofonpliony, to alter tbe 
naine of Uurold'a third bob, from Magoua to Marcua. 

Tborelaa quaint epitaph in S|>oed, deacribino (*(*>* ai bavinn 
been baried in a conveat ot Lewea. I have oo far adhered to 
bUtorIcal tradition, aa to repreoent bln under the i-lurucicr aad 
In tbe habit of a retigioaa order. Tbe abbey, fouoded by bia father, 
auemud wore appropriela tbao a convent or cell at Lewea. The 
wife of Uarold ia not Inirodiioed at tbe funeral, aa abe bad Aud to 
a conrent. 
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Now, the stone^offms in the earth are laid. 

Of Harold, and of Leofrinc, * and Girth, 

Brave brethren slain in one disastrous day. 

And hark! aj^aln the monks and choristers 
Sing, pacing round the grave-stone, ■ Hequiem 
Etcmam dona its .*—To his grave 
So was King Harold borne, within those walls 
His bounty raised: his children knelt and wept, 

Then slow departed, never in this world, 

Perhaps, to meet again. But wlio is she, 

Her dark hair streaming on her brow, her eye 
Wild, and her breast deep-heaving? She behold 
At distance the due riles, nor wept, nor spake, 

And now is gone. 

Alas! from that sad liour, 

By many fates, all who that hour had met, 

Were scatter'd. Godwin, Edmund, Adela, 

Exiles in Denmark, there a refuge found 

From England’s stormy fortunes. Tliree long years 

Have pass'd; agajp they tread their native land.— 

The Danish armament beneath the Spurn ^ 

Is anchor'd—Twenty thousand men-at-arms 
Follow huge Waltheof, on Iiis barbed steed, 

His battle-axe hung at the saddle-bow;— 

Blorcar and Edwin, English earls, are ibcrc, 

Willi red-cioss banner, and ten ibonsand men 

From Ely and Northumberland: they raise 

The death .song of deHance, .ind advance 

Willi bows of steel. Fiom Scotland's mountain-gleiis, 

From sky-blue loclis, .ind the wild highland heaths, 

From Lothian villages, along the hanks 

Of Forth, Kiug Uulcolin leads his clansmen bold. 

And, dauntless as romaniic, bids unfurl 
The banner of St Andrew! by his side 
Mild Edgar Athcling, a stripling hoy, 

His brother, heir to England's throne, appears, 

The dawn of youth on his fresh cheek! and lo! 

The broad-swords glitter as the tartau’d troops 
March to the pibroch’s sound. The Danish trump 
Brays, like a gong, heard to tlie holts and towns 
Of Lincolnshire. 

With crests and shields the siimc, 

A lion frowning on each helmet's cone. 

Like the two brothers famed in ancient song, ^ 

Godwin and Edmund, sons of Harold, lead 
From Scandinavia and the Baltic isles 
The impatient Northmen to ih* embatllcdhost 
On Humber's side—The standards wave in air, 

Drums roll, and glittering columns 61e, and arms 
Flasli to the morn, and banner*d-trumpets bray, 
Heralds, or armourers, from tent to tent 
Are hurrying—creste, and spears, and steel-bows gleam, 
Far as the eye can ru.acU—barb’d horses neigh— 

Their mailed riders wield the battic-axc, 

Or draw the steel-bows with a clang—and hark!# 
From the vast moving host is heard one shout, 

• Conquest or Death I»—as now the sun ascends, 


And on the baslion’d walls of Ravenspur* 

Flings its first beam—one mighty shout is lieard, 
1 Perish the Norman! Soldiers, on!—to York!» 


CANTO I. 


Castle of Ravenspur, on the Humber—Daughter of 
Harold—Ailiic, the monk. 


« Lbt us go up to (he west turret's top,* 

Adela cried ; «let us go up—the night 
fs still, and to tlie east great ocean's hum 
Is scarcely heard. If but a wand’ring step, 

Or distant shout, or dip of hast’iiing 0:ii, 

Or tramp of steed, or far-off trumpet, break 
The hush’d horizon, wc can calch the sound, 

When breathless expectation watches there.* 

Upon the platform of (he highest tow’r 
Of liavcnspiir, hciientli the lonely lamp. 

At niiduigiit, leaning o’er the ballleinent, 

The daughter of slain Harold, Adela, 
and a grey monk who never left her side, 

Watch’d; for this night or death or victory 
The Saxon standard waits- 

Hark! 't was a shout, 

And sounds at distance as of marching men! 

No! all is silent, save the tide, that rakes, 

At times, the Iieach, or breaks heiieath the cliff. 

Listen! was it the fall of hast'ning oars? 

No! all is hush’d! • Oh! wheu will they return?* 
Adda sigh’d; for three long nights had pass’d, 

Since her brave brothers left these baslion’d walls, 

And inarch'd, with the confederate host, to York. 
uTiicycome not: Have they perish’d?*’ So dark thoughts 
Arose, and then she raised her look to Heav'n, 

And clasp'd the cross, and pray'd more fervently. 

Her lifted eye in the p.ile lamp-light shone. 

Touch'd with a tear! soft airs of ocean blew 
Her long light hair, whilst audibly she cried, 

■ Pi*escrve them, blessed sfaryl oh ! iircservc 

My brothers.* As she pray’d, one pale small star, 

A still and lonely star, through the black night 
Look’ll out, like Hope!—InsUnt, a trumpet rung, 

And voices rose, and hurrying lights appeard; 

Now louder shouts along the platform peal— 

■ Oil! they arc Normans!* she exclaim'd, and grasp d 
'file old man's hand, and said, « yet wc will die 

As Harold's daughter ;■ and, with mien and voice, 
Fir#and unfaltering,kiss’d the crucifix. 

They knelt together, and the old man spoke: 

* All here is toil and tempest—we shall go, 

Daughter of Harold! where the weary rest.* 

Oil! holy Mary, 't is the clank of steel 
Up the stone stairs! and lo! beneath the lamp, 
lu arms, the beaver of his helmet raised. 


* Alivred froa ike real OAme, for the Mae ctue M I have given i ceitlo ere now venhbed; but tbo neine ii wett 

a verietion to tho neme of Uignut. I have taken the liberty also of Jq £n 5 li«h hUtory, U is nncertain wbetber it was bnilt 

representing ibe ■ religions* at Waltham Abbey as Monks; though, Cooqnest; but tbere van be no doubt there wes a caiile 

in fact, they were n Canons.* tt tbe entrance of the Hoaber; and as the naae was fballiar, and 

* Spara-h«ad, at the entranoe of tbe nnaber. iho antiquity of tbe place acknowledged, 1 consider myself at 11- 

* Fratros Beloom.—Hoaaca. bony to retain tbe name. 
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Some light hairs straying on hU ruddy cheek, 

With breath hastily drawn, and cheering smile, 

Young Atheling. • The Saxon banner waYes»~ 

« Oh! are my brothers safe?w cried Adela, 

• Speak! speak! Ohltell me, do my brothers live?* 
Atheling answer’d, ■ They will soon appear— 

Hy post was on tlie eastern hills—a scout 
Came breathless, sent from Edmund, and I hied, 

With a small company, and horses fleet, 

At his command, to thee. He hade me say, 

Even now, upon the citadel of York, 

Above the bursting fires, and rolling smoke, 

The Saxon banner wavesu—— 

MI thank thee, Lord! 
My brothers IWc!* cried Adela, and knelt 
Upon the platform, with uplifted bands, 

And look to Heaven—then rising with a smile, 

Said, ■ We have watch’d, 1 and this old man here. 
Hour after hour, through the long lingering night, 
And now’t is almost morning: t will stay 
Till I have heard my brother’s distant horn 
From the west-woods;—but you arc we.iry, youth7» 

M Oh, no! I will keep watch with you till dawn— 
To me most soothing is an hour like this! 

And who that saw, as now, the morning stars 
Begin to pale, and the grey twilight steal 
So calmly on the seas, and widc-husli'd world, 

Could deem there was a sound of misery 
On earth? nay, who could hear thy gentle voice. 

Fair maid, and think there was a voice of hate 
Or strife beneath tlie stillness of that eopc 
Above us ? Oh! I hate the noise of arms— 

Mere will 1 watch with you*—Then, after pause, 

• Poor England is not what it once has been; 

And strange are both our fortunes.* 

■ Atheling,» 

(Adela answer'd) « early piety 

Hath disciplined my heart to ev'ry change. 

How didst thou pass in safety from this land 
Of slavery and sorrow ?» 

He replied— 

M When dftrker jealousy and lowering hate 
Sat on the brow of William, England mourn'd, 

And one dark spirit of conspiracy 

Mutter'd its curses through the land. T was then, 

With fiercer glare, the lion's eye was turn'd 

On me—My sisters and myself embark'd— 

The wide world was before us—wo embark’d 
With some few faithful friends, and from the sea 
Gazed tearful, for a moment, on tlie shores * 
We left for ever-H^ it then appear'd). 

Poor ftlargaret hiiOer face; hut the fresh wind 
Swell’d the full mainsail, and the lessening land, 

The tow'rs, the tlie villages, the smoke, 

' Were seen no 

■ When now at sea, the winds 
Blow advosM, for to Holland was our course— 

M(iis rose the storm—the east-wind sung 

Lotfif^^iil wreck'd upon the shores of Forth 
Our venel lay—Here, friendless, we implored 
Ashore sojourn and succour—Scotland’s king 


Then sat in Dunfermline—he heard the tale 
Of our distress—he flew himself to save-^ 

But when he saw my sister Blargaret, 

Young, innocent, and beautiful in tears, 

His heart was moved. 

■ ^ Oh! welcome here,' he cried ; 

* 'T is Heaven hath led you—Lady, look on me— 

If such a flower be cast to the bleak winds, 

'T were meet I took and wore it next my heart.*— 
Judged he not well, ^ir maid? 

s 

« Thou know'st the rest— 
Compassion nurtured love, and Margaret 
(Such are the events of ruling Providence) 

Is now all Scotland's queen! 

• To join the bands 

Of warriors, in one cause assembled here, 

King Malcolm left his land of hills—liis arm 
Might make the Conqueror tremble oq his throne! 

Fen should we fail, my sister Man^aret 
Would love and honour you; and I might hope, 

(Oil! might I?) on tlie hanks of Tay, or Tweed, 

»With thee to wander (where no curfew sounds). 

And mark the summer-sun, beyond the hills. 

Sink in its glory, and then, hand in hand, 

Wind tlirougli the woods, and-• 

Adela replied, 

With smile complacent, « Listen—I will he 
(So to beguile the creeping hours of time) 

A tale-teller.—Two years we held sojourn 
In Denmark—two long weary years, and sigh'd, 

, When, looking on the southern deep, we thought 
' Of our poor country—* Give me men and ships!' 

' Godwin still cried—*Oh! give me men and ships!’— 
The king commanded, and his armament— 

(.k mightier never stemm’d the Bailie deep, 

Sent forth by sea-kings of the north, or bent 
Oil hardier enterprise: for not some isle 
Of the lone Orradcs was now the prize, 

But England's Uironc.) 

a —His mighty armament 
Now left the shores of Denmark. Our brave ships 
Burst tlirougli the Baltic straits, how gloriously I 
I heard the trumpets ring; 1 saw the sails 
Of nigh tiiree hundred wardships, the dim verge 
Of the remote horizon’s skicy track 
Bestudding, here and there, like gems of light 
Drop! from the radiance of the morning snn 
On the grey waste of waters—So our ships 
Swept o'er the billows of tlie north, and steer'd 
Right on to England. 

• ■ Foremost of the fleet 

Our gallant vessel rode—around the mast 
Emblazon'd shields were ranged—and plumed crests 
Shook as the north-east rose—Upon the prow. 

More ardent, Godwin, my brave brother, stood. 

And milder Edmund, on whose mailed arm 
I hung, when the white waves before us swell'd, 

And parted.—The broad banner, in full length, 
Stream'd out its folds, on which the Saxon horse 
Ramp’d, as impatient on the land to leap, 
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To which the winds still bore it braTely on; 

Whilst the red cross, on the front banner, stfone, 

The hoar deep crimsoning. 

> W^inds, bear us on— 
Bear us as cbeerly, (ill white Albion's cUFh 
Besonml to our (riumpliant shouts; till there, 

On his own Tow*r, that frowns abore (he Thames, 

Ev’n there we plant these banners and this cross, 

And stamp the Conqueror and his Crown to dust!— 
They would have kept me on a foreign shore. 

But could 1 leave my brothers? 1 witli them 
Grew up, with them I left my native land. 

With them all perils have I braved, at sea. 

Or war, all storms of hard adversity: 

Let death betide, I reck not; all I ask 
Is yet, once more in this sad world, to kneel 
Upon my father's grave, and kiss the earth.— 

^ '\Vhcn tiie fourtii morning gleam'd along the deep, 

* England, Old England!' burst ibc general cry: 

' England, Old England!' Every eye, intent, 

W'as turn'd; and Godwin pointed with his sword 
To Flamhorough, pale rising o'er the surge: 

‘Nearer into the kingdom's heart bear on 

The death-storm of our vengeance!' Godwin cried. 

Soon, like a cloud, llie Northern Foreland rose— 

Know ye those cliffs, tow'ring in giant state? 

But hark! along the shores alarum-bells 

Bing out more loud—trump answers trump—the swords 

Of hurrying horsemen, and projected spears. 

Flash to the sun—On yonder castic-wnlis 
A thousand bows arc bent—Agaifl, our course 
Back to the north U turn’d. Now twilight veil'd 
: The sinking sands of Yarinoutli, and we beard 
A long deep toll from many a village tow’r 
On shore—and lo! llie scatter'd in-land lights. 

That sprinkled winding ocean's lowly verge. 

At once are lost in darkness—‘ God in Heaven, 

It is the Curfew!' Godwin cried, and smote 
His forehead. We all lieard that sullen sound 
For the first lime, that night; hut the winds blew— 
Our ship sail’d out of hearing; yet we thought 
Of the poor mother, who on winter nights 
(When her belated husband from tlie wood 
Was not come back), her lonely taper lit, 

And turn'd the glass, and saw the faggot-flame 
Shine on the faces of her little ones— 

Those limes will ne’er return. 

(t Darkncss*descends; 
Again the sun is rising o’er the waves: 

And now hoarse Humber roars beneath eur keels, 

And we have landed——• 

• Tea, and struck a blow, 
Such as may make the crowned Conqueror quail,» 
Edgar replied. 

' « Grant, Heav’n, that we may live,! 

Adela cried, • in love and peace again, 

When every storm U past—Due this good man 
Is silent—Ailric, does no hope, e’en now, 

Arise on thy dark heart? Good father, speak.* 

With aspect mild (on which its fitful light 
The watch-tow'r lamp threw pale) the monk replied. 


* Youth, on thy light hair, and ingenuous brow, 

, Most comely siu the morn of life; on me, 

And this bare bead, the night of time descends 
In sorrow. I look back upon the past, 

And think of joy and sadnutt upon earth, 

Like the vast ocean's Ouctiiat'mg toil 
From everlaating! I have seen its waiite 
Now in llie sunshine sleeping—now high-ridged 
With storms; and such the kingdoms of the earth. 

Yes, youth, and flaltering fortune, and the light 
Of summer days, are as the radiance 
That flits along the solitary waves, 

E'en whilst wc gaze, and say, Miow beautiful!' 

So fitful and so peritihing the dream 
Of human things. But there is light above, 

Undying; and, at limes, f.iint liarmonies 

Heard, by the weary pilgrim, in his way 

O'er perilous rocks, and through unwater'd wastes, 

Who looks up, fainting, and prays earnestly, 

To pass into that rest, whence sounds so sweet 
Come, whispering of hope; else it were best. 

Beneath the load the forlorn heart endures, 

To sink at once; to shut the eyes on things 
That scar the sight; an«l so to wrap llie soul 
In sullen, tearless, ruthless apathy! 

Therefore, 'midst cv'ry human change, I drop 
A tear upon the cross, and all is calm; 

Yea, full of blissful—and of brightest views, 

On this dark tide of lime. 

w Youth, thou hast known 
Adversity; even in thy morn of life, 

The spring-tide rainbow fades, and many days, 

And many years, perchance, of weal or woe 
Hang o’er thee : happy, if through ev’ry change 
Thy constant heart, thy stedfasi view, be fix'd 
Upon that better kingdom, where the crown 
Immortal is held out to holy hope. 

Beyond the clouds that rest upon the grave. 

■ Oh! I remember when King Harold stood 
Blooming in youth like thee : 1 saw him crown’d— 

I beard the loud voice of a nation hail 
His rising star : then, flaming in mid-heaven 
The red portentous comet, • like the hand 
Upon the wall, came forth : its fatal course 
All mark’d, and gazed in terror, os it look'd, 

With lurid light, upon this land. It pass'd— 

Old men had many bodings; but I saw. 

Beckless, King Harold, in bis plumed helm, 

Ride foremost of the mailed chivalry, 

That, when the fierce Norw^ian * pass'd the seas, 

Met his host, man to man; 1 saw Uie sword, 

Advanced and glittering, m the victor's hand, 

That smote Hardrada to the earth 1 To-day, 

King Harold rose, like an avenging God, 

To-morrow (so it seem’d, so short the space), 
To-morrow, through the field of blood, we sought 
His mangled corse amid the heaps of slain— 

Shall 1 recount tli* event more faithfully? 

Its spcctred memory never since that hour 
Has left my heart. 

* A comet eppesrod st tke time of Htrold'i ooroutira. 

* Bsrdrodi, ofNonvsy. kid Invided Eegliod Juit befeio tbe ir* 
rtvsi of WHllim. Ilirold defetioAhln with inmeaw •liughtor Is 
tbe Berth, aad was called from thoaco to s more doiparsto aad fital 
straggle. 
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« WiUiam was in bis tent, 

Spread on the battle-plain, on that same nitriit 
When seventy thousand dead lay at his feet— 

They, who at sun-rise, with.bent bows and spears, 
Confronted and defied him, at his feet 
Lay dead !—alone, he watches in his tent, 

At midnight—'midst a sight so terrible 
We came—we stood before him, where he sat, 

I and my brother Osgood. * Who are ye 1’ 

Stern he inquired; and Osgood thus replied. 

' Conqueror, and Lord, and soon to he a King, 

We, two poor monks of Waltham Abbey, kneel 
before thee,sorrowing! He who is slain 
To us was bountiful. He raised those walls 
Wlicre w’e devote our life to pray'r and praise. 

Oh! by the mercies which the Ood of all 
Hath shown to thee this day, grant our request; 

To search for his dead body, through this Held 
Of terror, that his hones may rest with us.’ 

« * Your king hath met the meed of broken faith,’ 
William replied : ‘ But yet he shall not want 
A sepulchre; and on this very spot 
Bly purpose stands, as 1 have vow'd to God, 

To build an holy monastery : here, 

A hundred monks shall pray for all who fell 
In this dread strife; and your King Harold here 
I Shall have due honours and a stately tomb.’ 

« Still on our knees, we answer’d, ' 0 ! not so, 

' Dread Sovereign ;—liear us, of your clemency. 

We beg his body; beg it for the sake 
Of our succours; heg it for ourselves, 

That we may bury it in the same spot 
IJimsolf ordain’d when living; where the choirs 
May sing for his repose, in distant years. 

When we are dust and ashes.* 

■ * Then go forth, 

And search for him, at the first dawn of day,’ 

King William said. Wc cross’d our bieasts, and pass’d, 
Slow-rising, from his presence. So we went, 

In silence to the quarry of the dead. 

The sun rose ou that still and dismal host— 

Toiling from corse to corse, we trod in blood— 

From morn till noon toiling, and then I said, 

' Seek Editha, her whom he loved.’ She came; 

And through the field of death we pass'd: she look’d 
On many a face, ghastly upturn’d; her hand 
Unloosed the helmet, smoothed the clotted hair, 

And many livid hands she took in hers; 

Till stooping o'er a mangled corse, she shrieVd, 

Then into tcare burst audibly, and turn’d 
Her face, and with a falt'ring voice pronounced, 

‘ Oh! Haroldr We took up, and bore the corse 
From that sad spot, and wash’d the ghastly wound 
Deep in the forehead, where the broken b^b 
Was fix'd. 

« So welc'riog from the field, we bore 
King Harold’s corse. A hundred Norman knights * 

Uet the sad train, with pikes that trail'd the ground. 

Our old men pray’d, and spoke of evil days 

i WJNIaai sad U>a NonasDi ware solidtoea to pay every mark of 
raipaot to the reaMiaa of the laia kiag. 


To come; the women smote their breasts and wept; 
The little children knelt beside the way, 

As on to Waltham the funereal car 

Moved slow. Few and disconsolate the train ' 

Of English earls, for few, alas! remain’d, 

So many in tlie field of death lay cold. 

The horses slowly paced, til) Waltham tow’rs 
Before us rose. There, with long taper'd blaze, 

Our brethren met us, chanting, two and two, 

The Afiserere of the dead. And there— 

But, my child Adeln, you are in tears— 

There at the foot of the high Altar lies 
The last of Saxon Kings.—Sad Editha, 

At distance, walcii’d the rites, and from that hour 
We never saw her more.n 

A distant trump 

Now rung—again ! again!—and thrice a trump 
I Has answer'd from the walls of Bavenspur. 

• My brothers! they are here!* Adela cried. 

And left the tow’r in brealliless ardour. ,« York 
Flames to the sky !■ a general voice was heard— 

The drawbridge clanks—into the inner court 
A mailed man rides on—«York is no more!* 

Tlic cry without redoubles—On the ground 
The rider Hung his bloody sword, and raised 
His helm dismounting—the first dawn of day 
Gleam’ll on the shatter’d plume. * Oh ! Adela,* 

He cried, • your brother Goilwin*—and she Hew, 

And murmuring, ■ my brave brother'* hid her fitce. 
Clasping his mailed breast. Soon gazing round. 

She crieil, ■ but whefo is Edmund I Was he wont 
To linger?* 

« Edmund has a sacred charge,* 

Godwin replied. * But trust his anxious love. 

We soon shall hear his voice. I need some rest— 

’T is now broad day; but we have watch’d and fought. 
I can sleep sound, though the shrill bird of mom 
Mount and upbraid my slumbers with her song.* 

Tranquil and clear the autumnal day declined: 

The barks at anchor cast their lengthen’d shades 
On the grey b:istion'd walls; airs from the deep 
Wander’d, and touch’d the cordage as they pass’d, 
'Ihen hover'd with expiring breath, and stirrid 
Scarce the quii^cnl pennant; the bright sea 
Lay silent in its glorious amplitude, 

Without; far up, in the pale atmosphere, 

A white cloud, here and tlierc, hung over-head. 

And some red freckles streak’d the horizon's edge, 

Far as the sight could reach : beneath the rocks, 

TJiat rear’d their dark brows beetling o’er the bay, 

The gulls and guillemots, witli short, quaint cry, 

Just broke the sleeping stillness of the air, 

Or skimming almost touch'd the level main, 

With wings far seen, and more intensely white, 
Opposed to the blue space; whilst Patiope * 

Play’d in the offing. Humber’s ocean-stream, 

Inland, went sounding on, by rocks, and sands, 

And castle, yet so sounding as it seem’d 
A voice amidst the hush’d and listening world 
That spoke of peace; whilst from the bastion’s point 

i ——Ob tks level Itrlae, 

Sleek Panope, with ill her eUtert pliy'd. 

Niltov. 
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One piping red-breast might almost he heard. 

Such quiet all tilings hush'd, so peaceable 
The hour : the very swallows, ^ ere they leave 
The coast to p:issa long and weary way 
O’er occau’s solitude, seem to renew 
Once more tlicir summer feelings, as a light 
So sweet would lust for ever, whilst they flock 
In the brief sunshine of the turret-top— 

*T was at this hour of evening, Adula 
And Godwin, now restored by rest, went fortli, 

Link’d arm in arm, upon the eastern beach, 
beyond the head-land’s shade. If such an hour 
Scein’d smiling on tlic heart, how smiled it now, 

To him, who yesternight, a soldier, stood 
Amid the direst sight of human strife, 

And bloodsiiud! heard the cries, the trumpet's blast, 
Viingo'er the dying; saw, with all its tow’rs, 

A city bla^ing to tlie midni(;ht sky, 

And mangled groups of miserable men, 

Gasping oij||||ud, whilst with his iron heel 

He splash’d the blood beneath! How changed thesecne! 

The sun’s Inst light upon the battlements, 

The sea, the landscape, the pcaco-hreaihing air, 
Uememher'd hoih, of the departed hours 
Of early life, when once they had a Home, 

A Coiintiy, where tlieir father wore a crown. 

What changes since that time, for them, and all 
They loved i How many found an early grave. 

Cut off by the red sword! how many mourn’d. 

Scatter'd by various fates, through distant lands! 

How desolate their own poor country, hound 
'By the oppressor’s chain I As thoughts like these 
Arose, the hulls of rural Ncvillliorpe 
Rung out a joyous peal, mng merrily, 

For tidings heard from York : their melody 
Mingled with things forgotten until then, 

And then remember’d freshly. Adda 
That instant turn'd'to hide her tears, and saw 
Her brother Kdmund, leading by the band 
A boy of lovely mien, and footstep light, 

Along the sands. « My sister,* Edmund cried, 

« See, bore, a foot-page I have brought from York, 

To serve a lady fair.* The boy held out 
His hand to Adda, as he would say, 

• Look, and protect me, Lady.* Adda, 

Advancing with a smile and glowing cheek, 

Cried, • Welcome, truant brother,>< and then took 
The child's right hand, and said > My pretty page, 

And have you not a talc to tell mc?n 

The boy spake nothing, but look’d earnestly 
And anxiously at Edmund. Edmund said, 

• If he is silent, 1 must speak for him. 

'T was when the Minster flamed, and, sword iu hand, 
Godwin, and Walthoof, and stern liercward, 

I Directed the red slaughter, black witli smoke 
1 burst into the citadel, and saw— 

Not the grim warder, with his huge axe up. 

But o’er her ^hild a frantic mother, mute^ 

* I h«To plscoil, accordiag to the beat sccounu, the tskioQ of 
^ ork St ifau fsU of ihe your. 

Willism prapsreil bla army, sad look the field In the tprlog; ana 
the whole oonniry, north of the llamlwr to the Tyne, waa entirely 
laid waste and desolated by fire, famine, and tbe sword. See Tur¬ 
ner's exculleot Uisiory of Eofflaad, and of the Anulo-Sasous. 

■ Unly one family was saved In the massacre of the Normaas at 
Ycrk. Tba name is Uaiet, or llallet. I have made thia histories 


Willi horror, in delirious agony. 

Clasping it to her hosoin j stern and still 
The father stood, his hand upon his brow 
As praying, in that hour, ilutGo.1 might make, 

In mercy, the last trial brief. ‘ Fear not— 

I am a manl—nay, fear not me,’ I cried 
And seizing his child’s hand, in safety placed, 

Amidst the smoke, and sounds and sights of death. 
Him and his mother! She with bursting heart 
Knelt down to bless me: when 1 saw that hoy, 

So beautiful, 1 thought of Adela, 

And said, * Oli! trust with liis preserver him 
Whom ev'ry eye must view with tenderness. 

Oh! trust me; for his safety, lo 11 pledge 
My honour and my life.* 

« And I have brought 
My trusted cltarge, that you, my Adela, 

M.iy show him gentler courtesy than those, 

Whom war in its stern trade has almost steel’d.n 

His sister kiss’d the child’s light hair and check, 

And folded his small hands in hers, and said, 

• Vou shall be my true knight, and we.ir a plume, 
Wtlt tliou not hoy? and for a lady’s love 
Fight, like a valiant holdicr?» ■ 1 will die,* 

The poor child said, ■ for friends like those who saved 
My father and rny nioiher;* and ag.iin 
Adela kiss’d liis forehead and his eyes. 

And said, * But we are Saxons!* 

As she spoke, 

The winds began to muster, and the sea 
Swctl’d with a sound more solemn, whilst the sun 
Was sinking, and its last, and lurid light, 

Streak'd the long line of cumbrous clouds, that hung 
In wild red masses o'er the inurumring deep. 

Now flick'ring fast with foam. The sea-fowl flew 
Rapidly on, o’er the black-hflcd surge, 

Borne down the wind, and then was seen no more. 
Meantime the daik deep wilder heaves, and hark! 
Heavily, over-head the gather'd storm 
Comes sounding! 

Haste!—and in thecaslle-kcep 
List to the winds and waves that roar without. 


CANTO n. 


Waltham For^t—Tower—William and his Barons. 


Thrrb had been fearful sounds in th' air last night 
Id the wild wolds of Ilolderness, when York 
Flamed to the midnight sky, and spells of death 
Were heard amidst the depth of Wallliam wood; 

For thgre the wan and weird sisters met 
Tlieir imps, and the dark spirits that rejoice 
When foulest deeds arc done on earth, and there 
In dread accordance rose their dismal joy. 

circumitanoe lllaatnitiveofthanllilar, buinolau brata, charsiter 
of EdnBOdi aod introduced iho apiioda fur ibu uko of • roHof;* ** 
many ether detcriptloas, which I need not poiat out. 
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«Around, around, around, 

Troop and dance we to the sound. 

Whilst mocking imps cry, Ho! ho! ho! 

On earth there will be Woe! more woe !■ 

SPiaiT or TUI KAKTBQUAaB. 

Arise, swart fiends, 't is I command— 

Burst your caves and rock the land. 

spiaiT or rns stobm. 

Loud tempests, sweep tlie conscious wood! 

SPiaiT or TUB BATTLB. 

I scent from earth more blood! more blood! 

SPIRIT or TRB riRS. 

When the wounded cry. 

And the craven die, 

I will ride on llie spires, 

And the red volumes of the bursting fires. 

SPIRITS AND NIGHT'HAGS. 

■ Around, around, around. 

Dance wc to the dismal sound 
Of dying cries and mortal woe, 

Whilst mocking imps shout, Ho! ho! ho !■ 

FIRST SPIRIT. 

Hear! 

Spirits, that our bests perform 
In the earthquake or the storm, 

Appear, appear! 

A fire is lighted—the pale smoke goes up :— 

Obscure, terrific features through the clouds 
Are seen, and a wild laughter heard, ■ We come!* 

MINISTBRINO SPIRITS SING. 

1 have syllables of dread; 

They can wake the dreamless dead. 

I, a dark sepulchral song, 

That can lead Hell's phantom-throng. 

Like a nightmare 1 will rest 

This night upon King William's breast! 

SPIRITS, AND NIGHT-BAGS. 

■ Around, around, around, 

Dance wc to the dismal sound 
Of dying shrieks and morlal woe, 

Whilst antic imps shout, Ho! ho! ho! a 

They vanish'd, and liie earth siiook where tiicy stood. 

That night, King William first, within the Tow’r. 
Received his vassal Barons—in that Tow’r,* 

Which oft since then has echo'd to night-shrieks 
Of secret murder, or the lone lament— 

Now other sounds were heard, for on this night 
Its canopied and vaulted chambers rung 
With minstrelsy; wliilsc sounds of long acclaim 

* WbeAv It Is s asttsr of fhci or not, thtt tlie Tower was 
Bnlsbsd in tUs jesr, I am jutified In Msumlag it poeilnUj, «nd 
It Is it lesat Usiorlcnily erodlbio. 


Be-ecliocd, from the loop-holes, o'er the Thames:— 
Tlie drawbridge, and the pond'rous cuUis^ate, 

Frown'd on the moat—the flanking towers aspired 
O'er the embattled walls, where proudly waved 
The Norman banner. William, laugh to scorn, 

The murmurs of ronspirncy and hate, 

That round thee gather, like the storms of night 
Mustering, when murder hides her visor’d mien! 

Now, what hast Thou to foarT Let the fierce Dane 
Into the centre of thy kingdom sweep, 

Wilh hostile armament, even like the tide 
Of the hoarse Humber, on whose waves he rode! 

Let foes confederate; let one voire of hale, 

One cry of instant vengeance, one deep curse, 

Be heard, from W'altliam woods to lloldurnessi 
Let Waltlicof, stern in steel, let Hereward, 

Impatient as undaunted, flash their swords;— 

Let the hoy Edgar, hack'd hy Scotland's King, 

Advance his feeble claim, and don his casque, 

>Yhosc brows might hctier u blue bonnet grace; 

Let Edwin and vindictive Morcar join 

The sons of Harold! what hast ihou to fear? 

London'ssolc Tow'r might laugh their strength to scorn I' 

Upon that night, when York’s proud castle fell, 

Here William held his court. The torches glared 
On crest or crozicr. Knights and prelates bow'd 
Before their sovereign. Itc, his kniglits and peers 
Surveying with a stern complacency, 

Inclined not from Ins seat, o'ercanopiod 
With golden valance, woven by no band. 

Save of the Queen. Yet calm liis countenance * 

Shone, and his brow a dignified repose 
Mark’d kingly; liigli liis forehead, and besprent 
With dark hair, inicrspersed with grey; his eye 
Glanced amiable, ebiefly when the light 
I Of a brief smile attemper'd majesty. 

His beard was dark and heavy, yet diffused, 

Low as the lion ramping on his breast 
Engrail’d upon the mail. 

Odo approach’d, 

And knelt, then rising, placed the diadem 
Upon his brow, with laurels intertwined. 

Again the voi< e of acclamation rung, 

And from the galleries a liumlrcd harps 
Resounded Roland’s song, « Long live the King!* 

The barons, and the prelates, and the knights, 

« Long live the Conqueror!* cried; u a God on earth!* 
That instant the high vaulted chamber shook 
As with a blast from heaven, and all was mute 
Around him, and the very fortress rock’d, 

As it would topple on their heads: lie rose 
Disturb’d and frowning, for luinulluous thoughts 
Crowded like night upon his heart; then waved 
His hand!—The barons, abbots, knights, retire. 

Behold him now alone! before a lamp 
A crucifix appears; upon the ground 
Lies tlie same sword that Hastings' battle dyed 
Deep to the hill in gore;—behold, he kneels 

< Ovp Cattle's itreagtb will langh a tlcge to tcorn.—Jtfao^/A, 

* Willlan, with ail hit tierniieat, it doicribed by contemporary 
bistorlant at having a remarkoble conplacuut imile, imd tuenit to 
have been by nature bold, benevolent, und tuperititioot. 1 beva 
endeavoured to tketcb bit porlrill, u It appoart from • oompariton 
of the writert of the period. 
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« nd prays, <t Thou only, Lord, art great,— 

Have mercy on my sin'i'* The crucifix * 

Shook as he spoke, shook visibly! and, hark! 

There is a low moan, as of dying men, 

I At distance heard. 

Then William first knew fear. 

He had heard tumults of the battle-field, 

The noise, the glorious hurrahs, and the clang 
Of trumpets round him, but no sound like this 
Ere smote with unknown terror on his heart, 

As if the eye of God that moment turn'd 
And saw it beating. 

Rising slow, he flung 
Upon a couch his agitated limbs:— 

The lamp was near him ; on the ground his sword 
And helmet lay.-^short troubled slumbei^ stole, 

And darkly rose the spirit of his dream. 

He saw a field of blood,—it pass'd away;— 

A glittering pal.tcc rose, with mailed men 
Throng'd; and the voice of multitudes was heard 
Acci.iiming: suddenly the sounds were cp.ised. 

The glittering palace vanish'd, and, behold, 

Lung winding cloisters, echoing to ilte chant 
Of stoled fathers: and the mass-song censed— 

Then a dark tomb appear'd, and, lo! a sh.ipc 
As of u phantom-king I 

Nearer it came. 

And nearer yet—in silence—through the gloom. 
Advancing,—still advancing: the cold glare 
or armour shone as it approach’d, and now 
It stands o’er William’s couch I The spectre gazed 
Awhile, then lifting its dark visor up, 

(Horrible vision !) show'd a grisly wound 
Deep in its forehead, and therein appear'd 
Gouts, ns yet dropping from an arrow's point 
Infix'd! And that red arrow's deadly b.irb 
The shadow drew, and pointed at the brc.i8t 
Of William; and the blood dropp’d on his breast; 
And through his steely arms one drop of blood 
Came cold as death’s own hand upon his lie<irt! 
Whilst a deep voice was heard, t Now sleep in peace, 
I am avenged !• 

Starting, he> exclaim'd, 

• Hence, horrid phantom I Ho! Eilz-nlain, ho! 
Alonlgomeriein Each baron, with a torch, 

Before him stood! • By dawn of day,» he cried, 

« Wc will to horse. What passes in our thoughts 
Wc shall unfold hereafter. By St Anne, 

Albeit, not ten thousand phantoms sent 
By the dead Harold can divert our course. 

They may bear timely warning. 

« T i» yet night— 

Give me a battle-song, ere daylight dawns; 

*Thc song of Roland, or of Charlemagne!— 

Or our own fight at Hastings!— 

t Torches!—ho! 

^ And let the gallery blaze with lights! Awake, 
Harpers of Normandy, awake I By Hcav'n, 

I will not sleep till your full chords ring out 
The song of England’s conquest! Torches!—hoi* 


lie spoke! again the blazing gallery 

Echo’d the harpers song. Old Eustace led 

The choir, and, whilst the king paced to and fro, 

Thus rose the bold, exulting symphony. 

SONG OF THE BATTLE OF lUSTINGS. 

The Norman armament, beneath thy rocks St Valerie, 

Is moor’d; and, streaming to the morn, three hundred 
banners fly; 

Of crimson silk, with golden cross, effulgent o'er the 
rest, 

That banner proudest in the fleet, streams, which tlie 
Lord had blcss’d. 

The gale is fair, the sails are set, cheerly the south wind 
blows, 

And Norman archers, all In steel, have grasp'd their 
good yew-bows; 

Aloud the harpers strike their harps, whilst morning 
light is flung 

Upon the cross-hows and the shields, that round the 
masts are hung. 

Speed on, ye brave, ’l is William leads; bold Barons, at 
his word, 

Lo! sixty thousand men of might for William draw 
the sword. 

So, bound to England’s southern shore, wc roll’d upon 
the sens. 

And gallant the white sails were set, and swelling to the 
hrec/e. 

« On, on, to victory or death!* now rose the general 
cry; 

The minstrels sung, «On, on, yc brave, to death or 
victory!» 

Mark yonder ship, how straight she steers: yc knights 
and barons brave, 

T is William's ship, and proud she rides, the foremost 
o’er the wave. 

And now we hail’d the English coast, and lo! on 
Bcurhy Head, 

The radiance of the setting sun majestical is shed. 

The fleet sail’d on, till, Pevcnscy! we saw thy welcome 
strand; 

Puke William now his anchor casta, and dauntless 
leaps to land. 

The English host, by Harold led, at length appear in 
sight. 

And now they raise a deafening shout, and stand pre¬ 
pared for fight; 

The hostile legions halt awhile, and their long lines 
display, 

Now front to front they stand, in still and terrible array. 

Give out the word, ■ God, and our right!» rush like a 
storm along, 

Lift up God's banner, and advance, resounding Ro¬ 
land’s song! 

Yc, spearmen, poise your lances well, by brave Mont¬ 
gomerie led, 

Yc, archers, bend your bows, and draw the arrows to 
the head. 

They draw—the bent bows ring—huziahl another 
flight, and, hark! 

How the sharp arrowy shower beneath the sun goes 
hissing dark. 
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Hark! louder grows the deadly strife, till all the battle- 
plaio 

Is red with blood, and heap'd around with men and 
horses slain. 

On! Normans, on! Puke William cried, and, Harold, 
tremble Thou, 

Now think, upon ihy perjury, and of lliy broken tow. 

The banner* of tliy armed knight, thy shield, thy helm, 
are vain— 

The fatal shaft has sped,—by Hcav’n! it hisses in his 
brain!— 

SoWilliatn won the English crown, and all his foc-mcn 
beat,— 

And Harold, and bis Hritons brave, lay silent at his feet. 

■ Enough! the day is breaking,! cried the Kiug: 

• Away! away I be armed at my side, 

Without attendants,and to Horse, to llorscj! 


CANTO III. 


Waltham Abbey and I'orcst—Wild W'oman of the 

Woods. 


At Waltham Abbey, o’er King Harold's grave 
A requiem was cli.-inted; for last night 
A passing spirit shook the battlements, 

And the pale monk, at midnight, as he w.itch'd 
The lamp, beheld it tremble; whilst the shrines 
Shook, as the deep foundations of the fane 
Were moved. • Oh ! pray for Harold’s soul!» he cried. 
And now, at matin bell, tlic inouks were met, 

And slowly pacing round the grave, Uicy sung 

DIIIGE. 

Peace, oh! peace be to the shade 
Of him who here in earth is laid: 

Saints, and spirits of the blest, 

Look upon his bed of rest; 

Forgive bis sins, propitious be— 

Dona pacem, Doinine, 

Dona pacem, Pomine! 

When, from yonder window’s height. 

The moonbeams on the floor are bright, 

Sounds of viewless harps shall die, 

Sounds of Heaven's own harmony! 

Forgive his sins, propitious be— 

Doua pacem, Pomine, 

Dona pacem, Pomine! 

By the spirits of the brave, 

Who died the land they loved to save; 

By the soldier’s faint farewell, 

By Freedom’s blessing, where he fell; 

Forgive his sins, propitious be— 

Dona pacem, Pomine, 

Dona pacem, Pomine! 

By a nation’s mingled moan. 

By Liberty's expiring groan, 

* Barold’i bsnasrhsd tbs device of an armed knicht. 


By the saints, to whom’t is given 
To hear that parting groan to Ucav’n; 

To his shade propitious be— 

Dona pacem, Pomine, 

Dona pacem, Pomine I 

The proud and mighty- 

As they sung, the doors 
Of the west portal, with a sound that shook 
The vaulted roofs, hurst open; and, behold! 

An armed Normau knight, the helmet closed 
Upon his visage, but of stature tall. 

His coal-black armour clanking as he trod. 

Advancing up the middle aisle alone, 

Approach'd : he ga/ed in silence on the cbavk 
Of thr last Saxon ; there awhile he stood. 

Then knelt a moment, muttering a brief prayer: ' 

The f.itficrs cross’d their breasts—the mass-song ceased. 
Iluciiicss of all around, tlic mailed man 
Hose up, nor speaking nor inclining, paced 
Back through the sounding aisle, and left the fane. 

Thu monks their interrupted song renew’d:— 

The proud and mighty, when tliey die, 

With the crawling worm shall He; 

But who would not a crown resign, 

Harold! for a rest like thine ? 

Saviour Lord, propitious be— 

Dona pacem, Pomine, 

Doni pacem, Douiine! 

■ Pacem i> (as slow the stolcd train retire), 
tt Pacem,* the shrines and fretted roo^ return'd. 

’T was told, three Norman knights, in armour, spurr’d 
Their foaming steeds to the West Abbey door; 

But who it was, that with his visor closed 
Pass’d up the long and echoing fane alone. 

And knelt on Harold’s grave-stone, none could tell! 

Tlie stranger knights in silence left the fane. 

And soon were lost in the surrounding shades 
Of Waltham forest. 

He, who foremost rode, 

Pass’d his companions, on his fluutur steed, 

Anil, muttering in a dark and dre.imy mood, 

Spurr'd on alone, till, looking round, he heard 
Only the murmur of the woods above, 

Wliilst soon all traces of a road were lost 
In the inextricable maze. From morn 
I Tilt eve, in the wild woods he wander’d lost. 

Night follow'd, and the gathering storm was heard 
Among the branches. List! tliere is no sound 
Of horn far off, or tramp of toiling steed, 

. Or call of some belated forester; 

No lonely taper lights the waste; the woods 
Wave high their melancholy boughs, and bend 
Beneath the rising tempest. Heard ye not 
Low thunder to the north 1 TIm solemn roll 
Redoubles tbrougli the dark’ning forest deep. 

That sounds through all its solitude, and rocks, 

As the long peal at distance rolls away. 

Hark! Uie loud thunder crashes overhead, 

And, as the red fire flings a fitful glare. 

The branches of old oaks, and mossy tr unks, 

Distinct and visible shine out; and lo! 
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Interminable woods n moment aeen, 

Then lost a{*ain in deeper, lonelier nii^ht. 

The torrent rain o’er the vast leafy cope 
Comes 8oiindin(|, and the drops fall heavily 
Where the stran^'c knight is shelter'd by the trunk 
Of a huge oak, whose dripping branches sweep 
Far round. Oh! happy, if beneath the flash 
Some castle’s banner'd haitlcments were seen, 

Where the lone minstrel, as the storm of night 
Blew loud without, beside the blazing hearth 
Might dry his hoary locks, and strike his harp 
(The fire reluming in his aged eyes) 

To songs of Charlemagne 1 

Or, happier yet, 

If some grey convent's bell remote proclaim'd 
The hour of midnight service, when the chant 
Was up, and the long range of windows shone 
Far off, on the lone woods, whilst Charity 
Miglit bless and welcome, in u night like this, 

The veriest outcast! Angel of the storm ! 
llu! thy red bolt this instant shi/ring rives 
That blasted oak' 

The horse starts back, and bounds 
From the knight's grasp. The way is dark and wild— 
So dark and wild, as if the solitude 
Had never heard the sound of human steps. 

Pond’ring he stood, when by the lightning's glance 
Tlic knight now mark'd a small and craggy path. 
Descendinff through the woody labyrinth, 

He track'd his way slowly from brake to brake, 

Till now be gain’d a deep sc({uester'd glen— 

■ I fear not storms, nor thunders, nor the sword,» 

The knight exclaim’d: • lliat eye alone I fear! 

Cod's stern and sicdfnst eye upon the heart! 

Yet peace is in the grave where Harold sleeps. ■ 

■ Who speaks of llaroldTn cried a woman’s voice. 
Heard through the deep night of the woods—• lie 
spnkc,t 

A stem voice answer’d, « He, of Harold spoke, 

Who fear’d liis sword in the red front of war, 

Less than the powers of darkness :> and he cross’d 
Ilis breast, for at tliat instant rose the tliought 
Of (he weird sisters of the wold, that mock 
Niglit wanderers, and • syllable men’s names* 

In savage solitude—v If now,* be cried, 
a Dark ministers, thy spells of wizard power 
Have raised the storm and wild winds up, appear!» 

He scarce had spoken, when, by thexed flash 
That glanced along the glen, half visible 
Appear'd a tall, majestic female form; 

So visible, her eyes’ intenser light 

Shone wildly through the darkness; and her face, 

On which one pate flash more directly shone. 

Was like a ghost’s by moonlight, as she stood 
, A moment seen: her lips appear'd to move 
Muttering, whilst her long locks of ebon hair 
Stream'd o’er her forehead, by the bleak winds blown 
Upon her heaving breast. 

The knight advanced— 

Tb’ expiring embers from a cave within, 

Now waken'd by the night-air, shot a light, 

Fitful and trembling, and this human form. 


If it was liiiman, at the entrance stood, 

As seem’d, of a rude cave. y„» might have tboiighr 
She had strange spells, such a mysterious power 
Was round her, such terrific solitude 
Such night, as of the kingdom of the grave, 

Whilst hurricanes seem’d to obey her best. 

And she no less admired, when, front to front, 

By the rekindling ernhers’ darted gleam, 

A mailed man, of proud illustrious port, 

She mark'd; and thus, }>ut with unfaltering voice, 

She spake— 

■ Yes! it was Harold’s name 1 beard! 
Whence, and what art thou 7 I have wiilch’d the night, 
And listen'd to the tempest ns it howl'd ; 

And whilst I listening lay, metlioiiglit 1 heard, 

Even now, the tramp as of n rushing steed— 
Therefore i rose, and look’d into the dark, 

And now I hear one speak of Harold: sny, 

W’licncc, and what art thou, solitary man? 

If lost and weary, enter this poor shed— 

If wretched, puny with me—if on dark deeds 
Intent, I am a most poor woman, cast 
Into the depths of mortal mi$i,‘iy! 

The desolate have nought to lose:—pass on! 

I had not spoken, but for Harold's name. 

By thee pronounced: it soundctl in my ears 
As of a hotter world—all no! of d.iys 
Of happiness in this.—Whence, wlio art thou7» 

■ 1 am a Norman, woman ; more to know 
Seek not:—and I have heen to Harold's grave. 
Remembering the mightiest arc but dust; 

And I have pray’d ilie peace of God might rest 
Upou his soul.n 

> And, by onr Messed Lord, 

The deed was lioly,» that lorn woman said; 

' > And may the benediction of all saints, 

Whoe'er thou art, on thy head. But say, 

What perilous mischance lialli hither led 
Thy footsteps in an hour and night like this?* 

« Over his grave, of whom we spake, I heard 
The muss-song siiug-t 1 knelt upon his grave, 

And pray’d for my own sins! I left the fane, 

And heard the ciiantcd rite at distance die. 

Returning through these forest shades, with thoughts 
Not of this world, I press'd my panting steed 
I The foremost of the Norman knights, and pass’d 
' The track, that, lending to the forest-ford, 

Winds through the opening thickets—on a height 
I stood and listened, but no voice replied— 

The storm descended: at the lightning's flash 
My good steed burst the reins, and frantic fled— 

I was alone: the small and craggy path 
Led to this solitary glen; and here, 

As dark and troubled iboiights arose, 1 mused 
Upon tbe dead man's sleep; for God, I tlioughi, 

This night, spoke in the rocking of the winds!* 

• There is a Judge in heaven,* the woman said, 
u Who seeth all things; and there is a voice, 
Inaudible midst the tumultuous world, 

Tiiat speaks of fear or comfort to the heart 
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When all is still! Out shroud thee in this cave 
Till morning: such a sojourn may not please 
A courtly knight, like echoing halls of Joy. 

I have but some wild roots, a bed of fern, 

And no' companion save this bloodhound here. 

Who, at my beck, would tear thee to the earth— 

Yet enter—fear not»—And that poor abode 

The proud knight enter'd, willi rain-drcnch'd plume. 

■ Yet here I dwell in peace,* the wom.m said, 

« Remote from towns, nor start at the dire sound 
Of that accursed curfew!—SoUIicr-kniglit, 

Thou art a Nurm.m! Had th’ invader spurn'd 
All charities in ihy own native land, 

Yes*—tliou wouldsi know wliat injured Dritons feel.« 

• Nay, Englishwoman, thou dost wrong oiir king,* 
The knight replied' ■ conspiracy and fi and 
Hourly surrounding him, at last conipeirfi 
Stern Rigour to awake. What! shdil the bird 
Of thunder slumber on tbe citadel, 

And blench his eye of fire, when, looking down, 

Me sees, in ceaseless enmity combined. 

Those who would pluck his feathers from Ins breast, 
And cast them to (he winds? Woman, on thee, 

Haply, the tempest of the limes has beat 
Too roughly; but thy griefs he can requite!* 

The indignant woman .answer’d, > lie requite! 

Can he bring hack the dead? Can he restore 
Joy to tlie broken-hearted? He requite! 

C.in he pour plenty on the vales his frown 
li.is hidstrd ? hid sweet evening hear again 
The village pipe! and the f.iir flow'rs revive 
Ilis bloody footstep crush'd? For poverty, 

I reck it not: what is to me the night. 

Spent cliccrles.s, and in gloom, and solitude? 
i fix my eye upon that crucifix, 

1 mourn for those that are not—for my bravo. 

My buried countrymen!—Of this no more!— 

Thou art a foe; but a brave soldier-knight 
Would scorn to wrong a woman; and if death 
Could arm my hand this moment, thou wert safe' 

In a pour cottage as in royal halls. 

Here rest awhile till morning dawns—the way 
No mortal could retrace:—'C will not be long, 

And I can cheat the time with some old strain— 

For, Norman though thou art, thy soul has felt, 

Even as a man, when sacred sympathy 
This morning led tliee to King Harold’s grave.* 

The woman sat beside the hearth, and stirr’d 
The embers, or with fern or brushwood raised 
A fitful llame, hut cautious, lest its light 
Some roving forester might mark. At times. 

The small and trembling blaze sbone on ber face, 

Still beautiful, and show’d tbe dark eye's fire 
Beneath her long black locks. When she stood up, 

A dignity, though in the garb of want. 

Seem'd round her, chiefly when the brush-wood blaze 
Glanced through the gloom, and touch'd the dusky mail 
Of tbe strange knight—then—wiUi sad smile she sung: 

« Oh! when't is Summer weather. 

And the yellow bee, with fairy sound, 

Tbe waters clear is humming round. 


And the cuckoo sings unseen. 

And the le.ivcs are waving green— 

Oh ! then't is sweet, 

In some remote retreat, 

To hear the murmuring dove, 

With those whom on earth alone we love, 

And to wind through the green-wood together. 

• But when *t is Winter weather, 

And crosses grieve, 

And friends deceive. 

And rain and sleet 
The lattice heat— 

Oh! then't i.n sweet 
To sit and sing 

Of the friends, with whom, in the days of spring, 
We ruam’d through the green-wood together.# 

I The bloodhound slept upon the hearth—he raised 
His hc.id, and, through the dii.sk, his eyes were seen, 
Fiery, a moment; hut again he slept. 

When she her song renew’d— 

• Though thy W'ords might well deceive me— 

That is pass’d—subdued I bend; 

Yet, for mercy, do not leave me 
To tbe world without a friend! 

Oil! thou art gone! and would, with thee, 
Remcrnlirancc too had fled! 

She lives to bid me weep, and see 
The wreath I cherish'd dcad.n 

The knight through the dim Inltico, watch’d the clouds 
Of morn, now slowly struggling in the east. 

When, with a voice more thrilling, and an air 
Wilder, again a &id song she intoned— 

■I Upon the field of blood, 

Amidst the bleeding brave, 

O’er bis pale corse 1 stood— 

But he is in his grave. 

I wiped his gory brow, 

I smoothed his clotted hair— 

But he is at peace, in the cold ground uow— 

Oil! when shall wc meet there?# 

At once, horns, trumpets, and the shouts of men. 

Were heard above tlie valley. At the sound, 

The knight, upstarting from his dreamy trance, 

High raised his vizor, and his bugle rung, 

Answering. « By God in heaven, thou art the King!» 
The woman said. Again the clarions rung— 

Like lightning! Alain and Mont^'orncric 
Spurr’d through tlie wood, and led a harness'd steed 
To the lone cabin’s entrance, whilst the train 
Sent up a Jeafning sliout, ■ Long live the King!* 

He, ere he vaulted to the saddle-bow, 

Turn’d with a look benevolent, and cried, 
t B.irons and lords, to this poor woman here 
Haply I owe my life! Let her not need !* 

■ Away!* she cried, « King of these realms, away! 

I ask not wealth nor pity—least from thee, 

Of all men.# As the day began to dawn, 

More fix’d and dreadful seem'd her stedfast look, 

The long black hair upon her labouring breast 
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StreamM, whilst her neck, as in disdain, she raised 
SweliinQf—her eyes a wild terrific light 
Shot, and her voice, with intonation deep, 
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Utter’d a curse, that ev’n the bloodhound crouch'd 
Beneath her feet, whilst with stern look she spoke* 

- Yra! t am Editlia! she whom he loved—* 

She, whom thy sword has left in solitude, 
flow desolate! yes—I am Editha!— 

And thou hast been to Harold’s grave—oh! think, 
King, where thy own will be! He rests in peace; 

But ev’n a spot is to thy hones denied— 

1 see thy carcass trodden under foot— 

Thy children—His, with filial reverence, 

Still think upon the spot where he is laid, 

Thout'ii distant and far-sever'd—But thy son,* 

T)iy eldest born, ah! see, he lifts the sword 
Ag.unsl his father’s breast!—Hark, hark! the chacc 
Is up! in that wild forest thou baht made!— 

The deer is flying—the loud horn resounds— 

Hurrah! the arrow that laid Harold low 
It flies—it trembles in the red King's heart!* 

Norman, Heav’n's hand is on tlice, and the curse 
Of this dcvotctl land! Hence, to thy throne !■— 

The King a moment with compassion gared, 

And now tlic clarions, aud the horns, and trumps 
Bung louder; tlie briglit banners in the winds 
Waved beautiful; llie neighing steeds aloft 
Mantled their manus, and up the valley Hew, 

And soon have left behind, llie glen, Uie cave 
Of solitary Editha, and sounds 
Of her last agony I 

« Montgomerie,* 

King W’iliiam, turning, cried, * when this whole land 
Is portion’d (for till then wc way not hope 
For lasting peace) forget not Editha 

In the gay beam the spires of London shone, 

And ilic proud banner ou the bastion 
Of William's Tower was seen above the Thames, 

As the gay train, slow winding through the woods, 
Approach'd; when, lo! with spurs of blood, and voice 
Fait'ring upon a steed, whose lah'ring chest 
Heaved, and whose bit was wet with blood and froth, 

A courier met them. 

“ York!—oh King!* he cried, 

« York is in ashes!—all thy Normans slain!» 

« Now, by the splendour of the throne of God I* 

King William cried, • nor woman, man, nor cliild, 
Shall live.*—Terriitc flash’d his eye of lire, 

And darker grew his frown; then looking up, 

Ho drew his sword, and with a vow to Ileav’o, 

Amid his Larons, to the trumpet's clang 
Bode onward (breathing vengeance) to the ToVr! 

^' Itoliert of Normandy. 

* Willinm Uufui, coiled tbe Red King. 

* It ii K •iagoliir fnet, iliat llio none of Edhba Pnlcberrinn 
occurs 10 DoiBosdsy.oSee Tutosa. 


Wilds of Ilolderncss-IIags-Purting on the Humber- 
Wallliam Abbey, and Grave-Conclusion. 


Thk moon was higb—wlien, ’mid the wildest wolds 
or llolderncxs, where erst that structure vast 
An idol-temple,' in old hcalhoii times 
Frown'd, with gigantic shadow to the moon, 

That oft had lieard the dark song, and the groans 
Of sacriflee— 

There, the wan sisters met,— 

They circled the rude stone, and call’d the dead. 
And sung by turns their more terrific song: 

riBST HAG. 

I look’d in the seer’s prophetic glass, 

And saw the dcctls that should come to pas s— 
From ('.irlislc'Wdll to ri.i(nbnrough Head, 

The reeking soil was heap’d with dead. 

sbcoud bag. 

The towns were stirring at dawn of day, 

And the children went out in the morn to play; 
The lark was singing on holt aud hill— 

I look’d again, but the towns were still, 

The iiiurdcr’d child on the ground was thrown. 
And the lark was singing to heav’n alone. 

TBinO HAG. 

I saw a famish'd mother lie, 

Her lips were livid, and gUzed her eye; 

The tempest was rising, and sung in the south, 
And 1 snatch'd the blade of grass from her irioulh. 

Founru HAG. 

By the rolling of ihe drums! 

Hillicrward King William comes: 

The night is struggling wiili the daj — 

Rags of darkness! lienee! away! 

William is in the north—tlie avenging sword 
Dascends like a whirlwind wlicre lie pass'd— 

Slaiigliier and Famine at his bidding wait, 

Like lank, impatient bloodhounds, till he cries 
■ Pursue!* Again the Norman banner floats 
Triumphant on tlie citadel of York, 

Where, circled with the blazonry of arms, 

Amid Ills B.iroiis, William liolds bis slate. 

The buy preserved from death, young Malet, kneels, 
With folded hands:—His father, mother kneel. 
Imploring clemency for Harold's sons— 

For Edmund most. Bareheaded Wallhcof bends. 

And yields the keys!—A breathless courier came; 
u What tidings?*—« O’er the seas the Danes are fled— 
Morcar and Edwin in Northumberland, 

Amidst its wildest mountains, seek to hide 
Their broken hopes—their troops are all dispersed. 
Malcolm alone, and the boy Atlieling, 

And the two sons of the dead Harold, wait 


' Thli teiaple Caodon placot at Delcoviila. 
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Tlie winds to bear tliem to the North away.*— 

• Bid forth a tliousand speiirmcn, •Williani cried: 

■ Now, by the resurrection, and the throne 
Of God, King Malcolm shall repent the hour 

lie ere drew sword in England !—Hence, away!» 

The west wind blows—the boat is on the beach, 

The clansmen are embark'd—the pipe is heard— 
Whilst thoughtful Malcolm and young AthcUng 
Linger the Inst upon the nhorc: and ilicru 
Are Harold's children, the grey-headed monk, 

Godwin, and Edmund, and poor Adel.i'— 

Then Malcolm spoke —« The lot is cast: oh! fly 
From this devoted land, and live with us, 

Amidst our lakes and mouiitainsl*—«< Adela,* 

Atheling whisper’d, u does ihy heart say Yes? 

For in this world we ne'er may meet again.* 
a The brief hour calls—come, Adela,* exclaim'd 
Malcolm, and kindly took her hand. She look'd 
To heaven, and fell upon her knees—then rose, 

And answer'd: 

• Sire, when my brave father fell, 

Wc three were exiles on a distant sliore, 

And never, or in solitude or courts, 

Was God forgotten—ait is in his hand. 

When those whom I had loved from infancy 
Here join’d the din of arms, I cainc with them— 

With them 1 have partaken good and ill, 

Have in the self-same mother's lap heen laid, 

The same eye gazed on us with tenderness, 

And the same mother pray'd prosperity 
Slight still be 001*8 through life! Alas! our lot, 

How different! 

« Yet let them go with you, 

I argue not—the first time in our lives, 

If it be so, we here shall separate— 

WIialevcT fate betide, 1 will not go 

Till 1 have knelt upon my father's grave !>— 

< 'T is jiurilous to think,* Aiheling cried, 

■ Most perilous—how 'scape the Norman’s eye?)*— 

She turn’d, and with a solemn calmness said, 

• If wc should perish—at the hour of death 

My father will look down from Heaven, and say, 

' Come, my poor child!—Oli I come where 1 am blcss'd!' 
My brothers, seek your safely—Here I stand 
Resolved—and never will 1 leave these shores 
Till 1 have knell upon my father’s grave!*— 

We never will forsake thee!* Godwin cried. 

• Let death hctidel* said Edmund, • we will go— 

Yes! go with thee, or perish!» 

As he spoke, 

The pilot gave the signal—* Then farewell!» 

King Malcolm cried, * friends lately met, and now 
To part for ever!* and he kiss'd the cheek 
Of Adcia, and took brave Godwin’s hand 
And Edmund's, and iheu said, almost in tears, 

«It is'not now too late! yet o’er my grave 
So might a duteous daughter weep!* « God speed 
Brave Alalcolm to his father’s land !• they cried. 

The ships, beyond the promontory’s point, 

Were anchor’d—and the tide was ebbing fast. 

Then Ailric—• Sire, not unforeseen by me 
Was ibis sad dayOh' King of Scotland, hear— 


I was a brother of that holy house 

Where Harold's bones are buried—from iny vows 

I was absolved, and follow'd—for I loved 

Ills children—follow'd them through every fate. 

My few grey hairs will .noon descend in peace. 

When 1 hhull he forgotten ; but lilt then, 

My services, my last poor services. 

To ihein 1 have devoicil, for the sake 
Of him, their father, and iny king, to whom, 

All. in this world, I owed! Pi*utect them, Lord, 

And hless them, when the turf is on iny head, 

And, iu ilieir old age, may they sometimes think 
Of Ailric, cold and shrouded in his grave, 

When summer smiles.—Sire, listen, whilst 1 pray 
One boon of thy compassion ; uol for me— 

I reck not whetlier vengeance wake or sleep— 

But for the safely of this innocent maid 
1 Speak. South of the Humber, iu a cave, 

Conceal’d amidst the roekn and tangled brakes, 

I have deposited sonic needful weeds 

For this sad hour,—For well, indeed, I knew, 

If all should fail, this maiden's last resolve, 

To kneel upon her father’s grave, or die. 

For this 1 have provided , liut the time 
Is precious, and the sun is west'ring slow: 

Tile licrcc eye of the lion may be turn’d 
U]>on this spot to-morrow! Adela, 

Now, hear )our friend, your father! the fleet hour 
Is pas-sIng, never to return : Oh! seize 
The instant.—Thou, King Malcolm, grant my pray'r 
If we embark, ami leave the shoi'es this night, 

The voire of fame will bruit it far and wide, 

That Harold’s children fled w*ilh thee, and sought 
A refuge in thy kingdom—None will know 
Our destination—In thy boat convey’d 
We may be landed near the rocky cave,— 

The boat ag.im ply to thy ships, and they 
Plough homeward the north seas, wiiilst we arc left 
To fateln—Again tlie pilot's voice was heard— 

Aud, o'er the sand-hills, an approaching file 
Of Norman sohlicrs, with projected spears. 

Already seem'd as rushing on their prey. 

Then Ailric took the hand of Adda— 

She and her brothers, aud young Atlicling, 

And Scotland’s king, arc in one boat embark’d— 
Meantime the sun sets red, and twilight shades 
The sinking hills—The solitary boat 
lias rcacli’d the adverse shore. 

* Here, then, we par 

King Malcolm said; and every voice replied, 

« God speed brave Malcolm to his fatlier's land!* 

Ailric, the brothers, and their sister, left 

The Loat—they stood upon the moonlight beach, 

Still list’ning to the sounds, as they grew faint. 

Of the receding oars, aud watching still 
If one while streak at distance, as they dipp’d, 

Were seen, till all was solitude around. 

Pensive, they sought a refuge for that night 
In the bleak ocean-cave.—The morning dawns. 

The brothers have put off the plumes of war. 
Dropping one tear upon the sword I Disguised 
In garb to suit their foi tunes, they appear 
Like shipwreck’d seamen of Armorica, 

By a Franciscan hermit through the land 
« 
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Led to St Alban’s shrine, to offer vows— 

Vows to the God, who heard them in that hoor, 
When all besides had perish’d in the storm. 

Wreck'd near his occan-rave, an eremite 
(So went the talc of ihcir disastrous fate) 

Sustain’d them, and now (guides tlicm through a land 
Of strangers—That fair boy was wont to sing 
Upon the mast, when the still ship went slow 
Along the sens, in sunshine—and tliat garb 
Conceals the lovely, light-hair'd Adda. 

The cuckoo’s note in the deep woods was heard 
When forlli thcyTarcd. At many a convent gate 
I They stood and pray’d for shelter, and their pace 
IlaslenM. if high amid the clouds they mark’d 
Some solitiiry castle lift its brow 
Grey in the distance—liastcn’d, so to reach, 

Ere it grew d.irk, its hospitable low'rs— 

There the lithe iniustrel sung Ids roundelay. 

Listen, lords and ladies bright: 

I can sing of many a knight 
Who fought in payniin lands afar— 

Of Bevis, or of Israpar. 

I have talcs of wand'ring maids, 

And fairy elves in haunted glades, 

Of phantom-troops (hat silent ride 
By tlie moonlight forest’s side. 

1 have songs (fair maidens, hear!) 

To warn the love-lorn lady’s car— 

The clioicc of all my treasures fake, 

And grant us food for pity’s s.'ikc. 

When tired, at noon, by the white waterfall, 

In some romantic and secluded glcn, 

They s:ii, and heard the blackbird overhead 
Singing, unseen, a song, sucli as they heard 
In infiincy.—So every veinal morn * 

Brought with it smell of Ilowers, or song of birds, 
Mingled with many shapings of old things, 

And days gone by!—Then up again, to scale 
The airy mountain, and behold the plain 
Stretching below, and fading far away, 

Jlow beautiful! yet still to feel a tear 
Starting (even when it shone most beautiful}, 

To think, > Here, in the country of our birth, 

No rest is oursl* 

• On, to our father’s grave!* 

So southward llirough the country they had pass’d 
Now many days, and casual shelter found. 

In villages, or hermit’s lonely cave, 

Or castle, high-cmhattlcd on the point 
Of some steep mountain, or iu convent walls; 

For most with pity heard his song, and mark’d 
The countenance of the way-faring boy; 

Or when the pale monk, with his folded hands 
Upon his breast, pray’d, w For the love of God, 

Pity the poor,» gave alms, and bade them uSpecd!* 
And now, in distant light, the pinnacles 
Of a grey fane appear’d, whilst on the woods 
Still evening shed its parting light:—tOh! say— 
Say, villager, what tow’rs arc those that rise 
Eastward beyond the alders 7* 

' Wilibiiii took tlio field to iprio;. 


« Know ye not,» 

He answer’d, «WaUham Abbey? Harold tliere 
Is buried—He, who in the fight was slain 
At Hastings!»—To the cheek of Adela 
A deadly paleness came. «On^lct us on » 

Faintly she cried, and bold her brother’s arm, 

And hid her face a moment with her baud! 

And now the massy portal’s sculptured arch 

Before tliem rose. ' 

• Say, porter,* Ailric cried, 

* Poor mariners, wreck’d on the northern shores, 

Ask charity!—Docs aged Osgood live? 

Tell him a poor J'ranciscan, wand’ring far, 

And wearied, for the love of God would ash 
liis charity.* 

Osgood came slowly forth— 

The light that touch'd the western turret, fell 
On his pale face. The pilgrim-father said, 

« I am your brother Ailric—look on me* 

And these are Harold's children !» 

« 

Whilst he spoke, 

Godwin, advancing, witli emotion cried, 

* Wc are his children! 1 am Godwin, this 
Is Kdmiind, and lo! poor and in dis[<iu8c. 

Our sisicr!—we would kneel upon liis grave— 

Our father’s!* 

« Come yet nearer,* Osgood said, 
n Yet nearer!* and that insUint Adela 
Look’d up, and wiping from the lids a tear, 

«( Have you forgotten Adela?* 

* Oh God!* 

Tlie old man trembling cried, • ye arc indeed 
Our benefactor’s children I Adela, 

Edmund, brave Godwin I welcome to these walls— 
Welcome, my old companion !» and he fell 
Upon the neck of Ailric, and both wept. 

Then Osgood—« Children of that honour’d lord 
Who gave us all, go near and bless his gravc.u 
One parting sunbeam yet upon the floor 
Rested—it pass’d away, and darker gloom 
Was gathering in the aisles. Kacli footstep’s sound 
Was more distinctly heard, for all beside 
Was silent. Slow along the glimmering fane 
They pass'd, like shadows risen from the tombs. 

The entrance-door was cioMid, lest aught intrude 
Upon the sanctity of this sad hour I 
The inner quoir they enter, part in shade 
And part in light, for now the rising moon 
Began to glance upon the shrines, and tombs. 

And pillars : trembling through the windows high 
One beam, a moment, on that cold grey stone 
Is flung—the word «Infelix* < is scarce seen— 

Behold his grave-stone!* Osgood said. Each eye 
Was turn’d. Awhile intent they gazed, then knelt 
Before the altar, on the marble stone! 

No sound was heard through all the dim expanse 
Of the vast building, none but of the air 
That came in dying echoes up the aisle, 

Like whispers heard at the confession-chair. 

* la tome sccoaBU ft !• uid the only loieriptloB oo tke lenib iraa 
■ lofcltx Btrold,» 
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Thus Ilarold's childreD, hand in hand, knelt down— 
Upon their father's grave knelt down! and pray'd-- 
« Have mercy on his soul—have mercy, Lord!> 

They knelt a lengthen'd space, and bow'd their heads, 
Some natural tears they shed, and cross'd their breasts. 
Then, rising slowly up, look’d round, and saw 
A monk approaching near, unmark’d before; 

And in liie farther distance the tall form 
As of a female. He who wore the hood 
And habit of a monk, approach'd and spoke— 

> Brothers! beloved sister! know ye not 
These featuresln—and he raised his hood—« Behold 
Me—me, your brother Marcus! whom these weeds, 
Since last we met, have hid from all the world: 

Let mu kneel with yon here!* 

When Adela 

Beheld him, she exclaim'd, ■ Oh! do we meet 
Here, my lost brother, o'er a father's grave? 

You live, restored a moment in this world, 

To us as from the grave!* And Godwin took 
liis hand, and said, w .My brother, tell us all— 

How have you lived unknown ?—Oh I tell us all.a 

> When in that grave our father (lie replied) ' 

Was laid, yc fled, and I in this s.i(l land 
Keinain'd to cope with fortune. To these walls 
1 came, when Aiiric, from liis vows absolved, 

With you was wand'ring. None my hneuge knew, 

Or name, hut 1, some time, had won regard 
From the Superior—Osgood knew me not. 

For with Earl Edwin 1 had lived from youth— 

To our Superior thus I knelt and pray’d : 

* Sir, I beseech you, for the love of God, 

And of our Lady Mary, and St John, 

You would receive me here to live and die 
Among you.'—What most moved my heart to take 
Tlic vows, was this, that here, from day to day, 

From year to year, within the walls he raised, 

I might behold my Fatlier's grave! This eve 
1 sat in the Confessional, unseen, 

When you approach'd—I scarce restrain'd the tear. 
From many recollections, when 1 heard 
A tale of sorrow and of sin! Come near. 

Woman of woe!»—and a wan woman stood 
Before them, tall and stately; her dark eyes 
Shone, as th’ uncertain lamp cast a brief glare. 

And show’d her neck, and raven hair, and lips 
Moving—She spoke not, but advanced and knelt— 

She, too—on Harold’s grave; then pray'd aloud, 

• Oh! God be merciful to him—and me! • 

• Who art thou?* Godwin cried. 

« Ah! know ye not 

The wretched EdithaT No children’s love 
Could equal mine!—I trod among the dead! 

Did I not, fathers?—Uod among the dead 
From corse to corse, or saw men’s dying eyes 
Fix’d upon mine, and heard such groans as yet 
Rive, with remembrance, my torn heart—I found 
Him, who rests here, where then he lay in blood! 

When he was buried, I beheld the rites 
At diatance, and with broken heart retired 
To the wild woods; there I have lived unseen 
From tboi Md hour. Late, when the tempest rock’d, 


At midnight, a proud soldier shelter sought 
In my lone cell;'t was when the storm was heard 
Through the deep forest, and he too had kncjl 
At Harold’s grave!—Who was ill—He! the King! 

Siiy, fathers, was it not the hand of God 
That led his footsteps tlicrc!—But has he team’d 
Humility? oh! ask this bleeding hind, 
l..a8t niglit, a phantom came to me in dreams, 

And a voice said, * (k»iu‘, visit my cold gravel’ 

I came, by some mysterious impulse led; 

I heard the even-song, and wiicn the sound 
Had cc.ised, and all departed, save one monk, 

Who stood and gazed upon this grave alone, 

1 pray’d lliat he would lieur me, at this hour, 

Confess my secret sins, for my full liCcTrl 
I Was labouring. It was Harold’s son who sat 
' In the Confessional, to me unknown— 

But all is now reveal’d—and lo! 1 stand 
Before you!* 

As she spoke, a thrilling awe 
Came to each heart: loftier she seem’d to stand 
In the dim moonlight, sotrowful, yet stern. 

Her aspect; and her bre.isi was seen lo heat; 

Her eyes were fix'd, and sliono with fearful light— 

She raised her riglit hand, and her dark hair fell 
Upon her neck, whilst all, scarce breathing, heard: 

■ My spirit l.ihotirs!» she i‘xclaim'd! ««this night! 

The tomb! the altar! Ha! tlic vision strains 
My senses to oppression ! Mark'd yc not 
Tlie trodden lliionc restored? the Saxon line' 

Of Englarul’s monarclis bursting llirmigh the gloom? 
Lady, I look on thee—In distant years, 

Ev’n from the Northern tlironc whicli tliou shallsltare,^ 
A warrior-monarch shall arise, whose arm. 

In concert with this country, now bow'd low, 

Shall tear the eagle fiom a Con(]ucror’s grasp, 

Far greater than this Norman! 

«Spare, O God!— 

My burning brain !>—Then, with a shriek, she fell 
Insensible upon theSaxoo’s grave! 

They t>ore her from the fane—and Godwin said, 

• Peace, peace he with her, now and evermore!* 

Ho, taking M.ircus by the hand, • Yet, here 
Thou shall behold—behold, from day to day. 

This honour’d grave! But wlierc in the great world 
Shall be thy place of rest, poor Adela?n— 

• Oh ! Cod be ever with her!* Marcus cried, 

• With her, and you, my brothers! Here we part, 

Never to meet again—whate’er your fate, 

I shall remember with a brothers love. 

And pray for you! but ail iny spirit rests 
In oilier worlds—in worlds, oh! not like this! 

Yc may return to this sad scene when I 
Am dust and ashes; ye may yet return— 

And visit this sad spot; perhaps when age 
Or grief has brought such change of heart as now 
1 feel, then shall you look upon my grave— 

And shed one tear for him, whose latest pra^r 
Will be—Oh! bless you! bless my sister, Lordlii 
Then Adela, with lifted look composed,— 
a Father, it is perform’d,—the duty vow’d 

* Tbo SisoB lioB waa reitorad tbrongh iha aiitarof Athellag. 

• A dtughtar of Harold aarrlod Waldimirof Rniaia. ThU part 
wu wrlitOBwboB tbo Emperor of Ruaiiawai 1 b Eagtaad. 
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When we return'd to this devoted land, 

The last sad duly of a daughter's love!— 

And now I go in peace—go to a world 
Of sorrow, conscious that a father's voice 
Speaks to my soul, and that thine eye, oh God, 
Whate'er the fortunes of our future days, 

Is o'er us. Thou, direct our onward road !■ 

O'er the last Saxon's grave, old Osgood raised 
Ills bands, and pray'd— 

« Father of Heav'n and Earth! 
All is beneath thine eye! 't is ours to hend 
In silence. Children of misfortune! loved, 

Uevered—children of him who rfiised these roofa, 

Ko home is found for you in this «id l.ind; 

And none, perhaps, may know the spot, or shed 
A tear upon the earth where ye arc laid !t 
So siiying, on their heads he placed his hands, 

And bless’d them all—hut, after pause, rejoin'd, 

• 'T is dangerous lingering hcre^llic fire-eyed I<ynx 
Would bp your blood!—Westward, beyond tbe bea. 
There is a ceil, where ye may rest to-niglit.« 

The portal open’d—on tbe battlements 
The moonlight shone—silent and beautiful! 

Before them lay their path through the wide world— 
The nighling.iles were singing as they pass'd; 

And, looking hack upon the gliinm’iiiig tow’rs. 

They, led by Ailric, and with thoughts on Heav'n, 
Through the lone forest held their pensive way ! 

CONCLUSION. 

Wn.LUM, on his imperial throne at York 
Is seated, clad in steel, all but his face, 

From casque to spur. Ills brow yet wears a frown, ^ 
And Ills eyes show the unextinguisli'd lire 
Of stedfast vengeance, ns his inmost heart 
Yet babour'd, like the ocean after storm. 

Ilis swonl itnsbuatbed appears, which none beside 
Cau wield; bis .sable heard, fill) •iiid diffused, 
below the cjsf|ue is spread; the lion ramps 
Upon his mailed breast, engrull'd with gold. 

Iieliind him stand his barons, in dark file ' 

Hanged, and e.ach feature hid beneath the helms; 
Spears, with eseuteheon’d banners on their points, 
Above their lic.tds are raised. Though all alike 
Arc cased in armour, know ye not that knight 
Who next, l>e1iind the King, seems more intent 
To listen, and a loftier stature be.'ii's? 

'T is bold Montgomerie; and he who kneels 
Before the seat, hU armour, all with gules, 

Cljecker’d, and checker’d his small banneret. 

Is Lord Fit^-alaiii. William liolds a scroll 
In his right liiiiid, and to Fitz-ulain speaks. 

• All these, the forfeited domains and land 
Of Edwin and of Hoirar, traitor-lords. 

From Ely to the banks of Trent, I give 
To tbec aud lliineln 

Fitz-alain lowly knell, 

And kiss'd bis iron hand, then slow arose, 

Whilst all the Barons shouted, • Live the King!» 

^ Tbe pintDPe U taken Froin an oricinel, preierred in Drake, in 
vrbivb WltllaiB and bia barooa are tbua rc)|ireM!Di<Hl. He ii ibawn 
in the act otpruuntingbia nephew Alain with tbe forfuiled landa of 
Earl Edwin. 


This is thy song, WilUam the Conqueror, 

The tale of Harold’s children, and the grave 
Of the last Saxon! The huge fortress frowns 
Still on the Thames, where William’s banner waved. 
Though centuries, year after year, have pass’d. 

As the stream flows for ever at its feet— 

ILirold, thy hones are scatter'd and the tomb 
That held them, where the Idea’s lorn wave delay’d, * 

Is seen no more; and the higli fane, that heard 
The clecson pealing for thy soul, 

A fragment stands, and none will know the spot 
Where those, whom thou didst love, in dust repose, 

Thy children!—But the tale may not be vain, 

If haply it awake one duteous thought 
Of filial tenderness. 

That day of blood 

Is pass'd, like a dark spectra! but it speaks 
Ev'n to the kingdoms of the earth— 

■ Behold 

The hand of God I from that dark day of blood, 

When Vengeance triumph'd, and the curfew knoU’d, 

England, thy proud majestic policy 

Slowly arose! through centuries of shade 

The pile august of Britisli liberty 

Tower'd, till behold it stand in clearer light 

Illustrious. At its base fell Tyranny 

Gnaslies bis teetb, and drops the broken sword; 

Wliilst Freedom, Justice, to the cloudless skies 
Uplift their rodiant forms, and Fame aloft 
Sounds o'er the subject seas, from East to West, 

From North to South, her trumpet—‘England, live! 
And rule, till waves and worlds shall Ik* no more!’**' 

' ■ Wulthon* ia, literally, ibo HAm in tbe Wold. 

• The foUimiog Kiuract from Speed will farther Hliiatrste the 
■nkjcul of ibe poem: 

•I Tbia victory ihna obtained Dnke William wholly aicribvd vnio 
God, nod by wuy of a aolemne tuppHcatinu or proceasion, (pine him 
the thankcb; ond pilchini; for that nighl bia pauilion among the 
I bodiea of the dnad, iho nevt day returned to ilaatinca, (b<‘ra to con- 
I aull vpon bia {'real and most pniapuroualy begun vnler]>riae, gluing 
I iiral wnmiondeiucnt for ibe buriall ot bia alaio aouldiura. 

• But MoriartindKdwln, ihu vnforliinate Queuaea Drethreo. by 
ni(<bl cac.ipiii,'; tbe hattnilc, rntue vulo Loudon, where, with tbe 
rest of ibu Bceres, they be^unn to lay tbe fouudation of some fre«h 
hopes: |>oa(iuit ihcnra tbeir nossun^jera to raiiv a new supply, and 
to comfort ihu English (wbo. through alt tbe Land, were strii-ken 
iolo a feoioful asionisbmcnl with tbia Tnoi|>uUed newel) from a 
despairing fcaro, shewing the cbonr.u of Wurre to bo mutable, their 
uuniber muity and LoptHincs soflicieiit to try nnotbor field. Alfred, 
Archliiiliop oi Vorke, tlieni praient, and Proaldeni of the Aiiembly. 
stoutly uud prudently gauu his counaell forilmiib to conaecraiu and 
LrowDO youoji Edgar Ailieling (ihe true beiie) for tbeir King, to 
whom iwDsenied likowiso both the sca-Cnplainea and the Lon¬ 
doners. But the Earlui of Yorkeibire aod Cbesbire, Edwin and 
Mormr (wboni tbia fcarefnil stale of their coaniry uoald not diaa- 
wadc from diiloyallie and ambition), plotting oecrelly to get tbe 

' crown ibemseluea, hindred that wise ond noble designo. In which, 
while tbe aorrowfull Usaabk tbeir sister, waa cunueyed to West¬ 
chester, wbare, without itaie or title of a Queene, ahe led a aolilary 
ond qnieiltfe. 

I • Tbe Mother of tbe alalne King did not so well moderate her 
^ womanly paaiiona ai tu receine either comfort or counaell of her 
I friends: the dead body of her tonne thee greatly desired, and to 
I that end sent totbeConqnerour two aiigo brethren of bis Abbey at 
' Waltham, who bad aocomimnied him in bis vnfortnnate expeditiea : 
Their names (ns 1 liudo them recorded m an otde mannscripi) were 
Oaegod and Ailric, whoso message to Ibe Conquvrour, not wJihont 
abundance of leans and feare, la there set downe in the lenoarai 
followetb: 

• ' Noble Duke, and ere long to be a most great and migbtle King, 
we thy most humble seruanU, destiinte of all comfort (as we wonid 
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we wrreelMofllfe) era cone to Iboo as tent from our broihren, 
whom ibU dead KIdq liaib placed in ibe Monaitery of Walihem. 10 
aiteod the Uaae of tbU late dreadfull baiailly (wboreio God 
faaooring thy quarrel he U now taken away and dead, whirb 
wae oar (jreateet Gontfonor, end by whone onely bounii- 
full 0 oodiieeM we were relieued and maIniAtne*i, wliom ho« 
had placed to leraeGod in that Charcb). Wberuforo wee noit 
humbly requealthe (now oar dread l<ord) by that Rracioni ftuuur 
which the Lord of Lordi hath ihewud rnto iheOt and for the rvliufe 
of (heir •oulei who In thla qnarrsll huuu coded their dayca, ihiit It 
nay belawfall for va by thy good leaueaefely to take and curry aniiy 
with T» the dead body of the Rinp, the Founder uud builder of our 
Church and Konaaterie; aa atao (bo bodiea of aucli mbera u» whom 
for the reuerence of him and for bfa anko deaired alto to l>e buried 
with va* that the ataie'of oar Church by their lielpe itrenffthunud, 
nay be the atmuger, and induro the timer.' With nhoku ao limn> 
hie a requeat, and abundant teorea, the vtciorioua ond worthy Duke 
aoued, anawered: 

••' Yoar King (aald be) rnnindfull ot bia faith, although be baue 
for the prcaent endarod the woiiliy puniabineoi of bia fault, yet 
bath bo not therefore deaerued to wiint (be bonour of a 5 f.‘(iukbin 
or to ilevoburied: were It but that he dyed a King, huwaocucr he 
came by ibo Kingdom, my parpoao ia, for tbe reuerenco of liini and 
for the health ofibein who Imaing leii then niiiea <iud poaMCikiooi 
baud here in my quarrel lost their liuea, (n build here a iJiuri b uud 
a moiieatery with an hundred Monkea in it, 10 pray for them fur 
euer, and in the aanie Cfaunh to bury your King uboue tho real, 
with all bonour raiu ao great a Prince, nod for bia auke to endow 
the aome with great ruiirnenea.’ 

■ With which hia tourleoua aporth and promiaci, iho two religioaa 
falbera, comforted and encouraged, ngain replied: 

• ‘ Not 10, noble Duke, buigruolifaia thy aervanta most bumble 
request, ihatwc m.iy, for God b\ tbo ieauu, recciuc tliu dead body 
of Our Founder, and to bury it In (he place whob bimacll in bia life 
time appointed, that wco, cheered with tbe presenuu of his IkkIv, 
may (beroof take comfort, nod thul hia Tonibo may be vulo our iue> 
ceaaors a perpetual monument ot hia remembroucu.' 

■ Tbe Duke, aa he waa of diapoailion gratioua, ond inclinai to 
mercy, forthwith granted their desires, whereupon they drew out 
alorva of gold to present him in way of gratiiliilion, which be not 
only Tttarly refused, but alao otTured iheui plenty to inppiy whut> 
aoeuer should bo nvedfull fur the pumpe of hia fnnerall, aa also tor 
their coats In tmuaile to and fro, giuing Kirnit coniaianJinenu that' 
none of bia aouldiers ahould persnute to molest them in this bu> 
aloeaae or la their returne. ‘Then went they in haste to the quarry 
of the dead, but by no meanet could tiud the body of the King, foi 
tbe countenances of all men greatly alter by death, but being 
maimed and imbrued with blond, they are not kuowo to he iho men 
they were. Aa for hia other reg.ill crnamenia wbiih might bane 
showed him for their King, hia dead corps was doapoyled of them, 
either through thn greedy desire of prey (os ibu niauner ol tbe held 
la) or to bo the lirst bringer of aneb happy urwa, in hope of a 


princely roward, tpon which purpose many tinea the body la both 
manglud and diamembrud, nod so was tbia King aflor hU dmih l>y a 
bsM* aouidier gaabt and backt Into the legg», whom Duke Wlljian 
rcwnrtlod for ao vntuldler like a de<>d, raahcirliig him lur eucr out 
of hia wages and wnrroa. So that llnmlJ, lying siript, nonoded, 
liomnngleil, and goured In his bloud, Muld not bo fonnde nor 
ktiowwo till they sent for a woman named Edillin (for her passing 
beano aurnaiucd Swan sbala, that la, Swuns>nucke), whom lieuen- 
leriainud in secret louo before ho wua King, who by some secret 
marks of hia body, to her well knowoo, found him out. and thou put 
into n t.oftine, was by diuera of the Norman Nobllitio honourably 
brought vnio the place afterword called Daiile Ilrldgu, where It waa 
mot by the nobles of Knglaiid, und, ao conueyed to Wallbam, was 
tliitra Bolemiily ond with grout lamentation of hia moilu'r, loyally 
tuierrcd, with ibis rude Kpiiaph (o), well beseeming tbe time, 
(hough not (he {loraon. 

■ Goodwine. thu phlost son of (he King Ilarold, being growne to 
BOnie riponessti of years in y* life of hia Futliur, after hia death and 
ouurihrow by ili«‘<.oni|Uurour, took his brother with him und flow 
ouer into Irelond, Irom whence he returned and landed in Somer> 
aelklilre, alow Fdniolh (11 Baron aoinctinies otliis Fotheia) that en- 
toiintered him, and taking great preyea in Ifouonabire and Cornwell, 
und deportrd till (be neat ye.ire. When uunieing again lie fought 
with ItLorii niid Earle of Coi nwall, and after rutlied into Irclniid, 
and ihcntewent into l)cnin.irk<i to King Swayii, hia Cosen Gi-rinuii, 
wliero he spent the riM of hia life. 

■ EilniiinJ, iho sei'Oiid sonne to King ilarold, went with hii bro¬ 
ther into Ireland, retiisned with him into England, and was nl thu 
alangliiiTtind uuerihrow of Kdiuoih ood bis power in Soiiimi-aetsbiru, 
at the a^ioylca committed in Cornwall and Ifovonshire, ut iho tonflicl 
with the (.orniah Earle llenrn, fuisaud, roimsacd with bint in nil bis 
Toyagea, iouasiona, and waires, by aeu and by iiind. in Euglund and 
Iri'luod, and ot (ho last dopariud with bim from Ireland to Duo- 
luarkc, locike part wiili bun of ell plusuru ami cnluinitie wImI- 
bOcuer, and ullendiiig and de|)eiiding wholly upon bim, liued uud 
died with him in that (onntry. 

■> .‘ilugnus, the third suiine ol the King Ilarold, went with hia 
brothel's into Ireluod, and returned with them tlie tirkt time into 
Eugliiod, and ia neoer iifier that meiilinnetl nnioii|;bl them, nor 
elbowlnru, vnlesse (ns home lomecture) he be that Alugnns, who, 
seeing the miitubility of humaiio uHuircs, bucuiiie uu knehurut, 
whose epiiaph. poiiiliiigio bis Danish originall, the learned (Ju- 
reuciaux discouered in n Utile deaolnio (.hurt h at Lowes, In Sussex, 
where, III the goping chinks of BO arch in ihow.'ill, in a rude nud 
uuer worne ilidruilnr, certain old iutpurfiK;! verses were found,n 

A daughter, whose mime is not known, left Eiiglaud with her 
brothers, and sought refuge w itb them in Denmork. 

Speed quotes Saxo (.rumiuulicus, who says, ■Sbe afterwards 
married Waldeuiar, King of Uussia.t To this doughlvr 1 have 
given (he lumo and eharocter In thu jioem. 

(a) For dll* epitaph, see Spued 
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A LAY OF THE SEVERN SEA: 

INCLUDING THE TALE OF THE MAID OF CORNWALL, OR SPECTRE AND PRAYER-BOOK. 

The windings of my way through uiony ytmra. 

Cowpiu. 


DEDICATION. 


TO THE RIGHT REVEREND HENRY LAW, D.D. 

LOKD BISHOP OP BATH AlfD WELLS. 

Ut oeab Lobo, 

Ip I may be thought to have foigottcn the Honitian 
proc^^* in publishing this Poem, your Lordship, 1 


fear, must have your share of the blame, as but for 
yourself it would not have been written. Whatever may 
be its merits or suceess, 1 rejoice, at least, that 1 have an * 
opportunity of expressing, publicly, my high esteem, and 
most grateful feelings, towards him, who, as lie sug¬ 
gested the subject, will be the first to pardon its defects 

of execution; and 

I remain, my Lord, most faithfully, your obliged 
Friend and Servant, 


' Solve aaDOacootOB, «ie. 


Wm. Lisle Rovlbs. 
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PBEFACE. 


Tub estimalion of a Poem of lliia nature must depend, 
first,on its arrangement, plan, and disposition; secondly, 
on tlie judgment, propriety, and feeling, witli wliirli—- 
ill just and proper succession and relief—picture, pa¬ 
thos, moral and religious reilcctious, historical notices, 
or affecting incidents, arc interwoven. 

Tlie reader will, in llie next place, attend to the ver- 
silication, or music, in which the tlionghtsarc conveyed. 
Shdkspuare and 'Milton are the great masters of the 
verse I have adopted, llut who can be heard after them? 
TJic reader, however, will at least iind no specimens of 
sonorous harmony ending with suidi signilicant words 
as « of,» »and,» ■ if,n m biU,» etc., of which we have had 
lately some splendid examples. I would, therefore, only 
request of him to observe, that when such passages occur 
in this poem as « Vanisliingin «llush!» etc. it was from 
design, and not fiom waut of car.' 

An interniixtiire of im.ige.s and characters from com*- 
iiion life might he thought, at first sight, out of keeping 
with the higher toiK* of general eolouriug; hut the iu- 
terspersioii of the contic, provided the due mock-hcroiu 
slatelincKs he kept up in the language, has often the { 
effect of light and shade, as will he apparent on looking 
.It (lowpcr’s exquisite «Task,» though he ha** often of¬ 
fended against taste. The only difJieully is > happily to 
slecr* from grave to g.iy. 

So far respecting the plan, tlic execution, the versifi¬ 
cation, anil style. As to the setitiinenw delivercil in this 
poem, and in the notes, I must explicitly declare, that 
when I am convinced, as a clergyman and a magistrate, 
there has been an increase of crimes, owing, among 
other causes, to the system pursued by some • numiiialn 
Christians, who will not preach uthae three* (faitii, 
linpc, and charity) according to the order of St Paul, 
hut keep two of these graces, and the urkatest of all, 
out of sight, upon any liiiman plea or pretension; when 
they do not preach, « aihl to your faith virtiie;>> when 
they wdl not preach, « Christ died for the sinj ol the 
world, and not for ouns only;* when, from .my pleas 
of their own, or persiiailcd by any sophistry or faction, 
they become, most emphatically, * dntnO dogs» to the 
sublime and affecting moral parts of that (iospel which 
they liave engaged before God to deliver; and above all, 
when crimes, as I am x'erily persuaded have been, are, 
and mustbet the conseqiiencn of sucli puhlie preach¬ 
ing,—leaving others to «< stand or hilln to their own 
God; I shall beguidcdhymyownunderst.'indiiig.and the 
plain Word of God, as I find it earnestly, simply, beau¬ 
tifully, and divinely set before me, by Christ and his 
Apostles; and so feeling, I shall as feailessly deliver my 
own opinions, being assured, whether popular or un¬ 
popular, whetlicr they offend this man or that, this 
sect or that sect, they will not easily be shaken. 

I might ask, why did St. Paul add, so emphalicallv, 
'■TUBSB THRBK,» whcu hc enumerated the Cliristian 

* Of blaak-vene of tlio kind fo vtbicli t hnvo alluded, 1 am 
iempiod to ctvo a apoulmen 

T wai cumraor, and neoail'd to Grveiiwiib in 
A four-oor'd boat. Tboauo sliiiiint;, an</ 

The scunoi delii'hlfui; whilu wu {'«zed om 
The river wiadia(f, till «o iandtsi nt 
The Ship, etc. 


graces? Doubtless, because he thought the distinction 
very important Why ditl St 1‘elcr s.iy, vadd to your 
faith virtue?* Because lie thought it equally important 
and es.scniial. Why ditl St Jolm Stay, > Christ died for 
the sins of the whole worhl, and not for ours only?* 
Because hc thought it equally important and necessary. 

Never omitting thr aiuxement, justificatiov by 
FAITH, the FRUITS of the Spirit, and never separating 
FAITH from its liallowcd fellowship, wc shall find all 
other parts of the Gospel unite in harmonious subordi¬ 
nation; hut if wc shade the moral parts down, leave 
them out, contrailict them, by insidious snphistry—the 
Scripture, so far from being » rightly divided, * will Ik? 
discordant and clashing. The man, be he who he 
may, who prcaclic.s «J*vu7/»,»> without charity^ who 
preaches • fetilh without virtue;* is as pernicious and 
false an expounder of the divine message, as he who 
preaches •good works,* without their legitimate and 
only foundation, Chhistian faitii. 

One would suppose from the language of some preaeh- 
ers, the • civil,»> «decent,* «moral* fieople, from the 
times of Baxter to the present, w.mt amendment most! 
We all know, that mere moroif, which Iiave no Cnnis- 
tian basis, arc not the Go.spel of Christ; hut I might 
tell BIchard, with great respect notwithstanding, for I 
respect hUsiiirerity and his heart, tliat. at least, t*dccent* 
and •civil,** and •moral* people,* arc not leorre llian 
indecent^ inituoral, and iiiiciio'i people; anil when there 
are so many of ilu*se last, I think a word or two of reproof 
would not nmeh hint them, let the .decent,* «moral,» 
ami •civil,'' he as wicked as they may. 

I hope it is not necessary for me to disclaim, in speak¬ 
ing of ^rtcfs, the most remote idea of throwing a slight 
on the sincerely pious of any portion of tlie community; 
hut if religion does not invigorate the higher feelings 
and principles of moral obligation;—if a heartless and 
liollow jargon is often substituted, in place of the fun¬ 
damental laws of Christian obedience,—if ostentations 
affectation supeisedcs ibc meek, unobtrusive, character 
of feminine devotionif •'! petty peculiarity of svsiem, 
.1 kind of convention il code of godliness, usmqts the 
j)l.ice of the specific righteousness, visible in its fruits, 
« of whatsoever things are honfst, whatsoever things 
arc just, whatsoever tilings are lovely,*—if, to be fluent 
and flippant in the jargon of this petty peculiarity of 
code, is made the crilciion of exclusive godliness;— 
when, by thousands and ilious.uuls, a/ter the example 
of Hawker, and others of the same school, Christianity 
is repicsented as having neither « an if, or but,* the con¬ 
clusion bring left for the innumerable disciples of such 
a GospcI-schooI;—when, because none—• uo notone,* 
is without sin, and none can stand upright in the sight 
of Him whose eyes arc too pure to behold iniquity; they 
who have exerciser! ihemsolves to ■have a conscience 
void of offence towards God and man,* though sensible 
of innumerable offences, are considered, by implication, 
before God, as not better th.in Burkes or Thiiriells, for 
the imputation of utter depravity must mean this, or he 
mere hollow verba et voces; —when amusements, or 
recreations, vicious only in their excess, are proclaimed 
as national abominations, while real abominations stalk 
abroad, as is the case in Urge manuf.ieturing towns, 
with «tile Lord,* «the Loixl,)* on the lips of some of tlie 
most depraved;—when, from these causes, 1 do sin- 

* ItAtTFR'a ■Sflini'nlieu. • 
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certily believe the heart has been hardened, and the 
understanding deteriorated, the wide effects facing vi¬ 
sible on the great criminal body of the nation,^! 
conceive 1 do a service to Evangbijcal Religion, by 
speaking, as I feel, of that ludicrous caricature which 
so often in society usurps its name, and ai)cs and dis- 
gniccs its divine character. 

I am not among those, who divide the Clergy of the 
Church of England into classes; and I think it iny duty 
ingenuously to declare, that the opinions 1 have given, 
of the effects of such public doctrines as 1 have describ¬ 
ed, be they preached, or published, by whom they may, 
were written without communication with any one 
living. I think it right in declare this, most explicitly, 
lest the distinguished characlcr, to whom tills poem is 
inscribed, might be supposed to have any participation 
in such sentiments; though, I trust, no possible objec¬ 
tion could be made to the manly avowal of iny opinion 
of tlie injurious effects of anli-nomLiu, or shades of 
anti-iiomian iiuctnni'S. 

Farther, the ohjecC of ruy remarks is not piety; hut 
ostentatious publicity and affectation, far more disgust¬ 
ing in the assumed garb of female piety than uuiter any 
shape, and often attendcil by actimj far more disgusting 
than any actiny on any sttiye.^ 

As tlic subject has excited attention, perhaps the 
following better, in answer to some particular Strictures, 
made in the public papers on the appearance of the first 
etlition, will he the best explanation of my sentiments, 
as a Clergyman, conveyed in the Poem and Notes: 

To ihe Editor, etc. 

Sir,— 1 am much obliged to you for sending me a 
copy of the Paper which contains some strictures on the 
sentiments I have avowed in my poem, and illustrated 
in the notes; and I trust to your candour and jiisiire to 
permit me to make some remarks on those strictures. 

The accusation, publicly brought against me, as a 
man, a ('Jiristiaii, and a clergy'man, is a most serious 
one; and ilioiigli your Correspondent has not given his 
name, 1 give mine promptly; because, to such an nccii- 
saiioD, come frumwjiom it may, I feel myself bound to 
reply. 

The accusation is—tliaC ■ it appears^ to the writer 
• that / have been, on the wATCti for opportunities to 
hitch in luhatever 1 could meet with, calculated to 
VILIFY Evangelical Principles.* 

1 deny, first, every syllable, in part and in loto, of this 
sweeping accusation. I throw the imputation back willi 
scorn. 

Had 1 lieen on tlic watch for opportunities to hitch in 
whatever could be met witii, not .igainst Evangelical 
PniNciPLi s—but, as 1 said in my Preface, « against 
(inti-moral and anti-scriptural prinniplesn—I could 
have made my book as large as Thomas Aquinas’s 
M Sumina Summe!* 

I took a few instances that occurred, and thosechiefly 
under my own cognizance as a magistrate, of effects 
produced in society by a system of anti-nomiun, and 
anti-moral, and anti-scriptural principles, disseminated 

1 1 ta laduRod to extrtet • psuaao from tlte tetior of o Lady, 
benetf of tbn moat virniooa and boly life, aad ooe of ihe moat 
l»owarf«Hy patbvtk writora of dm a('t;:-'i> I buve beeo obliged to 
give orders nerer to lat Id aa; waudoriDg ladies, with ttuf/tU Hack 
Aayt sad esftUM pocketai^ 


through town and country: but so far from lying in I 
watch —as John Calvin did, to catch the poor man he 
burnt alive, for not being a Calvinist—I can furnish 
your Correspondent with innumerable instances, and 
all liorribie! not the uhuser, but the consequences, the 
DEMORALISING coDscquenccs, of anti-moral principles, 
and anti-moral preaching; and these, if he wishes it, be 
shall have. 

I bold s Evangelical Principles* as sacred as him¬ 
self; and my clerical life has been spent in enforcing 
them, under the awful impression of u /Foe unto me, if 
I preach not the Gospel.* ^ 

But these principles I have not learned in the school, 

I confess, of Thomas Scott, or Tliomas Aquinas, or any 
other a great» man—« great* in your (Correspondent’s 
opinion: I haveno teacher but a Christ and his Apostles,* 
and no a Evangelical principles* but such as 1 find in 
the (loly Word of (lod. 

If 1 liave spoken with disrespect of the * great» Scott, 
as he is called, I spoke as I thought it my duty to do; 
hecaiisc u he appeared to me to take every opportunity 
to hitch inn his human system in the face of the plainest 
texts of the w'obd of Gnn. I spoke with reverence of 
an excellent lady and eloquent writer, * because in all 
those writings, through a long life, she ajtpcars to me 
never to linic a system to «< hitch in ;» and never, like 
those of whom 1 spoke, separated Chbistian duties 
from (Christian faith! and may lie, whom she has 
f.iithfuUy so served through life, he with her when that 
life is passing away. 

Now, Sir, you have my reasons lor speaking without 
R'Specl of one, and tny reasons for speaking with reve¬ 
rence and affection of the other: for h lillle-mindcdn as 
your Cot respondent may deem me, I have hailed that 
man as a Christian and brother, to wliatcver sect or 
denomination he may belong, who, having no liuman 
system (u support, so writes, and so lives, that we may 
see «< his good works, and glorify our Father which is in 
Heaven !>' 

Upon different views of w Fimn^e/icn/Principles^ my 
motto has been always that of a far greater human 
authority than the • Scott* — 

Id nBui‘iiiiui’H)i, naitaa, in Hubiis, libcrtas, in oiunilttii, i barilsi. 

ItteLAVCTHUV. 

But this docs not, and ought not to prevent iny giv¬ 
ing iny opinions upon that system of anti'moral prin¬ 
ciples, which I most conscientiously believe to be one 
most effective cause of the increase of crimes. 

And now, let me ask ynur(«orrespondeiil,why should 
the manly avowal of these sentiments he called by so 
harsh, and so unjust a term, as > vilifying Evangelical 
Principles*^ I fear the injudicious ardour of your Cor- 
resi>ondent must tend to ■ vilify Evangelical Principles* 
far more than any thing tliat 1 have said, in Poem or 
Notes. What! arc Evangelical Principles to be vilified 
by cases of hypocrisy^ pious adultery, and praying fel¬ 
ony! Take care, you who are so sensitive when such 
crimes are mentioned, lest others, more * ]ittlo>niiodcd* * 
than myself, might think > the gall'd jmie winces* ! I 
bet me, however, seriously ask, according to • Evange¬ 
lical Principles,* are we to • strain at gnats and swal¬ 
low Camels* T to take the « tithe of ntfitC, anise, and 
cummin,* and to neglect the uiei^htier matters of the 
I^w? So, to * preach Faith, Faith, » that tfioueandj 

' Mrs lltoDab Uere. 
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may think Faitr ^uite enough, whether accompanied 
by « ('ood worksi) or not? According to « Evangelical 
Principled,» must wc denounce a Dance, and be 
on « envy, hatred, and all uncharitablcness* ? Must 
we denounce a Dance, as a dance, under wliatever regu¬ 
lations, when the fatlicr received his penitent prodigal 
son with ■ dancing'^" Must we denounce llic Dbama, 
when St Paul, writing to the Corinthians on a subject 
80 awful ns the Hesurrcclion from the Dead, quotes a 
line from the Grecian play-writer, Menander; and living 
nearly three years in Greece, where llic plays of Euri¬ 
pides (the Shakspqare of Greece, if aught earthly could 
rcsemhlc Sh.tkspeare), and the plays of Sophocles and 
Menander were constantly acted—yet never said one 
word against the sinfulness of the Dbama! 

Your Correspondent thinks it were well if I knew 
somewhat more of ■ Evangelical Piinciples"! Must I 
then learn my Evnngelicnl Principles from the inhu¬ 
man Calvin? or of him who schools me? Possibly I 
may know ns much as he docs of the u Evangelical Prin¬ 
ciples* of the New Testament; and, at all events, 1 shall 
consult that hoi.y book, and not Tracts or M.igarines! 

Living in themost friendly intercourse with Dissenters, 
ofvarious dcnomination.s,hononrcd by me hccause they 
dissent from coMScic?ice;—making no difference, in the 
Church I deem Apostolical, between a good man and 
sincere Clirisiian, by whatever name be may call him¬ 
self, or be called by others,—a member, from Its com¬ 
mencement, of that Society which distributes the//o/y 
without note or comment trust I may he al¬ 
lowed, wilhont offence to any, to express my opinions 
freely on « any commentn or comments on tluit Divine 
Code! 

1 f what I have ingenuously stated, be to « vilify Evan¬ 
gelical principles,n then 1 have vilified them; but if I 
liave sought truly and earnestly not to * vilify them,* 
but to exalt them as best I may in ttiis course of exist¬ 
ence, then, Sir, I shall leave others to judge between me 
and your Conespoudent. 

Upon the topic of *■ vilifying,» I must odd, if I had 
k vilified* a numerous body of excellent men, among 
Dissenters, as one whom your Correspondent thinks 
« great* lias « vilified* a great body of Clergymen,—to 
which vilifications,^ on one side, your Correspondent 
seems to make no objection;—if I liad so * reviled* ex¬ 
cellent men among the Dissenters, because they did nut 
agree with me in Scriptural views;—I know I sliould 
liave studied to little purpose, even to my grey hairs, llie 
unsophisticated • Word of Cod,* in which • revilers* 
are classed with * murderers.* 

I hope, therefore, the public will believe I have ■ re¬ 
viled* no man, nor any set of men, nor Evangelical 
PiUNCiPLSS, according to the Evangelists themselves; 
hut, being convinced that crimes have increased in con¬ 
sequence of anti-rnoral publications and preachments, 
I have manfully avowed this opinion, as 1 felt it my 
duty to God and man! 

• I am, Sir, etc. 

Wm. Lisle Bowles. 

P. S. I shall he most happy to find that what 1 had 
heard respecting the murderer Gillham was unfounded; 
but the rhapsody in the papers respecting his immediate 
reception into bliss, without a word of repentance, is 

* ItowUnd Hill's VllUgfS DtsloswM. 


1? 

suflicieiit to confirm my opinions of one of the causes 
of crimes 1 

X hear that « Evangelical Principles** are triumphant 
in their career, notwithstanding such efforts as mine! 

All my humble efforts arc for them. That they prevail 
universally on the Dench of liishopH who denies? but 
tills prevalence of piety, wanted no such testimony. As 
to the Judges, they, I am sure, will never be of any 
school wliicli, every Assize, furnishes the most revolting 
eases of human depravity! 

tlaviog explained my sentiments, 1 shall cuter into no 
future contests. The sentiments respecting parochial 

* k CtaiiCuIIcuI Prinriples.* Lest, in fuiurr, there slioiild lie any 
mistake, on a stilijucl ko Imporinni, n youmj ilentltwnn, tlvsigiiiiiing 
}iini<uir/'e/A«ni of a l.alloQO in taimbriJ;] 0 , and VumU of a maixi- 
fnLlurinty Town in WilUliirc, bus most fxind«st-RRdin;;ly inforoicd 
us, as far as our humblu inlelleris will permit us lu follow his r<'u> 
sonin(;<—which would, indeed, |i»//i<* Dims Srotus himself-wliiii 
true Ajiiislulii-ai, and Kviingidicul Principles ure!! an infuraialmii 
the more vnlunhio, when he desm'lic* hiiDi.Rlf as haring been once 
not inoi'u ciiliQhteovd than JUr XVarnur, to whom he (>iveu the hokt 
advice, giavcly infuraiiiii'him, llini •• tfn[;il, of years should ii‘ai.li 
wikdoni !*wbkb he, lo whom ibo advico is (;nen, may profit by 
or not. ' 

This youn,*; nan. very diflereiit from tlio youof; man of whom So¬ 
lomon bpenks, in iho -ih vcisn of the yih cbniilur of Pro'erhs, is 
duul>(lehs 118 emiiiuai for i.i Ansivt,, Oh for tpiriiunl lujht, for ho de- 
bl{'iiai<‘K himself iKellnw of a Holle'^e in Caiiihridf'o,* as welJ a* 
fVmre;an(l ne cauiiot hut heliuto that, at the illustrious sent of 
iirdileoiu'iil leiiriiini;, hib inaitiettttttical studios couirihutml to render 
liis ieaboaiii,'s bo little coniubed. Iioiides iho plemir^ ntsistnurc ho 
deiisus float faiuhei hnurieb. When ho iidds to tho inforisoiion of 
heiiif; Fellow of a <Jnllc(;e, tliu? ho is albO Curate of.i munurarturinfi 
town Ml Willshiro, ne should hope the Intimation would nut ho lost 
on our (;poil Uiblinp, who, of i-ournc, must lamcut tlioi suth team- 
hnj, and such superior ([Ills, ncivtiiipaoK d with suib modesty and 
chantj, sliould ho placeil—untlcr a iiusbell 1 For myself—hein;; iu 
darkness, and onmobily prayinQ tiotl I may so (xmiinuo, if this 
Bpeuinten bu KvaDQeliial li^ht—I can only say, in the lanQuago or 
poor (iowpor, ! 

Front such Apostles, oh ' ye milred Heads, 

I'ruscrvo ueit Citvai-n! 

Hut what do we learn from this Fellow ofa Collu{^, and opotAi/fc 
('nmtcl First; that Jesus (.hrist, k in whom nwti t the rt.iL>K(« of 
of the (iodh.'aJ bodily,* tUd not speak, to human Lomprebeusion, 
wrue pAi/ufy than tho Apostolic writers of ibo Epistles, for, uu- 
douhicdly, they spoke •> as the Spirit gave them uuiTanL*e \! (h) 
Secnodly; that as some ihiocs, in ibeso Epintlcs, njipesr to Mr 
Wnrnvr not quite to plain as they do to spirits—whopoaest that 
■ ligktt — 

——To which other men are Mind, 

As pigs aro said, to $ee, the wind (IFcniiaAi)— 

the reason Is obvious, ■ the Gospel is hii! to those that porlsh! !■ 
Ergo, Mr Warner is pronoum-ed, by this in/nUthte curate, to bo 
PFaisiM.v(> I’> Under this aaaiheiaa of this Apostolic fciiow ofa 
<^lie{p>, Mr. Warour cun only derive souiovery imperfect comfort, 
that he is iu tho same «oaduion of that Apostle, to whom bis 
.minster said, sFecd my sheop'.ti for this very Apostle himself says, 
speakiuti of tlio Epistles of St Paul, k In which are some tfaintfs hard 
to be vxuaasTuon !• Hut the consequence, to my understanding, is 
iiiuvltnldo: Tho rooton why Mr Warner does not And sumo things in 
the nposiolic Epistles, so plain at in the Gospel of Cbbiht, is be¬ 
cause be IS ranisiiiKti !! Truth being k bid to those that perish !• k 
Jurthrl, Si Peter is aMiivuED!!* 

By the same authority, we learn that kthe Lortl's Prayar,* 
wbirh some ignorant Christians have thought the most .PtBPECT 
PRAYEa,* la « lupeaiECT,* so prononoeeU by a bosa.v biixc ! I have 
loo high an opioion of siucero Chnsliaos, of aay dmomiBation, to 
suppose, except amoDg the most vnlgor end illitvrate, that they, for 
a moment, esseoi to these conclusions; but such ossortions bavo 
absolutely found defenders in periodical publications. 

(e) No one ever denied that tall Scripture was given by intpira- 
fiOH,a and that, therefore, the Epistles h«ve the seme euihority as the 
Gospels, but not the tame deamets. I sm not defeodiug Mr Warner, 
hut merely makiug a necaaeary dtaiinclion. 


morals in my Poem were not mhitched in,» but had 
naturally a place; the subject bein(» the inoialn of a 
parish of which my father was rector, compared with 
the state of morals as now exhibited, too often, in 
country parishes, as well as manufacturing towns 
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The following Extract of a better from Mr Warner, 
will enable the reader to form his own ofiininn con¬ 
cerning the vast accumulation of hunes in this (lave — 


• Tlie sagacity of Mr Jlcaril having detcciucl the ex¬ 
istence of the cavern, and his pciitcvcraiice effected 
precipitous descent into it; the ol)jects offered to Ins 
notice were of the most astonishing and p.iradoxica 
description—*iin antre vast,’ rude from the hand of 
Nature, of vaiioiis elevations, and hranchuig into seve¬ 
ral recesses; its floor o>erspr(Md a lingo iniiigletl 
mass of bone) and mnd. black c.iiih (or decomposed 
animal matter), nn<l sand from the Severn Sea, which 
flows about six miles to the norlhwaid of n.imseil til¬ 
lage. The quftntity of hones, and the mode by which 
they could be coiu'cycd to, and deposited in, the place 
they occupied, were points of equal difficulty to he 
explained: as the former amoiintcd to several waggon 
loads; and as no access to the cavern appeared to exist, 
except a fissure from above, uIIltIy inc.ipablo, from its 
narrow dimensions, of admitting the foiling in of any 
animal larger than a common sheep; whereas, it w.is 
cvirlent, that huge qiiadi'upcds, such as iiiiknown beasts 
of the ox tri!>e, beats, wolves, anti, probably^ b^.enas 
and tigers, bad perished in the rave. lint, though llie 
questions how aud lu/ten were unanswerable, this con¬ 
clusion was irresistibly forced upon the mind, hv the 
phenomena suhrnitled to (he eye.—that, as the recep¬ 
tacle was infinitely too small to conliiin such a crowd 
of animals in their living state, they must necessarily 
have occupied it in »ucccj«ien: one portion of Ihciii 
after another paying the debt of nature, and (leaving 
their hones only, as a memorial of their existence on 
the spot) tints making room in the caxern for a suc¬ 
ceeding set of inhahiianis, of similar ferocious habits to 
themselves. The difficulty, indeed, of the ingress of 
such beasts into the Cave did not long continue to be 
invincible; as Mr Beard discovered and cleared out, a 
lateral aperture in it, sufficiently inclining from the 
peipoDdictilar, and sufficiently large in its dimensions, 
to admit of the easy descent into this subterraneous 
ipartment of one of its unwieldy tenants, though loaded 
iviih its prey. 

K From the circumstances premised, you will, pro- 
rably, anticipate my thoughts on these remarkable plie- 
lomena; if not, they are as follow:—T consider the 
Cavern to have l)ccn formed at the period of the ori- 
final deposition and consolidation of llie matter con- 
>tituting the mountain limestone in which it U found; 
fossibly, by the agency of some clastic gas, imprisoned 
n the mass, whicli prevented the approximation of its 
■articles to each other; or, by some unaccountable in- 
erniption to the operation of the usual laws of its crys- 
ilUzation;—that, for a long succession of ages anterior 
> the deluge, and previously to man's inhabiting the 
alder regions of the earth, Bamwell Gave had been 
Aabited by successive generations of beaste of prey; 
'hich, as hunger dictated, issued from their den, pur¬ 


sued, and slaughtered the gregarious animals, or wilder 
quadrupeds, in its neighbourhood, and dragged them 
eitlicr bodily or piecemeal, to this retreat, in order to 
feast upon them at leisure, and undisturlMidthat, the 
bottom of the (*avei'n thus became a kind of cbamcl- 
tioiisc, of viiiiuiis and iinuuinhcrcd beasts;—that, this 
scene of excursive carnage continued till ‘the Flood 
came,’ hlmding ‘ the oppressor with the oppressed,’ and 
mixing llic hideous/lririiimre of the den with a quan¬ 
tity of extraneous in.itter, brought from the adjoining 
shnie, and subjacent lands, by llic waters of the deluge, 
whieli rolled, surging (as Kirwau imagines), from tlie 
North-western qu.irtcr;—that, previously to this total 
I siibmer>ioii,,is the flood increased on the lower grounds, 
the aniin.'ils which fed upon them ascended the heights 
of 3leiidip, to escape impending death; and, willi panic, 
rushed (.IS inuny as could gain entrance) into this 
dwelliiqj-placc of their worst nncinios;—that, niiinhor- 
less birds also, tcriificd by the elemental tumult, flew 
into the same den, as a ])lacc of temporary refuge 
that, ilie interior of the cavern was speedily filled by 
the roaring deluge, whose waters, dashing and criislimg 
the various substances which they embraced, against 
the rnggcil rocks, or .igainsteacii other, and eoniiiiiiing 
this violent and incessant action for at least three months, 
at length tore asunder every coiyieeled form, separated 
cNcry skeleton, and produced that eonfiisiou of sub¬ 
stances, that scene of disjecta wieiuira, that mixture 
aud disjunction of hones, whieli W'ere app.irent on the 
fir.st inspection of the caxcrn, and whicli are now visi¬ 
ble in that part of it, whicli lias been hitherto uu- 
toiiclied.* 


Bespcciing the language of tlie Poem, I had nearly 
orgoiien one remark. Jn almost all (lie local poems I 
lave read, there is generallyacoiifusion of the following 
nature. A local descriptive poem must consist, first, of 
the graphic view of the scenery around the spot from 
whence the view is taken; and, secondly, of the reflec¬ 
tions and Feelings w-liicli that view may be supposed to 
excite. The feelings of the heart naturally ussoelalo 
themselves with the idea of the tones of the supposed 
poetical harp; but external scenes arc the province of 
the pencil^ for ih'* harp cannot paint woods and liilLs, 
and, therefore, in almost all descriptive poems, the 
pencil and the lyre clash. Hence, in one page, the 
poet speaks of his lyre, and in the next, when he Icsivcs 
feelings to paint to the eye, before the liarp is out of the 
hand, he (urns to the pencil! This fault is almost Ine¬ 
vitable; the reader, therefore, will sec in (he first page 
of this poem, (hat (he graphic pencil I assumed, when 
the tones of the harp were inappropriate. 

1 feci that 1 ought to make some apology to (he 
reader, for (he lightness of some of my Notes, particu¬ 
larly to tVie excellent Prelate, to whom the poem is 
inscribed; but it will be recollected, the poem is on 
■ Days Departed," and a few incidental anecdotes, relat¬ 
ing to that period of my life, will, I trust, be pardoned. 


To the religious sentiments, and characteristic sketches, 
my name is given. I deeply regret to have heard, that 
any respectable individual could have so far mis¬ 
understood me, as to apply any of the general portraits 
of clerical character, seen every day, to themselves, as if* 
they exclaimed, 1 am this ■ anti-moral clergyman;* f 
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urn thiff « drawling doctor;» I am tliis « haff jockey 
and half dork!* I therefore, again, most solemnly 
declare, I neither had, nor have, any particular character 
in view; but merely sketched such general characters 
ns arc very commonly met with, hittlo should I expect 
any rlnnde.stiiic or unmanly attacks on this account, 
which, if they manifest any thing, manifest only the 
truth and justice of the general remarks. 

Having, in the first edition, observed, that I disclaimed 
all personalities, except of the « riders of the clock,* at 
Wells, will it he believed that it lias been s.iid, I had in 
view an amiable i^nd excellent Prelate of our Church^ 
1 might well disdain to make the Iciott reply. 


DAYS DEPARTED; 


OH, HANWIXL IJILL. 
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PART I. 

INTRODUCTION—GRNKRAL VlRw—CAVE—ASCENT—TIRW— 
STEEP HOLMS—PLAT HOLMS—SEA. 

Ip, gazing from this eminence, 1 wake. 

With thronging thniighU, the harp of poesy 

Once more, ere night descend—haply, with tones 

Fainter, and haply with a long farewell; | 

If—looking hack upon the lengthen'd way 

My feet liave trod, since, long ago, I left 

Those well-known shores, and when mine eyes areHIl’d 

W’ltli tears,—I take the pencil in its turn, 

And shading light the landscape spread below, 

So smilingly beguile those starting tears— 

Something—the feelings of the human heart— 
Somciliiug, tlie scene itself, and something more— 

A wish to gratify one gen'rous mind— 

May plead for p.trdon :— 

To this spot I came 

To view the dark memorials of a world * 

Perish’d at the Almighty’s voice, and swept 
\Vith all its noise away ! Since then, iinmark'd. 

In that rude (^ave those dark memorials lay, 

And tuld no i.de ! 

Spirit of other times, 

Sad Shadow of the ancient world, come forth, 

Thou wiio hast slept four thousand years, awake!— 

Rise from the Cavern's last recess, and say. 

What giant cleft iu twain the neighbouring rocks, * 
Then slept for ages in vast Ogo’s Cave, ^ 

And left them, rent and frowning, from that hour; 

Say, I'iUher, when the stern Archangel stood 
Above the tossing of the flood, what arm 
Shatter'd this mountain, and its hollow chasm 
Heap’d with tlie mute memorials of that doom* 

Spirit of other times, thou speakest not! 

Yet who could gaze a moment on that wreck 
OF desolation, but must pause to think 
Of the mutations of the Globe;—of Time, 

Hurrying to onward spoil;—of his own life, 

Swift passing, us the summer light, away; 

Of Him, who spoke, and (he dread storm went forth. 

The surge came, and the surge went back, and there— 
There—when the black abyss had ceased to roar. 

And wateni, shrinking from the rocks and hills, 

Slept ill the soiit.ary sunshine—there, 

The bones, that strew the inmost cavern, lay: 

And when forgotten centuries had pass’d, 

And the grey smoke went up from villages. 

And cities, with their tow’rs and temples, shone. 

And kingdoms rose and perish’d—there they lay! 

The crow sail’d o’er the spot, the villager 
Plodded to morning toil, yet undisturb’d 

* Tha roadar ia refairwl to Dr Backljnd'a nmt iniareattDQ R* 
luitralinna of ibeia rainoina of a former world. The Blahop of Baih 
auJ Wellahaa built a plctureiqueand oppropriate collage aear lb>* 
care, on tbe hill commanding thla fine vteir. 

* Tbe HlupendnuaUhtHldarilliffii, In the nvlghbonrbood. 

* Wookaj. Antrum Oyonit. 
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Tlre^' lay:—when lo !—as if but yesterday 

The Archantjers trump had thunder’d o’er the deep, 

The mighty shade of ages that are pass'd, 

Tow'rs into liglit! Say, Christian, is it true? 

That dim recess, that cavern, heap'd with bones, 

MVill echo to thy Bible! 

Rut awhile 

Here let me stand, and gaze upon tlic scene. 

That head-land, and those winding sniul*. jud mark 
The morning sunshine,—on tliat very shore 
Where once a child I wander’d—«Oh! return,* 

(1 sigh) ■ icturn a moment, days of youth. 

Of childhood,—oh, return!* How vain the thought, 
Vain as unmanly! yet the pensive Muse, 

(Tnblamcd, may dally with imaginings; 

For tliis wide view is like the scene of life, 

Once traversed o'er with carelessness and glee, 

And wc look back upon the vale of years. 

And hear remember'd voicc-s, and heliold, 

In blended colours, images and shades 
Long pass’d, now rising, as at Mcmuiy’s call, 

Again in softer light 

1 see llice not— 

Home of Illy infancy—I S(;c thee not, 

Thou Fane that standest on the hilt alone, < 

The homeward sailor’s sea-mark; but 1 view 
Brcciii Down beyond, and there, thy winding sands, 
Weston, and, far away, one wand’ring ship, 

Where stretches into mist the Severn Sea. 

There, mingled with the clouds, old Cimbria draws 
Its stealing line of mountains, lost in h.i^e; 

There, in mid-channel, sit tlie sister Holms, > 

Secure and tranquil, though (he tide's vast sweep, 

As it rides by, might almost seem to rive 
The deep foundations of the Earth again, 

Threat’fling, as once, resistless, to ascend 
In tempest to this height, to bury here 
Fresh'Weltering carcasses! 

But, lo, the Gave! 

Descend the steps, cut rudely in the rock, 

Cautious —The yawning vault is at our feet! 

Lcfeg caverns, winding within caverns, spread 
On either side their labyrinths—all dark, 

Save where the light falls gliriim’riiig on huge bones, 
III mingled multitudes. Ere yet wc ask 
Whose bones, and of ^hat animals they form’d 
The structure, when no human voice w.is heard 
In all this Isle; look upward to the roof 
That silent drips, and has for ages dripp’d, 

From wl.ich, like icicles, the stil.ictites 
Depend : then ask of the Geologist, 

I How Nature, vaulting the rude chamber, scoop’d 
I Us vast recesses; the Geologist 
Will talk of limestone rock—of stalactites, 

And oolites, and bornblendc, and grey wacke! 

With sounds almost as craggy as the rock 

0/ which lie speaks—Feldspar, and Gneis, and Schorl! 

But let us learn of this same Troglodyti*, ^ 

i < UpbPI Cburdi. 

* Fist and Steep Beloie. 

> Nr Heard, of Baowell, celleil ranlliarly -the Frofentor,* o 
I wboai I speak nilb respect, itoaUnff be will forflire ihik kcmkI 

I baawsred s«ile. 


Who guides us throiigli the winding labyrinth, 

The erudite ■> Ihiuvasson* of the Cave, 

Not of the Gollcge—Sfagyrite of hones 
He leads, with flick'ring candle, through the heaps 
Himself has piled, and placed in various forms, 
Grotesque arrangement, while the cave itself 
Seems but Jiis element of breathing! ■ Look !— 

This* iiuMKREiis * is (hat of the wild ox ! !• 

The very candle, as willi sympathy, 

Flares, while he speaks—in glimm'rlng wonderment! 

But who can mark these visible remains, 

Nor pause to think how awful, and how (rue, 

The dread event (hey speak! What monuments 
Hath man, since (ben, (lie Lord—(lie Kmmct—raised 
On earth ! He hath biiilr pyramids, and said, 

H Stand tiikhp !» and in their soliliide they stood, 
Whilst—like the camel's sliadow, on the sands 
Di-ncalli tlicm—years and ages pass'd. He s.iid, 
u Mr NiME SHALL NEvfcR DIR !»> aiid like the God 
Of Silence, ' with his finger on his lip. 

Oblivion mock’d, then pointed to a tomb, 

’JMid vast am! winding vaults— without a name. 
Wliere art thou, Thehcb? The chambers of the dead 
Echo, u BsiioLn!» and twice ten thousand men, 

Ev’n in their march of rapine, and of blood, 
Involuntary halted, * at the sight 
Of lliy in.ijesiic wreck, for many a league— 
Sphynxes, coloss.tl fanes, and obelisks— 

Pale in the morning stin ! Ainhilion sigh’d, 

A moniciu, and pass'd on. In this rude Isle, 

The Druid altars ftuwn’d; and still they stand, 

As silent as the harrows at their feet. 

Yet tell the same stern tale. Soldier ok Bome, 

Art (liou come hither, to this land n*mo(c, 

Hid in the ocean-waste? Tliy cliaiiot wheels 
Uung on that road below! ^ (i)—(ioborts, and turms, 
With iheir centiiiions, in long file, appear, 

Their golden eagles glitt'ring to the sun, 

O'er the last line of spears; and stand.ird-flags 
Wave, and the trumpets sounding to • advance,» 

And shields, and belin.s, and crests, and chariots, mark 
The glorious march of Oesar's soldiery. 

Firing (he grey ii-irizon !— They ark pass’d! 

And, like a gtcaiii of glory, perishing, 

Leave but a name behind!—So passes man, 

An armed spectre o’er a field of blood, 

And vanishes!—^and other armed shades 
Passhy, red battle hurtling as they pass. 

The &ixon Kings have strew'd their palaces 
From Thames to Tyne. But, lo! the sceptre shakes: 
I'he Dane, remorseless as the hurricane 
That sw'ccps his native cHfhi, harries the land! 

What terror strode before bis track of blood I 
What liamicts mourn’d his desultory march, 

When on the circling hills, along the sea, 

The beacon-flame shone nightly! He has pass’d ! 
Now frowns the Norinau Victor on his throne. 

And every cottage shrouds its lonely fire, 

As the sad curfew sounds. Yet Piety, 

With new-inspiring energies, awoke, 

An ampler polity: in woody vales, 

In unfrequented wilds, and forest-glcoh, 

i ' Efj^piiSD God of Silence. 

! 3 Unit of lliu Freoeb army oi tbo elolit of ihu i-uina. 

! ' The Ronao wuy paui>« Immvdiatoly undfi R nwell. 
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The tow*rs of the sc(|ueftter’(l Abbey shone. 

As when the pinnacles of Glaslon-Fane 
First met the mornint; Jitfi*** Tlic Parish-Oiurch, 

Then too, exulting o’er the ruder cross, 

Up-sprunt;, till soon llie distant village peal 
Flings out its music, where the tap'ring spire 
Adds a new pictura to the shelter'd vale. 

Uphill, thy rock, where sits the lonely church, 

Above the sands—seems, like the chronicler 
Of other times, there left, to tell the tale! 

But issuing from the Cave—look round—behold 
How proudly the majestic Severn rides 
On to the Sea,—how gloriously in light 
It rides ! Along this solitary ridge— 

Where smiles, hut rare, the blue Campanula, 

Among the thistles, and grey stones, that peep 
Through the tliin licrhoge—to the highest point 
Of elevation, o’er the vale liclow, 

Slow let us climb. First, look upon that flow'r— 

The lowly lie.tib-bcll, smiling at niir feet. 

How beautiful it sitnlcs alone! The Poft’r, 

That hade the great sea roar—that spread the Ileav’ns— 
That <‘aird the sun from darkness—dt'ck’d that llow'r, 
And bade it grace this bleak and barren hill. 
Iin.igination, in her playful mood, 

Might liken it to a poor vill igc maid, 
bowly, hut smiling in her lowliness, 

And dress’d so neatly, as if ev’ry day 
We re Sunday. And some luel.meholy Bard 
Might, idly iiiu<«iiig, thus discourse to it:— 

« Daughter of Stiiiiiner, who dost linger here, 

Decking the thistly turf, and arid hdU 
Unseen—let the majestic Dahlia 
Cliiicr, an I-anprcss, in lier hlaaoiiry 
Of beauty: let the sUilcly Lily shine, 

As snow-white as the breast of the proud Swan, 

S.iiling upon the blue lake silently, 

That lifte her tall ucek higiier as she views 
The shadow in the stream! Such ladies bright 
May reign unrivall’d, in their proud parterres I 
Thou woiildst not live with them; but if a voice, 

Fancy, in shaping mood, might give to thee, 

To (he forsaken Frimrosc, thou wouhlst say, 

* Gome, live with me, and we two will rejoice :— 

Nor want! company; for when the sea 
Shines in the silent moonlight, elves and fay's, 

Gentle and delicate as Ariel, 

That do their spirilings on tliese wild holts— 

Circle me in their dance, and sing such songs 
As human car ne'er heard !’•—Bui cease the strain, 

Lest Wisdom, and severer Truth, should chide. 

Behind that windmill, sailing round and round, 

Like days on days revolving—Blcadon lies, « (a) 

Where first 1 ponder'd on the grammar-lore— 

Sad as the Spelling-Book—beneath the roof 
Of its secluded Parsonage : Brcan Down 
Emerges o’er tlie edge of Uulton Dill, 

Just seen in paler light!—And Weston, there, 

Where I remember a few cottages 
Sprinkling die sand, uplifts its tow’r, and shines, 

' Bleadon Parionii(;fl, ihon inlisbiled by ibo Rov. Mr Normny. 
,Ao excylh'Ot Piirwouite-boaiB bB» boon l>y ‘bo pfeioni lo- 
cambent, tbe Rov. 0. Willisna. 1 matt be ollowsd to uxpren* iny 
(hsaks 10 lln WilUauii, UIu Rosera, tad Mri W. HoddlMtoD. 


As if in conscious beauty, o'er die scene. 

Andd have seen a far more welcome sight, 

The living line of population stream— 

Children, and village maids, and grey old men— 

Stream o'er the sands to church '—Such change lias been 
In die brief compass of one hast’ning life; 

And still dial rock—lh.it liglit—is to my eyes 

Familiar as those sister Isles, that sic 

In the mid-channel 1 Look, how calm they sit. 

As list’ning each to the tide’s rocking roar; 

Of different aspects!—This, abrupt and high. 

And desolate, and cold, and bleak, uplifts 

Its barren brow! Barren; but on its steep 1 

One native flow’r is seen—the Piony. 

One flow’r, which smiles, in sunshine or in storm. 

There sits ooinpanionle.s$, but yet not sad : 

Slie has no sister of the summer-field, 

None to rejoice with her when spring returns, 

None that, in sympathy, m.iy bend iu head, 

When ev'ning winds blow hollow o’er the rock, 
fn autumn's gloom!—So Virtue, a fair flow’r, j 

Rlooms on the rock of care, and though unseen, | 

So smiles in cold seclusion, while remote 
From the world’s flaunting fellowship, it wears. 

Like liermit Piety, one smile of peace. 

In Sickness, or in liealib, in joy or tears, 

III suinmer-dtys, or cold adversity; 

And still it feels lleav’n’s breulb, reviving, steal 

On us lone breast—feels llic warm blessedness ! 

Of IJcaven's own light about it, though its leaves | 

Are wet with ev'uing tears' I 

\ 

So smiles this flow’r; j 
And if, perchance, my lay has dwelt too long 
Upon one flower, which blooms in privacy, 

I may a pardon fiml from human hcarte, 

For such was my poor Mother! * 

Yonder Isle ’ 

Seems not so desolate, nor frowns aloof. 

As if from human kind. The Liglit-Iiousc there, 
Through the long winter night, shows its pale fire; 

And three forgotten graves mark the ru«*e spot; 

None knows of whom; Imtgravesof men who breathed, | 
And bore their part in life, and lookd to lie,!? n, j 

As man looks now They died .and left no name! j 

Fancy might think, amid the wilderness 
Of waves, they sought to hide from human eyes 
All mem’ry of their fortunes! Till the trump 
Of doom, they rest unknown ! But mark that liill— 
Where Kewvtoke seems to creep into the sea, 

Thy Abbey, Woodspring, rose. 3 (3) Wild is the spot, 

And there three mailed murderers retired. 

To the last point of land ! There they retired, ' 

And there they knelt upon the ground, and cried, 

» Bury us ’mid the waves, wliere none may know 
The whisper’d secret of a deed of blood !» 

.\o stone is o’er those graves:—iltc sullen tide, 

As it flows by and sounds along the shore. 

Seems rnoaningly to say, « Pray for tlicir souls!» 

Nor other ■> miserere* have they had 
At evu, nor other orison at morn. 

' OauKhier of Dr 6 r«y, sothor of Slemorla T«-cbalco, etc. rector of 
nintoii, JJonhemplOMhiro, and prebendary of St Puul •. 

> flat Holrnn. ^ , , 

» Tbe abbey wa« built by ibe detcendani* of Dccket • mur- 

dercra. 
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Thoa hast put on thy mildest look lo>day, 

Thou mtuhly Element! Solemn, and still. 

And motionless, and touch'd with softer light, 

And ^rithout noise, lies all thy long expanse. 

Thou seemest now as calm, as if a child 
Might dally with thy playfulness, and stand-- 
The weak winds lifting gently its light hair— 

Upon thy margin, watching one by one 

The long waves, breaking slow, with such a sound 

As Silence, in her dreamy mood, might love, 

When she more softly breathed, fearing a breath 
Might mar thy placidncss !— 

Oh I treachery!— 

So still, and like a giant in his strength 
Reposing, didst thou lie, when the fond Sire 
One moment look'd, and saw hU blithesome Boys, 
Gay, on the sands—one moment,—and llie next. 
Heart-stricken and bereft, by the same surge, 

Stood in his desolation,—for he look’d, 

And thought how he had bless'd them in their sleep, 
And, the next moment, they were borne .iwnv. 
Snatch'd hy the cirrling surge, and s<‘cn no more; 
While morning shone, and nut a ripple told 
Ilow terrible and dark a deed W'as done! • 

And so the seas were hush'd, and not a cloud 
Marr'd the pale moonlight, save that, here and there, 
Wand'ring far off, some feathery shreds were seen, 

As the sole orb, above the light-house, held 
Its course in loveliness; and not a sound 
Game from the distant deep, save that, at limes. 

Amid llic noise of human merriment, 

The ear might seem to catch a low faint moan, 

A boding sound, as of a dying dirge, 

From the sunk rocks, * while all was still beside. 

And every star seem'd iisi’nirig in its watch,— 

When the gay packet-bark, to Krin bound, 
Resounding with the laugh and song, went on! 

Look 1 she is gone! Oli! God, she is gone down, 
With her light-hearted company—gone down— 

And dll at once is still, save, on the mast, 

Just peering o’er the waters, the wild shrieks 
Of three, at times, are heard I They, when the dead 
Were round them, (loaiing on the moon-light wave— 
Kept there their dismal watch till morning dawn'd. 
And to llie living world again restored ! 


PART If. 


nSFLECnONS UN TUB MOBAL AND BBLIGIOUS STATB OF 
PABlSUKS, PAST AND PBBSSNT. 


A show'b, even while we gaze, steals o'er the scene, 
Shrouding it, and tlie sea-view U shut out, 

Save where, beyond the Holms, one thread of light 
Hangs, and a pale and sunny stream shoots on, 

O'er the dim vapoura, faint and far away, 

Like Hope's still light beyond the storms of Time. 
Come, let us rest awhile in this rude seat.— 

* This BOtt sfiktiDS BcciUeat occurred et Wettoa to ibe cltil- 
drsa of Cbsile* Bhos, Eeq.; nbo bee noet peUietiolly rocorJ- 
«d It* 

* fiillsd k the Vsivw,* their pecnlier aound. 


I was a rliild when first I heard the sound 
Of the great Sea I— 'T was night, and journeying far. 

We were belated on our road, 'mid scenes 
New and unknown,—a mother and her child, 

Now first in this wide world a wanderer:— 

My fiitlier came, the Pastor of ihc ChuiTh » 

That crowns the high-hill crest, above tlic sea; 

When, as the wheels went slow, and the still night 
Seem’d listening, a low murmur met the ear, 

Nut of the winds:—my mother soflly said, 

• l.isten! it is the Sea' ■ With breathless awe, 

I hoard the sound, and closer press'd her hand. 

Much of the sea, in infant wonderment, 

I oft hud heard, and of the shipwreck'd man, 

Who sees, on some lone isle, day after day. 

The sun sink, o'er the solitmlu of waves, 

Like Ousoe; and the tears would start afresh. 

Whene'er my Mother kiss'd my cheek, and told 
The story of (lint desolate wild man, 

And how the speaking bird, ^ when he return'd 
After long absence to his cave forlorn. 

Said, as in tones of human sympathy, 

> I'oor Robin Grusoe’.n 

Thoughts like these arose, 
When first I heard, at night, the distant sound, 

CiTcal Ocean, « of thy everlasting voleel* ^ 

Where the white Parsonage, among the trees, • 

Peep'd out,—(hat night 1 restless pass’d. uTlic seal* 
Fill’d all my thunglits; and when slow morning came, 
And the first siinhe.tm streak'd the window-pane, 

I rose unnoticed, and with stealthy jiace— 

Straggling along (he village green—exploriKl 
Alone my fearful but adventurous way; 

When, having turn’d the hedge-row, 1 behehl, 

Fur the first lime, thy glorious element, 

Old Ocean, glittering to the beams of morn. 

Stretching far off, and,westward, without bound, 

Amid tby sole dominion, rucking loud \ 

Shivering I stood, and tearful, and even now— 

When gathering years have mark'd my look—even now— 
T feel the deep impression of that hour, 

As but of ycsterd.'v! 

Spirit of Time, 

A moment pause, aud 1 will speak to thee! 

Dark clouds are round lliee; but lo! Memory waves 
Her wand,—the cloudn of Time disperse as now 
The rack disperses in our view, and light 
Steals out, while the gaunt phantom seems to drop 
His scythe!—Now, shadows of the past, distinct, 

Are thronging round; the voices of the dead 
Arc heard; and, !o! the very smoke goes up— 

For so it seems—from yonder tenement, 

Where leads the slender pathway to the door. 

Enter that small blue parlour: there sits one— 

A Female—and a child is in her arms; 

And one leans at her side, intent lo show 
A pictured book, and looks upon her fane; 

One, from die green, comes with a cowslip-ball,4 
And one,^ a hero sits sublime and horsed, 

Upon a rocking steed from Ranwell-fair,— 

* IlpblU. * Ilia Parrot. 

> Souiliof. * Three •iitera. 

* hr Ueory Bowlei, Pliyeiciin on ibe Siaff, buried ai Ma. 
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This, * drives his tiny wlieel-barrow, without, * 

On the green garden-Kward,—whilst one, * apart. 

Sighs o'er his holemu task—the Spelling-nook, 

Half moody, half in tears. Some lines of thought 
Are on that matron's hrow; yet placidness, 

Siicli as resign’d religion gives, is there, 

Mingled with siiduess; for who can behold, 

Without one stealing sigli, a progeny 
Of infants clustering round maternal knees, 

Nor feel some boding fears, how they may fare 
In the wide world, wlten they, who loved them must, 
Arc silent in their graves? 

Nay! pass not on, 

Till thou hast mark'd a book—the page turn’d down— 
M Night Thou(;h($ on Death and Immortalityja 
This hook, my Mother, in the weary hours 
Of life—in every care, in every joy— 

Was iliy companion; next to Ood's own Word, 

The book that l)ears t/ii5 nnme, ^ thou didst revere, 
heaving a stain of tears upon the page, 

Whose lessons, with a more emphatic truth, 

Toitcii'd thine own heart!— 

That heart has lung been still ’ 
But w^io is be,—of aspect more severe, 

Vft with a manly kindness in his mien,— 
lie who o'erluuks you sturdy labourer 
Delving the glebe*—my F.illier us he lived!— 

That I'aiher, and tliat Mother,—a earth to earth, 

And dust to dust,*—the inevitable doom 
Hath long rnnsigii’d!—And where is he, the Son, 
Whose futuie fate they ponder'd, with a sigh? 

Long, nor unprosperous, has been his way 
Through life’s liimultiioiis scenes, who, when a child, 
IM.iyM in that gaideri pltlfoiin in the sun; 

Or loiter’d o’er the common, and pnrsuetl 
The rolls among the sand-hills; or, intent 
On hardier enterprise, his pumpkin-ship, 

Nuw-rigg’d and liuoyant, with its tiny s.iii, 

Launch’d on the garden pond; or stretch’d his hand— 
At once forgetliiig all this gloiious toil— 

When (lie bright hullerlly came wandering by. 

But never will that day pass from his mind, 

When, scarcely breathing for delight—at Wells, 

He saw ilie Horsemen of the Clock 4 ride round. 

As if fur life: and aneieiit Blandifer, ^ ' 

Siiated aloft, like Hermes, in his chair, 

Com|)la<-ent as when first lie took his seat, 

Some hundred yearn ago—saw him lift up— 

As if old Time was cow’ring at his foot— 

^ulemn lift up his mace, and strike the bell, 

Himself for ever silent id his scut. 

How little thought 1 t/ten, the hour would come, 
When the loved Prelate of that beauteous fane, 

At whose command 1 sketeli, might placidly 
Smile on this picture, in my future verse. 

When Blandifer had struck so many horns 

* Chariot Dowlw, Eat;, of SUeflotbury. 

* Tbo Author. 

> Yuung’i «NI|Tt>tThounbu.> 

* Uock in tboCuibwIril. 

*^radltiooal ntmo of the Cloek-Image, seated In a ubalr auil 
stfAloB the lionra. 


For me, his poet, in this vale of years, 

Hihisclf unchanged and solemn as of yore! 

My Father was the pastor, and the friend 
Of all, who living then—the scene is closed— 

Now silent in thal rocky church-yard sleep 
The aged, and the young!—A vilLigc, then, 

Was not as villages are now. Tlie hind, 

Who delved, or > jocund drove his team afield,* 

Had then an independency of look, 

And he.iri; and, plodding in his lowly path, 

Disilain'd a parisli dole, content, though poor.» 

lie was the village monitor: he taught 

liis children to he good—and read their hook, 

And in the gallery took his Sunday place,— 
To-morrow, with the bcc, to work:— 

So pass'd 

His days of cheerful, independent, toil! 

And when the Pastor came that way—at eve, 

He had a ready present for the child, 

Who rend his hook the host;—and that poor child 
flemeinher’d it, when treading the same path 
In winch Ills father trod, he so grew up 
Contented, till old Time had blanch’d his locks. 

And he was borne—when the hell toll’d—to sleep 
In till- same chiirch-yaid where his father slept* 

His daughter walk'd content and innocent, 

As> lovely, in her lowly path:—She turn'd 
The liour-glass, while the humming wheel went round, 
Or went « a-Mayin|',* o'er the fields, in spring, 
iiCading her little brother, by the hand, 
xMung thevillage-lanc, and o’er the stile, 

To gatiier cowslips; and then, home again 
To turn her wheel, contented, through the day. 

Or, singing low, bend where her brother slept, 

Bucking the cradle, to * sweet William’s gravc!> > 

No lure could tempt her from the woodbine shed, 
Where she grew up, and folded first her hands 
In infant ]>iay’r; yet oft a tear would steal 
Down her young check, to iliink how desolate, 

That home would he when her poor mother died— 

Still praying that she ne’ei might cause a paiu, 
Undiitiful, to • bring down her grey hairs, 

Willi sorrow, to the grave!* 

Now mark this scene!— 
Tlie fiiniing Victory’s polluted .lir 
Has si.iijrd the coiintiy! Sc(‘ that rural nymph, 

All infant in her aims! She claims the dole 
Fi om tlic cold parish, which her faithless swain 
Denies: he stands aloof, willi clownish leer,— 

The constable, behind, witii sullen brow, 

Beckons the nimble clerk,—the Justice, grave, 

Turns from his book a moment, with a look 
Of pity, signs the warrant for her pay, 

A weekly eighteen-pence,—she, unabash'd, 

Slides from the room, and not a transient blush, 

Far loss th' accusing tear, is on her cheek! 

A different scene conics next:—That village maid 
Approaches timidly, yet beautiful; 

' See Mine excellest oburvailunt, moit feeiinsly and oioiiiJFntly 
c&praatK'd, in Ibe Bishop's bbarce, tba wliole of w hicb Is well worthy 
the perusal of ibo SiBtesman, as well as the Chrisiian. 

• Uldpalheiic ballad, published in Percy’s ■Bellquei.* 
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A tear is on her lids, when she looks down 
Upon her sleeping child. Her heart was won, 

The wedding-day was fix’d, the ring was bought! 

T is the sanio story—Colin was untrue I— 

He rain’d, and then left her to her fate. 

IMiyher—she has not a friend on earth, 

And that still tear speaks to all human hearts, 

But his whose cruelty and treachery 

Caused it to flow! ! So crime still follows crime— 

Ask we the causul—See, where those engines heave,* 
That spread their giant-arms o’er all the land! 

The wheel is silent in the vale! OJrl age. 

And youth are Icvell’d by one parish law! 

Ask why that maid, all day, toiU in the field, 

Associate with the rude and nhald clown, 

Kven in the shrinking pudency of youth■* 

To earn her loaf, and eat it hy hcrMlf. 

Parental love is smitten to the dust— 

Over a little smoke the ageil Sire 
Holds his pale hands—and the deserted hearth 
U cheerless as his heart;—but Piety 
Points to tbc Bible! Sbiit the hook again: 

The Banter is the roving Cospel now, 

And each bis own Apostle! Shut the book,— 

A locust-swarm of tracts darken its light. 

And choke Its ntt’ranee; while a Rjbol-rout 
Of mock-religionists—turn where we will— 

Have <lrown'd «■ the small still voire,* till Piety, 

Sick of the din, retires In pray alone. 

But though abused Religion, and the dole 
Of pauper pay, and vomiiarics huge 
Of smoke, are each a steam-engine of crime, 

Polluting, far and wide, the wholesome air. 

And witli'ring Life's green verdure iindeincatli, 

Full many a poor and lowly flower of want 
Has Education nursed, like a pure rill. 

Winding through desert glens, and Ivide it live 
To grace the cottage with its mantling sweets. 

There was a village girl—I knew her well, 

From five years old and upwards—all her friends 
Were dead, and she was to the workhouse left, 

And there a witness to such sounds profane 
As might turn virtue pale! When Sunday carnc, 
Assembled with the children of the poor, 

Upon the lawn of my own parsonage, 

She stood among them: they were taught to read 
In companies, and groups, upon the green, 

Each with its little book; licr lighrcd eyes 
Shone beautiful, where'er they turn’d; licr form 
Was graceful; but her book her sole delight! * 
Instructed thus, she wejit a serving-maid, 

Where fumed thenciglib'ringtown,—ah! who shall guide 
A friendless maid, so beautiful and young. 

From life’s contagions? But she liad been tauglit 
The duties of her bumble lot—to pray 
To God, and that one Ilcav'nly Father's eye 
Was over rich and poor! On Sunday night 
She read her Bible, turning still away 
From those who flock'd, inflaming and inflamed, 

* Msensuv— etc. No ihiakine waa will df>ny 
^ aeassiliy. pditicalty coaaiderod, of tboieyreataimi* ofnntiODal 
wealth, tkoagb tba effect nay bo felt amoag the paoper agrlnultoral 
labeerare. 

* A be^ eafled iba • Villase Vene,* to excite tho Ant feelingi 
of rellglee, trom coamea rani Insgery, waa wrlttea oa par|teie 
ter theM cblUaen. 


To nightly meetings; but she never closed 
Her eyes, or raisetl them to the light of morn, 

Without a pray’r to Him, who « bade the sun 
Go forth,* a giant, from his Eastern gate! 

No art, no bribe, could lure her steps astray 
From the plain path, and lessons she had learnt, 

A village child! She is a mother now, 

And lives to prove the blessings and the fruits 
Of moral duly, on the poorest child, 

When duly, and when solver Piety, 

Tmptessing the young heart, go hand in hand.' 

No villager was then a disputant 
In Ciilviniscic and contentious creeds; 

No p.ile mechanic, from a neighbouring sink 
Of steam, and rank debaueberv, and smoke. 

Crawl'd forth upon a Siinday-inorn—with looks 
S.7dd’ning the very sunshine—to instruct 
The parish poor in Kv.ingetic lore: 

To ic.tch them to cast off—* as filthy ragsn— 

• Good works'll and listen to such ministers. 

Who all (be suic) ■ an: worthy of their hire,* 

* Who only pre.ich for good of ihcir poor souls, 

That they may tarn 'from daikness iinlo light,' 

And—above .ill —fly, as the g.ites of Hell, 

Mor.ili(y ! ^ and Raal's siecple-liouse, 

>Micrc, without ‘heart-work,’ Doctor Litllcgrace 
Drones his dull reipiicm to the snoriii{' chakln^ 

True ; he who drawls his heartless homily 
For one day’s work, and plods, on wading stilts, 
Tlirniigli prosing par.igrapliH, with u Inference,* 
Methodically dull, as orlhoilox, 

Enforcing sagelVi th>>t * we all iinist die 

When (jod shall call*—Oh! what a pulpit-drone 

Is he I—Thu hltie-fly might as well preach u hum,* 

And « so conclude!)* 

Rut Kive me from tlie sight 
Of Ciiralc-fop, half jockey and half cicik, 

Tho tandem-driving Tommy of a town. 

Disdaining books, more learned in a horse. 

Impatient till September comes again. 

Eloquent only of * the pretty girl 

With wIiMin he d.inced last night!* Oh! such .i thing 

is worse liiaii the dull doctor, who performs 

Duly his stinted Ui.sk, and then to sleep, 

Till Sunday askiranother Homily, 

Ag.iin.st all innnvnlioiis of the age— 

; M.ad .Missionary zeal, and Bihle-Clubs, 

And Calvinists and Evangelicals! (4) 

Yes! Evangelicals! Oh! glorious word! 

Rut who deserves that awful n.amc? Not he, 

Who spits his puny Puritanic spite 
On harmless recreation : who reviles 
All who, majestic in their distant scorn, 

Bear on, in silence, their calm Christian course.4 

1 TbU exemplary yoeag wonaa livea ai Pickwick, In Ibe parUb 
of OvrsbiDi, luorrled to a reipectable carpeoter. Abe waa the flrit 
of Mr» Bowiea'a aebolara. 

* See ■ Pilftrioi'a Proffreaa.* 

* See Rowlaad Hill's alaaderona caricauiroa, called « Village 
Dlulojfoea.* 

« Solooop la at least ea wise at (lid Prynne aad hoegemit omw, 
aad Soloatoo ttya, ■ there la a time lo donee,* ibouQh Old Pryniio 
deelurea, that every atepln n dance ja o arvr to Hell! la fiict, to 
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lie only is the Evangelical, 

Who holds in equal scorn doi^mas and dreams, 

Tiie ShihholeUi of saintly Magazines, 

Deck’d with most grim and godly vi^iges; (5) 

The cobweb sophistry, or the dark code 
Of commentators, who, with loathsome track, 

Crawl o’er a text, or on the lucid page, 
flcMming with heavenly love and Cod’s own light, 

Sit, like a night-mare! > Soon a deadly mist 
Creeps o'er our eyes and heart, till angel forms 
Turn into hideous phantoms, mocking us, 

E’en when wc lopk for comfort at the spring 
And well of life, while dismal voices cry, 
uDeath!—Reprobation! Woe! eternal Woe!* 

lie only is the Evangelical, 

Who from the human commentary turns 
With tranquil scorn, and nearer to Ids heart 
Presses the Bible, till repentant tears, 

In silence, wet Ids cheek, and new-born faith, 

And hope, and charity with radiant smile. 

Visit his heart,—all pointing to the Cross. 

He only is the KvangcHcal, 

Who, with eyes fix’d upon that spectacle, 

■ (Christ and him crucified,» with aident hope. 

And holier feelings, lifts his thoughts from Eartli, 

And rrif's, My l''atlier!« Meantime, his whole heart 
Is on (iod’s Word : he preaches « Faith,* and ■ Hope,* 
An<l •Chanty,*—• these three,* and not ■ that one!* — 
And ■ Charity,* the greatest of • tliese lhice!>>^ 

Give me an Evangelical like this! Rut now, 

The blackest crimes, in tract-religion’s code, 

Are moral virtues!—Sparc the prodigal,— 
lie may .twake when God shall <«call,* hut Hell, 

Roll ihy avenging flames, to swallow up 
The son, who never left his father’s home, 
best lie should trust to morals when he dies! (0) 
bet him not lay the unction to his soul, 

That his upbraiding conscience tells no tale 
At that dread hour—hid him confess his sin, 

TIic greatest that, with humble hope, he looks 
Rack on a well-spent life! Ri<l him confess 
That lie hath broken all God's holy laws,— 

In vain hath he done justly,—loved, in vain, 

Mercy, and hath walk’d humbly with lus God! 

These are mere works!—hut f.iilh is cv’ry thing, 

And all in all! The Christian code contains 
No, • if,* or » hut!* 3 I.ut uhernacles ring, 

And churches too,^ with sanctimonious strains 

tnak« inuocuni ihiog*. or lho*« whicti srn only iririou* in tlioir , 
aliune, criminol, U thuiar«*t way to injk«rWm» innocent. | 

^ Tlie last, wbiih no (^britiiau can miiaDderiianU. ■ Goo is mot 1 
willinc." is lurDfld, by oUborate Jesuitical sophistry, to •Gun w , 
wiLiisc,* by ODO ■ Matter In Israel.* So that, in fact, tbo Al- | 
migliiy lOyinif •no,* when he sboiilJ hare said «vrs,» did not | 
«kiiow what be meaol, till iweh a topkitlieai blaspheuior set him | 
rifthi \ To such lonyih does an adherenco to procouceived GaUioism | 
lead the mind. 

* •And DOW ahideib Fnilb, Hope, and Charily —tuibk THaia! 
but tbe ciiRAtaiT of these is Cmsbitt.*—S r Pav/. 

* Literally tbe e<preBsioB of Hawker, the apcislle of ibousands 
Bud thousands. 1 speak of the obvious Inferonce draws from such 
eipretsions, and this dariuR denial of the very words of his Master: 

■ Happy are ye, ' ir’ ye ita them !■—Ciiaiav. ■ Pur in vain,* etc. 

* I fear masy chsrches have more to answer for tbon laker- 
uaeln. 


I Baneful as these; and let such strains be heard 
Through half the land; and can we shut our eyes, 

And sadly wondering, ask the cause of crimes, 

When InKdelity stands low'ring here, 

With open scorn, and such a code as this, 

So baneful, withers half the charities 

Of human hearts?—Oh I dear is Mercy’s voice | 

To man, a mourner in the vale of sin 

And death ; how dear the still small voice of Faith, 

That bids him raise his look beyond the clouds 
That hang o’er this dim earth; but he who tears 
Faith from her Ilcav'nly sisterhood, denies 
The Gospel, and turns trailor to the cause 
lie has engaged to plead. Come, Faith, and Hope, 

And Charity! how dear to the sad heart. 

The consolations and the glorious views, 

That animate the Christian, in his course! 

But save, oh I save me from the tract-mad Miss, 

Who trots to evei'y Retliel-cluh, and broods 
O’er some black Missionary’s moustrotis tale. 

Reckless of want around her! 

But the Priest, 

Who deems tlic almighty frowns upon his Throne, 
Because two pair of harmless Dow.ngers, 

Wliose life li.is pass’d without a stain, beguile 

An ev’ning hour with cards,—who deems (hat Hell 

Burns fiercer for a Sarabandthat thou— 

Thon,iTiy 8 woetSlmkspeare—thou, whose touch awakes 

The inmost heart of virtuous Sympathy 

Thou, oh! divinest poet, at whose voice 

Sad Pity weeps, or guilty Terror drops 

The blood-staiu’d dagger from his palsied hand,— 

That Thou art pander to the crutimtil' 

Ho, who thus edifies his Christian flock 
Moves—more than ev’n the Reiliul-trotting Miss— 

Bly pity, my aversion, and iny scorn. 

• Cry .iloiid !*—speak in thunder to the soul 
That sleeps in sin! Il.irrow the inmost heart 
Of murderous intent, till dew-drops stand ( 7 ) 

Upon his haggard brow! Call Oon<«ciciice up, 
bike a stern spectre, whose dim finger points 
To dark mistlecds of yore! Wither the arm 
Of the oppressor, at wliose feet the slave 
Crouches, and pleading lifts his fetter’d hands! 

Thou violator of the innocent. 

Hide thee! Hence! hide dice in the deepest cave, 

From man's indignant sight’ Thou Hypocrite, 

Trample in dust thy musk, nor cry uFaith—Faith,» 
Making it but a hollow tinkling sound, 

That sliis not the foul heart! Horrible wretch, 

Look not upon the face of that sweet child, 

With thoughts which licll would tremble to conceive! * 
Oh shallow, and oh senseless!—in a world 
W'licre rank offences turn the good man pale— 

Who leave the Christian’s sternest code, to vent 
Their petty ire on petty trespasses— 

If trespasses they are—when the wide world 
Groans with the burden of offence; when crimes 
Stalk on, with front defying, o’er the land, 

W^hilst, her own cause betraying, Christian zeal 
, Thus * swallows camels, straining at a gnat!!* 

I * Alnost every eulte produces horriblu cases of this kind, end of 
InfeBtlcide, chiefly from a particular clau of relitfionists, whose 
j creed is, thatChrisiiiaitv eoataini no *{f,* or ■ but** 
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Therefore, without a comment, or a note, 

We love the Bible, (8) and we prize the more 
The spirit of 4t5 pure unspotted page, 

As pure from llic infections breath, that stains, 

Like a foul fume, its hallow'd light, wc hail 
The radiant car of Heav'n, amidst the clouds 
Of mortal darkness, and of human mist, 

Sole, as the Sun in Heav’n! 

Oh! whilst tlie car 

Of God's own glory roll.s along in hght, 

We join the loud song of tlic Oliristiun host 
(All puny systems shrinking from the bla^c). 

« Hosannah, to the car of light! Boll on I 
Satdanna's > rocks have echo’d to the hymns 
Of Faith, and Hope, and Charity I Holl on! 

Till the wild wastes of inmost Afiira, 

Where the long Niger's track is lost, respond, 

* Hosannah, to the car of light ’’ Boll on'— 

From realm to realm, from shore to faithcst shore, 

O’er dark Pagodas, and lingo Idol-Funos, 

That frown .ilong the (Janges’ farthest stream, 

Til] the poor widow, from the hiirning pile 
Starling, shall lift her hands to Heav'n, and weep 
That she has found a Saviour, and has heard 

The sounds of Cliristian love ’!»-Oh! horrible, 

The pile is smoking!—the bamboos he there, (9) 

That held her down when the last struggle shook 
The Itlazing pile!^ Hasten, oh’ car of light'. 

Alas' for suffling nature! Jaggernaiit, 

Arm’d, in his giant oar, goes also forth— 

Goes forth, amid his reil and reeling ])riests, 

While thousands gasp aud die hencath the wheels. 

As they go groaning on, 'mill cries, and d'ums, 

And Hashing cymlials, and delirious songs 
Of tinkling dancing'girls, and all tl:c rout 
Of frantic Superstition ! Turn away ! 

And is not Jaggernaiit himself with us,— 

Not only cold insidious sophistry, 

Gomes, blinking with its taper-fume, to light, 

If so he may, the Sun in the mid Heav’n I 

Not only blind and hideous blasphemy 

Scowls in his cloak, and mocks the glorious orh, 

Ascending, in its silence, o’er a world 

Of sin and sorrow,—but a hellish brood 

Of imps, and fiends, and phantoms, ape the form 

Of Godliness, till Godliness itself 

Seems but a painted monster, and a name 

For darker crimes; at whicli the shudd’ring heart 

Shrinks; while the ranting-rout, as they march on, 

Mock Heav'n, with hymns, till, sec—pale Belial^ 

Sighs o'er a filthy tract, and Moloch marks 
Willi gouts of blood—his brandish'd Magazine! 

Start, monster, from the dismal dream I Look up! 

Oh ! listen to the Apostolic voice, 

' I for^t iu wbtt Look of travel, I roed an account of a poor 
Hottentot, wbo beinQ brottQht bero, clothed, nod taugbl our ]dd« 
ggige, tfter a jeer or two was *eeo, every day till he died, un lomo 
brtdfle, mauerioff lobineelf, >11ome {^i, Suidenne.ii 

1 See Bubop fleber’i molt inleruetiDB Journal, who neatlont tbia 
clKMWtnaoe. Yet the Shaeter, or ihe Holy Book of ib« Hiodooe, 
tefe, ■ Mb ^ burnod, nolMt wiUlnjfjfSt-^Sca Hutet. 

* SonMi^'Intn ofp/ow adultery and mutder} None cAo 
S,ienr« nnat'ltt ielUve thceo tbing*, nolete be bee examined the 
Mack ealoMlW'of crisiee at ibe auizoe, aod {n<|uirui by what 
descriptiM^^plv ibe Boet horrible are too often oommiued. 


_ 

That, like a voice from TIcavn, proclaims, e to Faith ! 
Add virtue !« there is no mistaking here; i 

WJiilst mural Education, by the hand, 

Shall lead the children to the House of God— 

Nor sever Christian Faith from Christian Love. 

If we would see the fruits of charity, 

Look at th.it village group, and paint the scene. 
Surrounded hy a (dear and silent stream, 

here the swift trout shoots from the sudden ray, 

A run] mansion, 011 the level lawn, 

Uplifts Its ancient gables, whost* slant shade 
Is (Inwii, as wilh a line, front roof to porch, , 

Whilst all the rest is siiiishitie. O’er the trees 
In fiom, the viilagc-church, with pinnacles. 

And light grey tow’r, ap|>cars; while to the right, 

An ainpluthiMtrc of oaks extends 

Its sweep, till, tnore abrupt, a wooded knoll, 

Where once a cj.stlc frown’d, closes the scene. 

And see, .in inf.int troop, with flags .iiid drum, 

Are marching o’er that bridge, beneath the woods, 

On—to the table spiead upon the l.iwii, 
liaising their little hands when grace is said; 

Whilst she, who taught them to lift up their hearts 
In pray’f, and to « rememher, in their youth,» 

God, « their Creator,**—inittress of the scene 
(Whom I lemeniher once,'as yoiitig), looks on, 

Blessing tlieni in the silence of her lieHit. 

And we too blcis them. Oh! .away, away! 

Cant—heartless (lint, and that Economy, 

Cold, and inis-caH'd u I'oiitical !* ' away! 
la:t the bells ring—a Buiit.in luinx pale (10) 

To hear the festive sound : let the hells ring— 

A Christian loves them; and this holiday 
llcrncmlioi’s bun, wliile sighs unhidden steal, 

Of life’s departing, and departed, days, 

When he himself w.is young, and heard the bells, 

In unison with feelings of his heart— 

His first, pure, (!liristiaii feelings, hallowing 
The harinonious sound!— 

Aud, children, now rejoice,— 
Now—for the holidays of life are few; 

Nor let the lustK minstrel tune, in vain, 

The ci.ick'd churrh>viol, resonant, to-day, 

Of intith, though humhle! Let the fiddle scrape 
Its merriment, and let the joyons group 
Dance, in a round, for soon llie ills of life 
Will come! Lnough, if one day in llie year, 

If one brief day, of tills brief life, lie giv’n 
To mirth as innocent as yours! But lo! 

That ancient wom.in, leaning on her staff. 

Pale, on her crutch she rests one wither'd hand— 

One wither'd hand, which Gerard Douw might paint, 

Ev’n its blue veins! Andwhoisshel The Nurse 

Of the fair mistress of the scene: she led 

Her tottering steps in infancy,—she spelt 

The earliest lesson to her; and she now 

Leans from that open window, while she thinks, 

• When Summer comes again, the turf will lie 
On my cold breast,—but 1 rejoice to see 
My child, thus leading on the progeny 
Of her poor neighbours, in the peaceful path 

' S(M! tmoBCtt MtHCELLAVRor* PoBM», a PoHticsI BcoDomy, • 

Villon." 
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Of humble virtue! I sbnll be at rest. 

Perhaps, wlieii next they meet; but my last prayr 
Is with them, and the mistress of this home. 

* The innocent arc ([ay,'' gay as the lark 
That sings in morn's first sunshine; and why not? 
nut may tliey ne'er forget, as life steals on, 

In age, the lessons they have learnt in youth !• 

How false the charge, how foul the Ctilumny, 

On England's generous Aristocracy, 

That, wrapt in sordid, selfish apathy. 

They feel not fur the poor !— 

Ask is it true?— 

Lord of the whirling,wheels, the charge is false! ^— 

Ten thousand charities adorn the land. 

Beyond thy cold conception, from this source. 

What cottage child but has been neatly clad, 

And tauglit its earliest lesson, from their care? 

Witness that school-house, mantleil with fi'stoon 
Of various plants, which fancifully wreath 
Its window-mullions, and that rustic porch, 

Whence the low hitin of infant voices blend 
With airs of spring, without. Now, nil alive, 

The green sward rings with play, among the shrubs— 
Hush'd the long murmur of the morning task. 

Before the peusive matron's desk! 

But turn, 

And mark that aged widow! By her side 
Ik God's own Woid; and lo! the spectacles 
Arc yet upon the page. Her daughter kneels 
And prays bi^de her! Many years have shed 
Their snow $0 silently, and softly, down 
Upon Iicr licad, that Time, as if to gaze, 

Seems for a moment lo suspend his Bight 
Onward, in rcv'rencu to those few grey hairs, 

Tliut steal beneath her cap, white as that snow. 

Whilst the expiring lamp is kept alive, 

Thus feebly, by a duteous daughter’s love. 

Her hast faint pray’r, ere all is dark 011 earth. 

Will to the God of Heav'n ascend, for those 
Whose comforts smooth’d her silent bed. 

And Thou, 

W'ilncss, Elysian Tempe of Stourhead! 

Oh! not because, with blaud and gentle smile— 

Adding a radiance to the look of age, 

Like eve’s still light—thy liberal master spreads 
His letter’d treasures;—not, hecauae his search 
Has dived the Druid mound, illustrating 
IJis county's annals, and the monuments 
Of darkest ages;—not because his woods 
I Wave o’er the dripping cavern of Old Stour, 

Where classic temples gleam along the edge 
Of the clear waters, winding beautiful;— 

Oh! not because the works of breathing art, 

Of Poussin, lliibciis, Rembrandt, Gainsborough, 

^tai l, like creations, from tlic silent walls— 

To thee, this tribute of respect and love, 

• Oow|>er. 

* Tbu EnglUh Londiord lint been bold up lo obloquy, u eu- 
deUTOurlng 10 keep up (be price of corn, for bUown Mtdid loierost ; 
but root never teedf, ii only /o//oh>« ; and ibe uimORt a landlord an 
Ifet for bU apitat {• thim per oetii, ithoreai ibe lord of tihlrliac 
wbtfule Boint ihirty percent.—8 m Letter/, hg the Author, the Bath 
i'hranlelc, tlgttetl dp/feeta. 


Beloved, benevolent, and gen’rous Iloare, 

Grateful 1 pay;-but that, when thou art dead, 

(Late may it be!) the poor man'a tear will fell. 

And his voice falter, when he speaks of thec.» 

And witness thon, magnifircnt abode 
Where virtuous Kcn,» with hisgrey hairland shroud (11) 
Came, for a shelter from the world’s rode storm 
In his old age, leaving his palace-throne, 

Having no spot where he might lay his head, 

In all the earth!—Oh! witness thou, the seat 
Ofhisfim friend—his friend from school-boy days!— 
Oh! witness thou, if one who wanted bread 
Has not found shelter there; if one poor man 
Has been deserted in his liour of nc^; 

Or one poor child been left without a guide, 

A father, and instructor, and a friend. 

In Him, the Pastor, and distributor ^ 

Of bounties large, yet falling silently 

As dews on the cold turf! And, witness, thou, 

Marston ,4 the scat of my kind, honour’d friend— 

My kind and honour’d friend, from youthful days. 

Then wand'ring on the banks of Rhine, we saw 
Cities and spires, beneath the mountains blue. 

Gleaming; or vineyards creep from rock to rock; 

Or unknown castles hang, as if in clouds; 

Or heard the roaring of the cataract. 

Far off,^ beneath the dark defile or gloom 
Of ancient forests—till behold, in light, 

Foaming and flashing, with enormous sweep, 

Through the rent rocks—(where, o’er the mist of spray, 
The rainbow, like a fairy in her bow'r, 

Is sleeping wliilc it roars)—that volume vast. 

White, and with thunder’s deaf niog roar, comes down. 

Live long, live happy, till thy journey close, 

Calm, as the light of day! Yet witness, tliou, 

The scat of noble ancestry—the seat 
Of science, honour’d by the name of Boyle, (i a) 

Though many sorrows, since we met in youth, 

Have press’d tliy gcu’rous master's manly heart, 

Witness, the partner of his joys and griefs; 

Witness, the grateful tenantry—the home 
Of the poor man, the children of that school— 

Still warm benevolence sits smiling there. ^ 

And witness, the fair mansion, on the edge 
Of those chalk-liills, which from thy garden walk. 

Daily I see, whose gentle mistress droops? 

With her own griefs, yet never turn’d her look 
From others' sorrows,—on whose lids tlie tear 
Shines yet more lovely than the light of youth! 

And many a cottage-garden smiles, whose flow’rs 
Invite the music of the morning bed 
And many a fire-side has shot out, at eve. 

Its light upon the old man’s wither’d hand, 

And pallid cheek, from Oieir benevolence— 

* These lioM were wriUeo ai Stoarbead. 

* Dhbop of Batb aod Wells. Lord Weynoutb sod Ken were 
srboolfellows at Wiocbeitar, where, in my tine, Ken's Manaal of 
nonius was tbe first book pul into ibe bands of tho children. 

* Bev. Ur Skurray. 

* Tba seat of the Earl of Cork and Orrery. 

* At Sdiafflunson. 

" Let It not bo said, I have praised Lords and Ladies. I have 
spoken as wamiy of a poor parlsb girl. 

’ Mrs Haneago, Compton Uonso. 
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(Sad as is still tlie parish^pauper’s home)— 

Who shed around their patrimonial seats 
The li|rht of Heav'n^descending charity! 

And ev’ry feeling of the Christian heart 
Would rise accusinf;, could I pass, unsung, 

^ Thee/ fair as Charity's own form, who late 
Didst stand beneath the porch of that grey fane, 

, Soliciting > a mite of all who pass'd. 

With such a smile, as to refuse would seem 
To do a wrong to Charity herself. 

How many blessings, silent and unheard, 

The mistress of the lonely parsonage 
Dispenses, when she lakes her daily round 
Among the aged and the sick, whose prayei'S 
And blessings, arc tier only recotnpencc. 

Uow many pastors—hy cold obloquy 

And senseless hate reviled—tread the same path 

Of charity, in silence, taught by Him, 

Who was reviled, not to revile again; 

And leaving to a righteous God tlieir cause. 

Come, let us, with the pencil in our hand, 

Portray a character. What book is this? 

* Rector of Overton !n ^ I know him not; 

But well I know the Vicar, and a man 

More worthy of that name, and worthier still, 

To ''Iace a liigher station of our Church, 

None knows;—a friend and father to tlie poor, 

A scholar, unobtrusive, yet profound, 

« As e'er my conversation coped withal;» 

His piety unvarnished, but sincere.^ 

Killarney's Lake,^ and Scotia’s hills, ^ have heard 
His summer-wand*ring reed; nor on the (heme • 
Of hallow'd inspiration,? has his harp 
Been silent, though ten thousand jangling strings— 
For all arc poets in this land of song, 

And cvVy field chinks with its grasshopper— 

Have well-nigh drown'd the tones; but Poesy 
Mingles, at eventide, with many a mood 
Of stirring fancy, on his silent heart, 

When o’er those bleak and barren downs, in rain 
Or sunshine, where the giant Wansdike sweeps, 
Homewards he bends his solitary way. 

Live long!—and late may the old villager 
Look on thy Slone, amid llie church-yard grass, 
Bcmembcring years of kindness, and the tongue, 
Eloquent of his Maker, when he sat 
At Church, and heard tlic undivided code 
Of Apostolic trutli—of Hope, of Faith, 

Of Charity—the end and test of all. 

Livelong; and though I proudly might rccal 
Thu names of many friends—like thee, sincere. 

And pious, and in solitude, adorn’d 

With rare accomplishments, this grateful praise 

'Accept, congenial to the poet’s theme; 

For well ( know, haply when I am dead, 

And io my shroud, whene’er thy homeward path 

> Mrs llaiksM, of Conbom Hoate. 

* For ibe ■Society for Pronotlns ChrUtiio Kaowladge,* on 
whldi oocaakia • Sormoii wst pretched by tb« Author. 

> A book, Josi pabliibod, with this title. The Dnko of Usribo* 
■OBghlsoecTOAof Overtoo, nosr Marlborough. 

* Rev. CbsfiM Boylo, Vioor of Ororioo, Boor MavIborouQb. 

* IUll«f«e/,,e pessi. * Soodou. ’ Esod8s,BpoeB. 


Lies o’er those hills, and thou shalt cast a look 
Back on our garden-slope, and Dremhill tow'r, 

Thou wilt remember me, and many a day, 

There pass’d, iti converse, and sweet harmony. 

A truce to satire, and to harsh reproof. 

Severer ai^^umcnts, that have detain'd 

Tir unwilling Muse too long:—conic, while tlie clouds 

Work heavy, and the winds, at intervals, 

Pipe, and at inlcrvaU, sink in a sigh— 

As breathed o'er sounds and shadows of the past— 
Cli.'tnge we our style and measure, to yelate 
A village tale, of a poor Cornish maid. 

And of her pray'r-hook! It is sad, but true, 

And simply told—not in the lady phrase 
Of modish song—may touch some genllc heart, 

And wake nu interest, when description fails. 


PART III. 


THK SPECTRE AND PRAYRR-ROOK, A TALE OP A CORNISH 1 

MAID.' (l 3 ) I 


I uOn! shut the book, my Mary, shut the honk!* 

I So William cried, with wild and frantic look.— 

t 

} 

She whom he loved was in her shroud,—nor pain 
Nor grief shall visit her sad heart again. 

There is no sculptured tomb-stone at her head; 

No rude memorial marks her lowly bed: 

The village children, every holiday, 

Round the green turf, in summer sunshine play; 

And none, hut those now bending to the tomb, 
Uemember Mary, lovely in her bloom [ 

Yet oft the hoary swain, when autumn sighs 
Through the long grass, sees a dim form arise, 

Hying in sh.idowy moonlight to the brook, 
j Its wan lips moving, in its hand a book. 

So like a bruised flower, and in tlie pride 
Of yoiJili and : - auly, injured .Mary died. 

William some years survived, but years no trace 
Of his sick heart's dce]i anguish could erase. 

Still the dread 8|iectrc seem'd to rise, and, worse— 

Slill in his cars rung the app.illing curse, 

While still he cries, despair upon his look, t 

«< Oh! shut (hat book, my Mary, shut tliat book!» 

The sun is slowly wcst’ring now—and lo! 

How beautiful steals out the humid bow, 

A radiant arch—listen, whilst I relate 
, William’s dread judgment, and poor Mary’s fate. 

I 

\ 

I 

I think 1 see (be pine, that heavily 
Swaying, yet seems as for the dead to sigh. 

How many generations, since the day 

Of its green pride, have pass'd, like leaves, away; 

How many children of the hamlet played 
Uound its hoar trunk, who at its feet were laid, 

Wither'd and grey old men! In life’s first bloom, 

How many has it seen, borne to the tomb! 

* The exiraordiBary fiirt ujiab which ilili tale la fbaoded, Ihe 
reader will IlDdlii Hr Polwkele'a Uitioi y nfCorawall. 
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nut never oue »o )»unk in liopcIcMs woe 
As she, who lies in the cold grave below. 

Her Sabbath-book, from which at church she pray’d, 
Was her poor father’s, in that church-yard laid: 

For Mary grew, as beautiful in youth, 

As taught, at church, the lore of llcav'niy truth. 

What difPrent passions in her bosom strove, 

When first she heard the tale of village love! 

The youth whose voice then won her partial car, 

A y<>oinan'8 son, had pass’d his twentieth year; 

She scarce eighteen : her mother, with the care* 

Of boding age, oft wliisper’d, • Oh! hcwarc!> 

For William was a thouglitlcss youth, and wild, 

And like a colt unbroken, from a child: 

Ac length, if not to serious thoughts awake, 
lie came to church, at least, for Mary’s s<ike. 

Young Mary, while licr father was alive. 

Saw all things round the humble dwelling tlirivc: 

Her widow'd mother now was growing old. 

And, one by one, their worldly goods were sold : 

Mary rcmaiit'd, her mother’s lioi>c and pride 1 — 

How oft, when she was sleeping hy her side, 
lliat mother waked, and kiss’d her cheek, with tears, 
Praying for blessings on her future years,— 

When she, her inotlier, ev’ry trial o’er, 

Should rest in the cold grave, to grieve no more. 

Hut Mary to love's dream her heart resign’d, 

And gave to faiu-y nil her youthful mind. 

Shall 1 describe her?—Did’sl thou never mark 
A soft blue light, henualh cye-lashcs dark? 

Such was licr eyes’ soft light,—her chesnut hair, 

Light as she tripp'd, waved lighter to the air; 

hene’er, an eattlily Ariel, in the sun, 

To do her mother’s various bests, she run; 

Yet, witli her pray’r-book, when on Sunday drest, 

Her looks a sweet, hut lowly, grace express’d, 

As modest as the violet at her breast. 

Sometimes, all day hy her poor mothers side, 

She sat, and oft would turn, a tear to hide. 

Where winds the brook, by yonder bord'ring wood, 
Her mother's soliiary cottage stood. 

A few white pales, in front, fenced, from the road, 

The gardcD-pldt, and poor, hut neat, abode. 

Before the window, 'mid the fiow'rs of Springs 
A bee-hive hummed, whose bees were murmuring: 
Beneath an ivied bank, abrupt and high, 

A small clear well reflected bank and sky, 

In whose translucent mirror, smooth and still, 

From time to time, a small bird dipp'd its bill. 

Here the first blue-bell, and, of livelier hue, 

The daffodil and polyanthus grew. 

*T was Mary's care a jessamine to train, 

With smalt white blossoms round the window-pane: 

*A rustic wicket open’d to the meads, 

Where a scant path-way to the hamlet leads: 

Ami near, a water-wheel toil'd round and round, 
Dashing the o’erehot stream, with long continuous sound. 
Beyond, when the brief shnw'r had sailed away, 

The tap'ring spire shone out in sun-light grey; 

And o'er that mountain's northern point, to sight 
Stretching far on, the main-sea rolled in light. 


Enter—within, sec cv’ry thing how neat! 

One book I’lus open on the window-seat,— 

The spectacles arc on a leaf of Job: 

There, mark, a map of the terrestrial globe, 

And opposite, with its proUric stem, 

The Gliristiao's tree,' and New Jerusalem; 

Here, see a printed paper, to record 
A veritable ■ letter from our Lord :»> 

Two hooks are ou the window-ledge beneath, 

Tliu Book of Prayer, and Drcliocourt on Death : 

Some cowslips, in a cup of china placed, 

A painted shelf above the chimney graced : 

Grown, like its mistress, old—with linlf-sluit eyes, 

Save when, at limes, awaked by wand'ring flies, 

Tib, 3 in the sunshine of the casement, lies; 

'T was Spring-time now, with birds the garden rung, 

And Mary’s linnet at the window sung'. 

>Yltil8i in the air ilic vernal music floats, 

The cuckoo only joins his two sweet notes;! 

But those—oh listen, fur he sings more near— 

So musical, so mellow, and so clear, 

Not sweeter—where lliy mighty waters sweep, 

Missouri, through llie night of forests deep— 

Resounds, fiuin glade to glade, from rock to hill, 

While fervent iuirnionies the wild wood fill, 

The solitary note of > Whip poor-will !»5 
M iry’s old uiollicr slops her wheel to say, 
oTIie cuckoo! hark! how sweet lie sings to-day!'< 

It is not long—not long to Whitsuntide, 

And Mary then shall he a happy bride. 

On Sunday morn, when a .slant liglit was flung 
Upon the tow'r, and llie first peal was rung, 

^YlllialU and Mary smiling would repair, 

Ann link’d in arm, to the same house of pray'r. i 

u The hells will sound more merrily* (he cried. 

And gently pressed her hand) > at Whitsuntide;» 

She clicck’d the rising thoughts, and hung her head; 

And Mary, ere one year had pass’d—was dead! 

‘T was said, and many would the tale l>elieve, 

Her shrouded form was seen upon that eve,^ 

When, gliding through tlie churchyard, they appear— 
They, who sliall die witliin the comiug year. 

All pale, and strangely piteous, was her look. 

Her right hand was stretch’d out, wliicli held a book; 
O’er it her wet hair dripp’d,—w bile the moon cast 
A cold wan light, as in her shroud she passed! 

1 cannot My if this were so, but late. 

She went to Madern-stone, 7 to learn her fate: 

* Larf^a colonred pr’intt, Iq noit cottagM. 

■ Tba Icl(«r taid to b« written by our SsTlour to &tac Aglvarus, j 
(■•bcn in luooy cottagoi. 

* Tib, the cot. 

* The note* of the cockoo ore the only notei, onoiiff birds, execily 
accordion to the musical scale. The notes are ibtfifth, and major 
third, of the diatonic scale. 

* The a Whip-poor-will* Is a bird so called la Amerloa, from his 
utterinc those dLtiact soaads, ot inierTtls, amonn the vurlons 
wild harmonies of the forest.—See UtaTasii's Tr*»eU i» America. 

* InC^orawall. and la other coeotles remote from the metropolis, 
it is a popalar belief, that they who are to die In the coarse of the 

! year, appear, on the eve of Midsummer, liefore the lAorch porch. 
See an exquisite dramatic sketch on this subject, called ■ the Eve 
of St Mark,* la Blackwood. 

V Madem-sione, a Druldical monumeat la the villane of Madera, 
to which the coantry people often resort, to letro their fnture 
I destinies. 
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What there she heard ne’er came to human ears,_ 

But, from that hour, she oft was seen in tears. 

Hild Zephyr breathes,—-the butterfly more bright, 
Strays, wav ring, o’er the pates, in rainbow light; 

The lamb, the colt, the blackbird in tlie brake, 

Seem all the vernal feeling to partake; 

The lark sings high in air, itself unseen. 

The hasty swallow skims the village-green; 

And all things seem, to the full heart, to bring 
The blissful breathings of the world’s first spring. 

How lovely is the sunshine of H.iy-morn! 

The garden-bee has wound liis earliest horn, 

Busted from flower to flower, as he would say, 

■ Up! Mary! for it is the morn of May !• 

Now lads and lasses of the hamlet bore 
Branches of blossom’d tliorn or sycamore; * 

And at her mother’s porch a garland hung, 

While thus their rural roundelay they sung:— 

MAY SONG. 

w And we were up as soon as d.iy, '* 

To fetch the summer home, 

The summer and the May, 

For summer now is comc.< 

«In Modern vale the bell-flow'rs bloom,^ 

And wave to Zephyr’s breath : 

The cuckoo sings in Morval Coombe, 

Where nods the purple heath, i 

I 

I Come, dance around Glen-Astnn tree— 

We bring a garland guy. 

And M.iry of Guynear shall be 
Our Lady of the May.* 

But where is William ? Did he not declare, 
lie would be first, the blossom'd bough to bear! 

She will not join tlie train! and sec, llic flow'r 
She gathei^d, now is fading. Hour by hour, 

She watch’d the sunshine on llic thatch; again 
Her mother turns the hour-gLiss; now, the pane 
The west’ringsun has left—the long May-day, 

So Mary wore in liopes and fears away. 

Slow twilight steals—by the small garden-gate 
She stands,--a Oh ! William never came so late!» 

Her mother's voice is beard; • Good child, come in; 
Dream not of bliss on earth—it is a lin: 

Come, take the Bible down, my child, and read; 

Id sickness, and in sorrow, and in need,— 

By friends forsaken, and by fears oppress’d,— 

There, only, can the weary heart find rest!» 

Her thin hands, mark’d by many a wand'ring vein. 
Her mother turn’d the silent glass ^ again; 

The rush-light now is lit—the Bible read,— 

Tet, ere sad Mary can retire to bed, 

She listens!—Hark! no voice, no step she hears,— 

Go to thy bed to hide those bursting tears! 

I ' This is teTsrtibly the cesioa in Gorowsti.—See Polwbele, 

* PeiwiiUi. These are the first fonr lines of the rest song of 
the eensoD, wUchlsesUed ntbeFKny-toDgofBelstoDe.* Fnrryls, 

. pvoheblj, froM Feriss. 

* CuipenalaefeibtUrla, fidlis bedertciis. 

* Briee iseMfi^ eeawon le this pen of Cornwell. 


When tlie slow morning came, the tale was told, 

(Need it have been?) that William’s love was cold. 

But hope yet whispers, u Dry the accusing tear,— 

• VYhen Sunday comes, again he will be here!* 

And Sunday came, and struggling from a cloud. 

The sun shone bright—the bells were chiming loud — 
And lads and lasses in their best attire, 

Were tripping past—the youth, the child, the sire;— 
But William came not;—with a boding heart 
Poor Mary saw the Sunday crowd depart: 

And when her mother came, with kerchief clean, 

The la.st who totter’d homeward o'er the green; 

Mary, to hc.ir no more of peace on earth, 

Retired in silence to the lonely h&irth. 

Next day the tidings to the cottage came, 

Tliat William’s heart confess'd another flume: 

That, with the Bailiffs daughter he was seen. 

At the new Tabernacle on the green; 

That, cold and wayward falsehood—made him prove 

Alike a traitor to Iiis faitli and love. 

• • • • 

The bells are ringing,—it is Whitsuntide,— 

And there goes faithless William with liis bride. 

Turn from the sight, poor Mary !—Day hy day, 

The dread remembrance wore her heart away : 
Untimely sorrow s.)l upon her cheek, 

And her too trusting heart was left to break. 

Six melancholy months have slowly pass'd, 

And dark is beard November's hollow blast, 

Sometimes, with tearful moodiness she smiled, 

Then, still and placid look'd, as when a child. 

Or raised her eyes disconsolate and wild. 

Oft, as she stray'd the brook’s green marge along, 

She there would sing one sad and broken song '— 

Lay me where the Willows wave, ‘ 

In the cold moon-light; 

Shine upon my lowly grave, 

Sadlv, stars of night! 

I to you would fly for rest, 

But a stone—a stone— 

Lies like lead upon my bi-east, 

And ev’ry hope is flown. 

Lay me where the willows wave, 

In the cold moon-ligbt; 

Shine upon my lowly grave, 

Sadly, stars of niglit! 

Her mother said, ■ Thou shall not be confined, 

Poor maid—for thou art harmless, and thy mind 
The air may soothe, as fitfully it blows, 

Wliisp’ring forgetfulness, if not repose.* 

So Mary wander'd to the northern shore; * 

Tlicrc oft she heard the gaunt Tregagel roar ^ 

> The rhyihn of this loiif; Ii taken from • bnlled ■ moit niunical. 
noet melsocholy,* in the jial/i Trapedy, «Ley a ctrlanil on ny 
0rave.a 

* The bay of St Itoi. 

* Tregayel la n giant, whoaa toIob (according to ibo anperatition 
of th« country) ia heard among tha rocka conatantly precrilngand 
during n norm.—PoLWHai,a. 
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Among the rocks, and when the tempest blew, 

And, like the shivered foam, her long hair flew, 

And all the billowy space was tossing wide, 

■ Rock on! thou metancholy main,* slie cried, 

I love thy voice, oh, ever sounding sea, 

Nor heed this sad world, while i look on thee!* 

Then on the surge she gaz'd with vacant stare. 

Or tripping with wild fennel in her hair, ■ 

Sang merrily ; uOh! we must dry the tear, 

For Mah, the queen of fiiirirs, will be here,— 

William, she shall know all!>'—and tlien again 
Her ditty died into its first sad strain :— 

■ Lay me where the willows wave, 

' In the cold moon-liglit; 

I Shine upon my lowly grave, 

j Sadly, stars of night !'> 

I W'hcn home return'd, the trars ran down opacc; 

She look'd in silence in licr mother’s face; 

Then, starting up, wiili wilder aspect cried, 

■ How happy shall we be at Whitsuntide, 

Then, mother, I shall be a bride—a bride !n 

Ab ! some dire thought seems in licr breast to rise. 
Stern with tciriftc joy she rolls her eyes i 
Her mother heeded not,—nor when she took, 

With more inipaiicnt haste, her Sunday hook,— 

She heeded not—for age haddimm’tl her sight;— 

Her mother now is left alone :—’t is night,— 

■ Mary! poor Mary In hers.id mother cried, 

■ Mary! my Mary!*—but no voice replied. 

SECOND PAHT OF THE TALK OF A CORNISU MAIU. 

Next morn, Hgbt-hcnrted William pass’d along, 

And careless hnmm’d a desultory song. 

Bound to St Ives’ revel: * not a ray 

Yet streak’d the p.de d.tun of the dubious day! 

The sun is yet below llie hills, but look! 

There is tlie tow’r—tlic mill—the stile—the brook,— 
And there is M.)ry’s cottage! AU is still— 

Listen! no sound is heard but of the mill. 

'T is true, the toils of day are not begun, 

But Mary always rose before the sun. 

Still at the door, a Ie.Tfle8S relic now, 

Appear'd a remnant of the May-day hough; 

No hour-glass, in the window, tells the hours: 

Where is poor Mary? where licr book? her tlow'rs? 

Ah! was it fancy? as he pass’d along, 

He thought lie heard a spirit's feeble song 1 ^ 

Struck by the thrilling sound, he turn’d his look,— 
Hpon the ground there lay an open book,— 

One page was folded down:—Spirit of grace! 

See! there are soils, like tear-blots, on the place: 

, It is a pray'r-book!—soon these words be read : 

• Let him be desolate, and beg liis bread 

' Fenlculuai valfpiro, or wild fesool, common on ibo noribern 
ooaitof (Jornwsli. 

* Hovel !■ ■ country fair, 

* It It B common idea in Cornwall, that when any perion It 
drowned, the voice of bit tpirlt may bo beard by tboie wbo tirtt 
pau by. 

* Tba pattags folded down out the ivpih Pialm, iwmmonly 


Let there be none—not one on earth to bless,— 

Be Ills days few,—his children fatherless,— 

His wife a widow !—let there be no friend 
In his last moments mercy to extend!* 

It was a pray’r-hook he before had scon: 

Where ? when ? Once more, wild terror on his mien, 

Ho read the page« An outcast let him lie, 

And unlamcntcd ^nd forsaken die! 

When he has cltildrcn, may they pine away 

Before his sight,—his wife to grief a preyn- 

Ah I't is poor Mary's book! The very same. 

He read with her at church, and lo ! her name 

* The book of Mary Banks;— when this you see, 

: /hid / am dead and ^one—remember me!* 

I He trembles : mark!—the dew is on his brow :— 
j • The curMj is hers! he cried—I feci it now! 

I see already—ev’n at my right hand— 

I Dead Mary, ihy accusing spirit stand! 

I feel tliy deep, l.tst curse!* Then, wilU a cry, 

He hiink upon the earth in agony. 

Feebly he rose,—when, on the matted hair 
or a drown’d maid, and on her bosom bare, 

The sun shone out: how horrid, the first glance 
Of sun-light, on that alter'd countenance! 

The eyes were open, but though cold and dim, 

' Fix’d with accusingghasllincsson him! 

I • Merciful God!* with faltering voice he erics, 

* Hide me! oh, hide me from the sight! Those eyes 
1 'hey gKire on me! oh, hide me witli the dead! 

The curse—the deep curse rusts upon my head I* 

Aids, poor maid! ’t was frenzy fired thy breast, — 
Which prompted horrors not lo be express’d : 

Whilst ever at thy side the foul fiend stood, 

And, laughing, pointed to -tli’ oldivious flood. 

William, heart-stricken—to despair a prey, 
i^oon left tlie village, journeying far away. 

For, ns if Mary's ghost in judgment cried, 

Ilis wife, in the first pains of child-birth, died. 

Who has not heard, St Cuthberl, of thy well ? 

Perliaps the spirit may his fortunes tell. * 
lie dropp’d a pebble—mark! no bubble bright 
Comes from (lie bottom—turn away thy sight! 

He looks again : ■ Oli, God! those eyc-balls glare, 

How terribly! ah, smooth that matted liair,— 

Mary! dead Mary I ihy cold corse 1 sec 

Rise from the fountain I look not thus at me! 

i cannot bear the sight—that form—that look! 

Oil! shut the book, dear Mary, shut the book !• 

Meantime, poor Mary in the grave was laid;— 

Her lone and grey-hair’d mother wept and pray’d : 
Soon to the dust she follow'd; and unknown, 

There, they both rest without a name or stone. 

called • the ImpreoitiDg Plain.* I oitract the moil affectiog pai- 
lagei: 

■ Kay bli dayihefew.* 

• Let hii children be faiberleii, and hU wife a widow.* 

« Let ibere be none to extend mercy.* 

• Let (faelr name be blotted oat, becauie he ilayed even the 

broken In heart.* 

' The people of ibe coontry coiiinli the iplrlt of the well for (heir 
future deitiny, by dropping a pebble into it, itriking (ho ground, 
und other meihodi of divination, derived, no doubt, from the 
' Uruidi,—PuLwaii. 1 . 
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The villa(;c maids, wlio pass in summer by, 
sun Slop and say one pray’r, for charity! 

But what of William? ■ Hide me in the mine!* 

(He cried,) u the beams of day insultin(' shine! 

Earth’s very shadows are too i;ay, loo briuhl,— 

Hide me, for ever, in forgetful night!« 

In vainthat form, the cause of all his woes, 

More sternly terrihlc in darkness rose! 

Nearer he saw, with its pale waving lianil, 

The phantom in appalling sUllncss stand; 

The letters of the book shone ilirough the night. 

More blasting! « Hide, oh hide me fiom the sight! 
Ocean, to thee, and to tliy storms, I bring 
A heart, that not the mut.ic of the spiing. 

Nor summer piping on the rural plain. 

Shall ever wake to happiness again! 

Ocean, be mine,—wild as thy wastes, to roam 
From clime to clime!—Ocean, be thou my home!* 

Some say he died: here he was seen no more;— 

He went to sea; and oft, amid the roar 
Of tlic wild waters, starling from his sleep, 

He gazed upon Ihcwild tempestuous deep; 

When, slowly rising from the vessel's lee, 

A shape appear'd, which none besides could see; 

Then would he shriek, like one whom Ileav'ii forsook,— 
«Oh! shut the book, dear Mary, slmt the book !• 

In foreign lands, in darkness or in light. 

The same dread spectre stood before his sight; 

If slumber came his aching lids to close. 

Funereal forms in long procession rose. 

Sometimes he dream’d tliat cv'ry grief was pass’d, 

Mary, long lost on earth, is found at last; 

And now she smiled as when, in early life, 

She lived in hope, that she should he his wife; 

The maids are dress’d in while, and all arc gay, 

•For this—(he dreamt)—is Mary’s wedding-day! 

Then, wherefore sad? a chill comes o’er hissoul,— 

The sounds of mirth are hush’d; and hark! a toll!— 
A slow, deep toll; and lo! a sable train 
Of mourners, moving to the village fane. 

A coffin now is laid in lioly ground, 

That, heavily, returns a hollow sound, 

When the first earth upon its lid is thrown: 

That hollow sound now changes to a groan : 

While, rising with wan cheek, and dripping hair, 

And moving lips, and eyes of ghastly glare, 

The Spectre comes again ! It comes more near! 

'T is Mary! and that book with many a tear 
Is wet, which, with dim fingers, long and cold, 

He stes her to the glimmering moon unfold. 

And now her hand is laid upon his heart; 

I Gasping, he wakes—with a convulsive start. 

He gazes round ! Moonlight is on the tide— 

The pasbing keel is scarcely heard to glide,— 

Seel where the spectre goes: with frenzied look 
He shrieks again,« Oh ! Mary, shut the book I» 

Novr, to the ocean's verge the phantom Hies,— 

And bark ! far off, the lessening laughter dies. 

Tears pass'd away,—at night, or evening close, 
Faillt, and nore faint, th* accusing spectre rose. 

I 

Resiorii from 10*1, and perils of the main, 

Now WillUm treads his native land again. 


Near tlie Land’s End, upon the rudest shore, 

Whore, from the west, Atlantic surges roar. 

He lived, a lonely stranger, sad, but mild; 

All mark’d Ins sadness, chiefly when he smiled; 

Some competence he gain'd, hy years of toil: 

So, in a cottage, on his native soil. 

He dwelt, remote from crowds, nor told his tale 
To human car : he saw the white clouds sail 
Oft o’er the bay, * when suns of summer shone, 

Yet still he wnnilcr'd, muit'ring and alone. 

At night, when, like the tumult of the tide, 

Sinking to sad repose, .all trouble died, 

The Book of God was on his pillow laid, 

He vsept upon it, and in secret pray'd. 

He had no friend on earth, save one blue jay, > 
Wliirh, from the Mississippi, far away, 

O’er the All.inlic, to his native land 
He brought;—and this poor bird fed from liis hand. 
In the great w'orld there was not one beside 
For whom he cared, since his own mother died. 

Yet manly strength was his, for twenty years 
Weigh’d light upon his frame, llioiigU pass'd in te.us; 
His .ige not forty-two, and in his face, 

Of care, more than of age, appear’d the trice. 

Mary was scarce rcmcmhcr’il; by degrees. 

The sights and sounds of life began to please. 

Piuth was a widow*, who, in youtli, had known 
Griefs of the heart, and losses of her own. 

She—patient, mild, compassionate, and kind — 

First woke to human sympathies his mind, 
lie look'd affeelion.iiely, when her child 
Caress'd his biul, and then lie stood, and smiled. 

This widow and her child, almost unknown. 

Lived in a collage that adjoin’d his own. 

Her hiishand was a fisher,—one whose life 
Is finiight with tei ror to an anxious wife: 

Night after night, exposed upon the m.uii; 

Beturning, tired with toil, or drcncliM in rain, 

His g-iins, utU' rt.iin as his life,—he knows 
No si.iicd hours of lahoiir and repose. 

When others lo a cheerful home retire, 

And Ills wife sits before the ev’ning fire, 

He, rocking, in the dark tempestuous night, 

Haply, is thinking of that social light. 

Iliilh's husband left the bay,—the wind and rain 
Caine down,—the tempest swept the howling main 
The boat sunk in the storm, and he was found, 
Below the rocks of the dark Lizard, drown’d. 

Seven years had pass’d,—and after evening pray’r, 
To William's cottage Buth would oft repair. 

And with her little son would snnietimes stay, 
Listening lo tales of regions far away. 

The wond'ring boy loved of those scenes to hear; 

Of battles—of the roving buccaneer; 

Of the wild hunters, in the forcst-glen, 

And fires, and dauces of the savage men. 

I Bay of St Mtcbael'a Moant. 

* Tbe blue jay of ibe MiMluipl.—See Cu 

Msp, In Atala. 
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So William spoke of perils he had pass'd,— 

Of voices heard amid the roaring blast,— 

Of those, who, lonely and of hope bereft, 

Upon some melancholy rock are left, 

Who mark, despairing, at the close of day, 

Perhaps, some far-off vessel sail away: 

He spoke with pity of the land of slaves— 

And of the phantom-ship that rides the waves.« 

It comes! it comes! A meiaoeholy light 
Gleams from the prow upon the storm of night. 

'Tis here! 'tistliere! In vain tlie billows roll; 

It steers right on,—but not a living soul 
Is tliere, to guide its voyage through the dark. 

Or spread the sails of that terrific hark! 
lie spoke of vast sea-serpents, how they float 
For many a rood, or near some hurrying boat 
Lift lip their tall neck, witli a hissing sound, 

And questing turn tlieic hlood-shot cyc-bnlls round, 
fie spoke of sea-maids, on the desert rocks, 

Who in the sun comb their green, dripping locks, 
Wliile, heard nt (listHnce, in the parting ray, 

Beyond the farthest promontory's hay, 

Aerial music swells and dies away! 

One night, they longer slav’d the tale to hear, 

And Biilli llial niglit * beguiled him of a tear, 
Whene'er he told of the distressful stroke 
Wliirh his youth suffer'd.* Then she pitying spoke; 
And from that night a softer feeling grew, 

As calmer prospects rose within his view. 

And why not, ere the long night of the dead, 

The slow descent of life together trc.id 

The day is fiVd; William no more shall roam, 
William aritl Ruth shall h.ive one heart—one home ' 
The w’orld sliut out, hoili sh.il] together pray : 

Both wait the evening of life's ch.ingeful day: 

She shall his anguish soothe, when he is wild,— 

And he shall be a father to licr child. 

Fair rose the morn—the summer air how bland! 
The blue wave scarcely seems to toucli the land. 

Again ’l is William's wedding-day! advance— 

For io! the church, and blue slate of Penzance I 
'I heir faith and troth is pledged—the rites are o'er— 
The nuptial liand wind slow along the shore. 

The smiting boy beside: as tims they pass'd, 

With sudden blackness nish'd (he impetuous blast;’ 
Deep thunder roll’d—in long portentous sound. 

At distance: nearer now, it sliakes the ground, 

Pale William sinks,with speechless dread oppress’d. 
As the fork’d flash sc'cms darted at his breast. 

Ills iieating heart is heard,—blanch d is his cheek,— 
A well known voice seem’d in the storm to speak; 
Aghast he cried again, with frantic look, 

■ Oh! shut the book, dear Mary, shut the book!* 

‘ By late remorse be died; for, from that day— 

The judgment on his bead—be pined away,— 

And soon, uu outcast suicide, he lay. 

By the church-porcli, rests Mary of Guynear; 
When the first cuckoo startles the cold year, 

> Giiledtba 0yla({])Dt.'hiBan; tfaa pliantom skip of the Cipu. 

* SuddoD storms aro very commoo la this bay. 


— 

And blue mint i on her grave more boaiiteous grows, 
One small bird,’ seems to sing for her repose. 

Near the Land's End, so black and weather-beat, 

He lies, and the dark sea is at his feet. 

Thou, who hast heard the tale of the sad maid, 

Know, conscious guilt is the accusing 8h.ide * 

If thou hast loveil • some gentle maid and true ■ 

Whose first affections never swerved from you, 

Txiavc her not—(oh! for pity and for truth)_ 

Leave her not • tearful io her days of youth!* 

Too late, the pang of vain remorse shall start, 

And conscience tlius avenge—a broken heart! 


PART IV. 


WA.LR ADB04D—VIEWS AROUND, FROM THE SEVERN TO 
URlSTOr.—WJIINGTON—u AULD ROBIN GKAY.» 


The tiliow'r is pass'd—the bcalh-bell, ^ at our feet, 

Looks up, as w’iih a smile, though the cold dew 
ILings yet within its cup, like Pity's tear 
Dpon the eyelids of a village-rhild! 

Mark! wliere a light upon those far-off waves 
Gleams, while the pa&sing show’r above our head 
Sheds its last silent drops, amid the hues 
Of itie fast-fading rainbow,—such is life !— 

Let us go forth—the redbreast is abroad, 

And, dripping iu the sunshine, sings again. 

No ohjerl on the wider sea-line meets 
The str.iining vision, but one distant ship. 

Hanging, as motionless and still, far off, 

In the pile haze, between the sea and sky. 

She seems llie ship—the very ship I saw 
In inf.incy, and in that very place. 

Whilst I, and all around me, have grown old 
Since she was first (Icsericd; and lliere she sits, 

A soliiarv thing of the wide main— 

Assfio sat yc.irs ago. Yet slie moves on :— 

To-morrow all may be one space of waves! 

here is she hound ? We know not; and no voice 
Will tell (IS where. Perhaps she bents her way 
Slow lip the Channel, after many years, 

Returning from some distant clime, or lands, 

Beyond the Atlantic ! Oh! what anxious eyes 
Count every iie.irur surge that heaves around! 

How many anxious licarts (his moment beat 

With ilii'onging thoughts of home, till those fix'd eyes, 

Intensify fix’d upon these very hills, 

Are fill'd with te.irs!—Perha^is she wanders on— 

On—on—into the world of the vast sea. 

There to be lost: never, with homeward sails, 

Destined to greet these far-seen bills again, 

I A wild flower of tbe moit heantifol blue, adornlog profuioly, 
iu spring, ibo('roen banka of lane* and hodge>rowa. 

’ Called rA/cie//,—in CoroHail,—tbe wbisat-ear. Thia ibnuid 
bate been mentioned before, where the imnU well la tpoben of li» 
; tbe garden-plat 

From lime to time, a aaaall birddipp'd iu bill. 

1 Campanula. 
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Now fading; into mist 1 So let lier speed, 

And wc will pray she may return in joy. 

When every storm is pass’d! Such is this sea, 

That shows one wand'ring ship!—How different smile 
The sca-scencs of the South; and chiclly thine, 

Waters of loveliest Hampton, chiefly thine— 

W here 1 have pass’d the happiest hours of youths 
Waters of loveliest Hampton! Thy grey walls, 

And loop-holed battlements, cast the same shade 
Upon the light blue wave, as when of yore, 

Itenealh their arch, King Cinute sat, ' and chid 
The tide, that came regardless to his feet, 

A thousand years ago :—Oh! how unlike 
Yon solitary sea, the Summer shines, 

There, while a crowd of ghiijcing vessels glide, 

Fill'd with the young and gay, and penuauts wave, 

And sails, at disUnce, beautifully swell 
To the light hreeze, or pass, like butternics. 

Amid the smoking steamers. And, oh! look— 

Look! what a fairy lady is that yacht 
That turns the wooded point, and silently 
Streams up (he sylvan Itcliin—silently^ 

And yet as if she said, as she went on, 

• Who does not gaze at me! • 

Yon winding sands 
Were solitai'y once, ns the wide sea. 

Such I remember them' No sound was heard, 

Save of the seagull warping on the wind. 

Or of the surge that broke along the shore, 

Sad as the seas; and can 1 e'er forget, 

When, once,—a visitor from Oxenford, 

Proud of Wintonian scholarsliip, (i 4 ) youth, 

Silent, but yet light-hearted, deeming here, 

1 could have no companion, fit for lliiii— 

So whisper'd youthful vanity—for Him, 

Whom Oxford* had distinguish’d,—can my heart 
Forget when once, with ihoughis like these, at morn, 

I wander'd forth alone! The first ray shone 
On the white seagull's wing, and gazing round, 

I listen’d to the tide's advancing roar, 

When, for the old and booted fisherman. 

Who silent dredged fur shrimps, in the cold haze 
Of sun-rise, I beheld—or was it not 
A momentary vision^—a fair form— 

A female, following, with light airy step, 

The wave as it retreated, and again 
Tripping before it, till it touch'd her foot, 

As if in play—and she stood beautiful, 

Like to a fairy sea-maid of the deep, 

Graceful, aud young, and on the sands alone. 

I look’d that she would vanish!—She had left, 

Like Uic, just left th* abode of discipline, 

And came, in the gay fullness of her heart, 

When the pale light first glanced along the wave, 

To play with the wild ocean, like a child; 

And at that moment, though I knew her not, 

My bonnet 1 had vail’d, and vow’d—oh, hear! 

Ye votaries of German sentiment— 

Vow’d an eternal love; but, diffident, 

1 cast a parting look, that seem'd to say, 

■ SItall wc ne'er meet again !• The vision smiled, 

And left the scene to solitudeOnce more 
Vfe met, and then we parted, in this world 

( Alladfe^ ^ tbs wefHincuva iiory. 

* fltv^a^ gslnod the Unhoniiy Prico ibo drat )csr. 


To meet no more; and that fair form, that shone 
The vision of a moment, on the sands— 

Was never seen again!—Now, it lias pass’d 
Whcie all things arc forgotten; ‘ hut it shone 
To me, a sparkle of the morning sun, 

That Irembled on the light wave, yesterday, 

And perish'd there for ever! 

Look around,— 

Above the winding reach of Severn Stands, 

With massy fragments of forsaken tow’rs, 

Tliy Castle, solitary' Walton. Hark! 

Through the lone ivied areli, was it the wiud 
Came fitful? There, by moonlight, wc might stand, 
And deem it some old castle of romance; 

And on (he glimm'nng ledge of yonder rock, 

Above (he w.ive, fancy it was (he form 
Of Spectre-Lady, for u moment seen, 

Lifting her bloody dagger, then, with slirieks 
V.iiiishing! Hush I there is no sound—no sound 
but of the Severn sweeping onward! Look! 

There U no bleeding apparition-foriii:— 

No fiery phantoms glaie along thy walls! 

Surrounded hy the works of silent art, 

And far—far more endearing, by a group 
or lircathing children, their Possessor lives; ^ 

And ill should i deserve (he name of Uurd, 

Of courtly B.ird, if I could touch this tlieuie 
itliout a prayer—an earnest, heartfelt prayer, 
hen one, wliusu smile I never saw but once, 

Yet cannot well forget, when one now blooms— 

I'nlike the spectre-Lady of the lloek— 

A living and a lovely bride! ^ 

How proud— 

Opposed to Walton's silent towers—how proud, 

Willi all her spires and fanes—and volumed smoke, 
Trailing, in columns, to the mid-day sun. 

Black, or pale blue, above the cloudy hu/c— 

And the great stir of commerce, and the noise 
OF passing and re-passing wains, and cars, 

And sledges, grating in their undcr-patli. 

And trade’s deep murmur, and a street of masts, 

And pennant' from all nations of the earth, 

Slrc.Hiiing below the houses, piled .aloft. 

Hill above hill; and every road below 
Fervent with troops of coal-nymplis, seated high 
On their rough pads, in dingy dust serene •— 

How proudly, amid sigliis and sounds like these, 

Bristol, through all whose smoke—dark and aloof, 
Stands RcdcUfPs solemn Fane:—How proudly, girt 
With villages, and Clifton's airy rocks, 

Di istol—the mistress of the Severn Sea— 

Bristol, amid her merchant-palaces. 

That ancient city, sits!— 

From out those trees, 
f.ook! Congresbiiry lifts its slender spire! 

How many woody glens and nooks, of shade, ' 

With transient sunshine, fill the interval, 

> I heard, alBra ihia vraa written, ibe Lady Ii Kviog: if thia fiilli 
into her hnndi abe may remember the cirranitaooe. 

* I. P. Milei, Bw }.; wfaoae fine colloetioo of paindnga, at hla 
Diagniticent aeat, LelRb Ckiurt, la well known. 

* SInrried, whilti ihcae pngea wore In the proaa, to a ton of my 
oai-ly ffteuJ. 
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As rtcli as Poiissio’s landscapes! Gnarl'd oaks, 

Dark, or with fits of desultory ]i£[ht, 

Flung through the branches, tfiere, o’erhang the road, 
Where shelter'd, as romantic, Brocklcy-Goomb 
Allures the lingering traveller to wind 
Step by step, up its sylvan hollow, slow— 

Till the proud summit gain’d, how gloriously 
The wide scene lies in light—how gloriously, 

Sun, shadows, and blue mountains far away, 

Woods, meadows, and the mighty Severn—blend, 

While the grey heron up^shoots, and scrims for joyl 
There, the dark yew starts from the limestone rock, 

Into faint siinshihe,—there, the ivy hangs 
From the old oak, whose upper branches, bare, 

Seem as admoni>hing the nether woods 
Of Time’s swift pace,—while dark and deep beneath 
The fearful hollow yawns, upon whose edge 
One peeping cot sends up, from out the fern, 

Its early wreath of slow-asccnding smoke. 

And who lives in tliat far-secludcd cot? 

Poor Diuah! She was once a serving-maid, 

Most beautiful; now on the wild wood’s edge 
She lives alone—alone, and bow'd with age, 

Mutt’ring and sad, and scarce witliin the sound 
Of human kind, forsaken as the scene! 

Nor pass wc Faylamd, with its fairy rings 
Marking the turf, where tiny elves may dance. 

Their light feet twinkling in the dewy gleam, 

Ry moonliglit. But wliat sullen dipmon piled 
The rocks, that stern in desolation frown. 

Through the deep solitude of Goblin-Coomb,' 

Where, wheeling o’er its crags, the shrilling kite 
More dismal makes its utter dreariness! 

But yonder, at the foot of Mendip, smiles 
The scat of cultivated Addington 
And tliere, that lieauliful, but solemn church, 

Presides o'er the still scone, where one old friend ^ 

Lives soeial, while the shortening day unfelt 
Steals on, and eve, witii smiling light, descends— 

With smiling light, that, ling'ring on the tow’r, 
Reminds earth's pilgrim of his lasting home. 

Is tliat a magic garden, on the edge 
Of Mendip liung? Ev'n so it seems to gleam; 

WMiile many a cottage, on to Wrington’s smoke 
(Wrington, the birth-place of itnmortal Locke), 
Checkers the village-crofts, and lowly glens. 

With porch of flowers, and bird-cage, at the door, 

That seems to say—« England, with all thy crimes. 

And smitten as thou art by pauper-laws, 

England, thou only art the poor man’s homcin 

And yonder, Blagdon, in its shelter'd glen, 

Sits pensive, like a rock-binl, in its cleft;— 

The craggy glen here winds, with ivy hung. 

Beneath whose dark, depending tresses, peeps 
The Cheddar-pink; there, fragments of red rock 
• Start From the verdant turf, among the flow’rs. 

And who can paint sweet Blagdon, and not think 
Of Langhorne, in that hermitage of song?— 

I I A wIM. d«Mlat«. nnd fTtucy vale, w called mott appropdotely, 
1 aad foralBg a coniraat lo ihe open downi of Fajiaod, and iho 

pictureMjue beantloa of Breckley. 

• Laaoford Court, tbe acat of ibo laie Rlcht Hon. Holy Ad¬ 
dington. 

* The Her. Thomai Wickhaa, Beetor of Yatlon. 


Langhorne a pastor, and a poet too?» 

He, in retirement’s literary bower, 

Oft woo’d the Sisters of the sacred well 
Harmonious: nor pass on, without a prayer, 

For her—associate of his early fame. 

Accomplish’d, eloquent, nnd holy More'— (i5) 

Who now, with slow and gentle decadence, 

!d the same vale, with look upraised to Heaven, 

Waits meekly at the gate of Paradise, 

Smiling at time!— 

But, hark! there comes a song, ^ 
Of Scotland’s lakes and hills—Auld Bokio Gray! 

Tweed, or the winding Tay, ne’er echoed words 
More sadly soothing; but the melody,i 
Like some sweet melody of olden times, 

A ditty of past days, rose from those woods. 

Oh! could I hear it—as 1 heard it once— 

Sung by a maiden ^ of the South, whose look,— 
(Although her song be sweet)—whose look—whose life, 
Is sweeter than her song:—no minstrel grey— 

Like Donald and «the Lady of tlie f^ake*— 

But would lay down his harp, and when the song 
Was ended, raise bis lighted eyes, and smile, 

To thank that maiden, witli a strain like this:— 

k Oh! whci^ I hear thee sing of * Jamie far away,* 

Of * Fatlior and of Mother,' and of * Auld Robin Gray,* 

1 listen till 1 think it is Jeanic's self I hear, 

* And 1 look in thy face’ with a blessing and a tear. 

«‘ I look in thy face,’ for my heart it is not cold,^ 
Tliough Winter's frost is stealing on, and I am growing 
I old; 

I Those tones 1 shall remember as long as 1 live, 

And a blessing and a tear shall be the thanks I give. 

• The tear it is for summers that so blithesome have been, 
For the flowers that all are faded, and * the days that I 

have seen— 

I The blessing, lassie. Is for tlice, whose song so sadly 
I sweet 

I Recals the music of * Lang Syne,* to which my heart 
has beat.* 


PART V. 


UNG STNS—VISION Of TBS DBIUGB—CONCLUSION. 


Thb music of • Lang Syne !■ Oh 1 long ago 
It died away—died—and was lieard no more !— 

And where those hills that skirt the level vale, 

On to the left, the prospect intercept, 

' LRB|;1ioroo, the Poet, Rector of Blogdoa. 

* Hr* UaBDUh More, of Barlu^-Wood, nuor WrlnQtOB, of whon 
all priiie It taperflnout. 

* See anoao Uucruaueoci Poiat, ■ LInet on occideotalif Bcct- 
Ing wiih Sir Walter Soon in the Streeti of London, May i6i6.a 

* Tbe Rector of Wrington, Mr Leavet, wat ibe compoter of the 
pofMlar melody: bat there la an old Scotch tune, to which tho 
words were originally adapiad. By melody, 1 moan ibe matic lo 
iha werdt. 

* HlttSlapbana. 

* aShe look'd In my fbee, till ny bMrt wet like to break.*— 
{Aukt Rebin Crop.) Nothing enn o&ceod the patbot widi which 
Mlu Stepfaent t.'nga ibete wordt. 
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1 vould not—could not look—were they removed 
I woiiUl not —could not look, le«t 1 ohould &ce 
The sunshine on that spot of all the world, 

Where, starling from the dream of youth, I gazed 
Long since, on the cold, clouded world, and cried, 
■ Beautiful vision, loved, adored, in vain, 

Fareweli—farewell for ever 


How sincere, 

How pure was my heart's love; oh! w.is it nut? 

Yes; Heaven can witness—now my brow is clungOil, 
And I look back, and almost seem to hear 
The music of the days when wc were young, 

Like music in a dream, ere wc awoke, 

Oh! witness, Heaven, liow fervent, how sinrcic— 

How fervent, and how tender, and how pure, 

Was my fond heart's first love! 

The summer eve 

Shone, as with syrnpatliy of sweui farewell, 

Upon thy Tor, and solitary mound, 

Gl.tston, as rapidly I pass'd along, 

Dome from those seeiies for ever, while this song 
The sorrows of the hour and way beguiled:— 

■ O Time! who know'st a lenient liund to Lay 
Softest on sorrow’s wound, and slowly ihcncc 
Soothing to sad repose the weary sense, 

Slealesc the long-forgotten p.iiig away; 

On Thee 1 rest my ouly hope at last, 

And think, when thou hast dried the hitter tear 
That flows in v.iin o'er all my soul held dear, 

1 may look back upon this anjjtiisli past, 

And meet life's peaceful evening with a smile— 

As some lone bird, at day’s departing hour. 

Sings in the sunbeam of the transient show'r, 
Forgetful, though its wings are wet the while 
Yet ah! how much must llte poor licart endure, 

Which hopes from thee, and thee atone, a cure,»* 

When the next eve came down,—oii Dover cliff* 

' A pale, solitary youlli, « unknown 
To fortune and to fame,* stood—with a tear, 

(iazing upon a foreign land, and tlius 
Sought the brief solace of a song again 

10n these white cliffs, that calm above the flood, 

Uplift their shadowing heads, and, at their feet 
Scarce hear tlic surge that has for ages beat, 

How many weary wanderers have stood! 

And, whilst the lifted murmur met their ear. 

And o'er the distant billows the still eve 
Sail'd slow, have thought ot all their hearts must leave 
' To-morrow; of the friends they loved most dear; 

Of social scenes, from which they wept to part: 

But if, like me, they knew how fruitless all— 

All the fond hopes that would the past recall, 

Soon would they quell the risings of the heart, 

And brave the storm and the unhearing tide— 

The cold wide world their home, and God their guide.* << 

So pass'd the days of youth, which ne'er tjUimi, 
Teaifltl; for worldly fortune ‘ifniled too lair. 

* ftroH Soanvtt, by (fas Autbur. 
a Ibid. 


And the poor minsircl-boy had then no wealth. 

Save such as Poets dream of—love and hope. 

At Fortune’s frown, the wreath which Hope entwined 
Lay wiiliering, for the dream had been too sweet 
For human life,—yet never—though his love,' 

« All his fond love,» he miitlor’d to the winds; 

Though oft ho strove, distemper’d, without joy, 

To drown cv'ii the remembrance that be lived— 
Never, a weak complaint esc.aped bis lip, 

Save lhat some icmlcr tones,^ as he pass’d on. 

Died on liisdesultoiy lyre,— 

• 

No morel— 

Forget llic shadows of a feverish dream, 

Tliat long lus p.iss’d aw.iy! Uplift Ibecycs 
To Him, who ssits above the water flood,*— 

To llliri, who ■ was, and is, and is to rome!» 

Wr.ipt ill ihcview of ages that arc pas>'d. 

And marking here (he record of earth’s doom, 
i.et IIS, even now, think ih.it wc hear the sound— 

The sound of (he Great Flood, the peopled earth 
, Gov'ring, and surging in its soliiudc! 
j Let us forget the passing hour—the noise 
Of this ttimullnniis secnc of luiinan things. 

And bid Imjgin.ition lift the veil 
^ Spread, o'er tbu rolling globe, four thousand years! 


I 


t 


The A'ision of the Deluge! Haik—a trump! 
It was (be trump of the Arclumgel! Stem, 
lie sMnds, while the aw.ik'ning thunder rolls 
nene.ilh bis feet! Stem, and alone, be stands 
Upon Imaiis’ lieight! 


No voice is beard 
Of revelry nr bLispbciny so high ! 

He sounds again liis li umpet; and the clouds 
Come deep'ning o’er the world!— 


Why art tbou pale ? 

A sir.ingc and fearful stillness Is on e.titli. 

As if (be .sb.idow of (It’ Almighty p.iss’d 
O’er the abodes of man, and bush'd, at once, 

The song, (lie '•hout, ihe cries nf violence, 

The gioan of tlu* oppress’d, and the deep eursc 
Of Ul.ispliemy, that scowls upon the clouds, 

And mocks the ileeper Uiundcr! 

n.irk!a voice— 

*• Perisli!* Again the thunder rolls—(he Uarth 

' \» ihe rolloffing Hue* bare Appearod, williont a aame, in 
Joanna DuiliVu Luilnetion of Poem*, I veoiurulieru to acltnonlcd^^c 
ihcni, Tlii'V in»y po««il>ly liu roid niib suroe interest, wbeii (om- 
pnrwl with tbu first effusions of my youth : — 

When idst wo parted, ihnii nert younff nnd fair— 

Uow licaoliful iel fniid remi-iabrdm'u say. 

Alas I slnt» then ol 1 TIino has ilol’n anuy 
Full thirty ytturs, leavincrinj iftoples liuro 
So linib It perioh'd liko a thing of uir, 

Tlio dream of love und youtli!—My loi-ks are grey; 

Yft iiiil reniura(<cnn([ Knitit's uudiiiitiisig lay, 

TboiiRb Time has tlianj;ud my look, ond Idunih'd ray hair, 
Tliaii<*li I roioetiilior nnu dark lioiir with puln, 

.\nd noter liM>a|',hl. as Ion;; as t nxi'lii lire, 

Parted for yours—to liear tbot voice H^din— 

I lan Asad, Imti-ordtui I'rietin;; Qtte, 

And for tby wclfaro l.r«alhn us wurui a piayer, 

Lady, as whou I loved llioo young and fair! 

* Early Souncis. 
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An^wur*—from North to SoiUli» from Kast to West— 
u Perish !» The founrains of the mij'lity deep 
Are broken up-~t)ie rushing; rains descend. 

Like ni^jlit—deep niglit, 'vrliile momentary seen, 
Through blacker clouds, on his pale phantom-horse, 
Death, a gigantic skeleton, rides on, 
llejnicing, where the millions of mankind— 

(V'isihlc, where liis lightning-arrows glared)— 

Welter bencatli the shadow of his horse! 

Now, dismally, through all her caverns, Hell 
Sends forth a horrid laugh, that dies away. 

And then a loud voice answers—• Victory' 

Victory, to the ruler, and his horse ! 

Victory, to the rider, and his horse !■ 

Ride on ;—the x\rk, majestic and alone 
On the wide waste of tlic curuering deep, 

Its liull scarce peering throngli the night of < louds, 

Is seen. Hut hi! the mighty deep has shruiik! 

The Ark, from its tcirifie \OY.»ge, rests 
On Ararat. The Raven is sent forth,— 

Send out the Dove, and as her wings far off 
Shine in the light, that streaks the sev'i mg < loud'*, 

Hid her speed on, and greet her with a song •— 

Go, beautiful and gentle Dove, 

Hut whither wilt thou go? 

For though the rlond> ride high above. 

How sad and waste is all below I 

The wife of Shein, a moment to her lirenst 
Held tile poor bird and kiss'd it. Many a night 
When she was listening to llic liollow wind. 

She press’d it to lier hosorii, with a tear, 

Or when it murmur'd in her hand, forgot 
Tlie long, loud tumult of the storm without.— 

She kisses il, and at her father’s word, 

Rids it go forlh. 

TIu! dove flies on! In lonely flight 
She flics from d.iwn till dark; 

Ami now, amid the gloom of night, 

Comes weary to the ark. 

Oh! let me in, she seems to say. 

For long and lone hath been my way, 

Oh! once more, gentle mistress, let nii' rest, 

And dry my dripping plumage on thy Iircast. 

So tin: bird flew to Iter who cherished it. 

Site sent it fortli again nut of the nrk;— 

Again it came at ev’ning-fall, and lo! 

An olive-leaf pluck’d off, and in its hill, 

And Shem’s wife took the green leaf from ib hdl. 
And kiss’d its wings again, and smilingly 
Dropp’d on its neck one silent tear for joy. 

She sent it forth once more ; and wMlch’d ili lliglit, 

’ Till it was lost amid the clouds of Heaven : 

TJicn gazing on the clouds where it was lost, 

Its mournful mistress sung this last farewell 

« Go, beautiful and gentle Dove, 

And greet the moining ray; 

Forlo! the sun shines bright above, . * ^ 

And night and storm are p.iss ’4 away. 


j . No longer drooping, here confined, 

In this cold prison dwell; 

Go, free to sunshine and to wind 

Sweet bird, go forth, and fare thee well. 

Oh! beautiful and gentle Dove, 

Thy welcome snd will he, 

When thou shalt hear no voice of love 
In murmurs from the leafy tree; 

Yet freedom, freedom shah iliou find, 

From this cold prison’s cell; 

Go, then, to sunshine and the wind, 

Sweet bird, go forth, and fare thee well.«i 

And never more sho saw it; for the Earth 
Was dry, and now, upon the mountain's van, 

Again the great Archangel stands! the light 
Of the moist rainbow glitters on his hair— 

He to the how iip-lifts his hands, whose arch 
Spans the whole Heaven; and whilst, far off, in light, 
The ascending dove is for a moment seen, 

Tlie last rain falls—falls, gently and iinlic.ird. 

Amid the silent sunshine ? Oh I look up I— 

Above the clouds, borne up the depth of light, 

Heliuld a Cross!—and round about the Cross, 
l.o! Angels aii<l Archangels jubilant, 

Till tlie asctmding pomp in light is lost, 

Lift their acclaiming voice,— ■ Glory to thee, 

Glory, and praise, and honour be to thee, 

Lord God of Hosts: we laud and magnify 
: Thy glorious name, praising thee evermore, 

For the great Dragon is east down, and licll 
I Vanquish'd beneath thy cross. Lord Jesus Christ.» 

Hark! the clock strikes!—The shadowy srciie dis¬ 
solves, 

And all the visionary pomp is pass'd! 

I only see a few shcCp on the edge 
Of this aerial ridge, and Ranwoll lower. 

Grey in the morning sunshine, at our feet. 

Farewell to Banwcli Cave, and Ratiwel! Hill, 

And Hanwell Church;^ and f.ircwcll to the sliores 
Where, when a child, 1 w.indcr’tl; and farewell. 

Harp of my youth I Ahnvt* this niouutaiii-cave 
1 leave thee, munu’ring to the fitful breeze 
That wanders from lliat sea, whose sound 1 lieaitl 
So many years ago. 

Yet, whdst the light 

Steals from the clouds, to rest upon that tow’r, 

I turn a parting look, and lift to Heaven 
A parting ]n'aycr, that our own Sion, thus,— 

With sober splendour, yet not gorgeous, 

Her mitred brow, temper'd with lenity 
And Apostolic mildness—in her mien 
No dark defeature, beautiful us mild, 

And gentle as the sniile of Charily 
Tiius-on the rock of ages may uplift 
Her brow majestic, pointing to the spires 
That grace her village glens, or solemn fines 

> Tbh SoDg, set to moiic by tbo Author, origiuilly nriUeo 
for an Oratorio. 

* Baonelir.barcb Isomlnetitty l)c.iulirul, s* ar* all ihi'rhortlia* 
In SotiiortPUblre. Dr Raoduiiib hak lately added inprownwal* 
the Aliar-piacfi. aod aiturrtl uo oipooie. 
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In cities calm above die stir and smoke, 

And lUt'nin^ to deep harmonies (hat swell 
From all her temples! 

So may she adorn— 

(Her robe as graceful, as her Creed is pure]-~ 

This happy land, till Time shall be no more! 

And whilst her grey cathedrals rise in air, 

Solemn, august, and beautiful, and touch’d 
By time—to show a grace, but no decay. 

Like that hiir pile, which, from hoar Mendips brow. 
The traveller beholds, crowning the vale 
Of Avalon, with all its tow’rs in light;— 
tSo, England, may thy grey cathedrals lift 
Their front in Heav'n’s pure light, and ever boast 
Such Prelate-Lords—bland, but yet dignified— 

Pious, paternal, and beloved, as He 

Who prompted, and forgives this Severn song! 

And Thou, O Lord and Saviour! on whose rock 
That Church is founded, though the storm without 
May howl around its batiiements, preserve 
Its spirit, and still pour into the hearts 
Of all, who there confess thy holy name. 

Peace,—(hat, through evil or tli^rough good report, 
They may hold on their blameless way. 

For me, 

Though disappointment, like a morning cloud, 

Hung on my early hopes,—that cloud is pass’d— 

Is pass’d, but not forgotten,—and the light 
Is calm, not cold, which rests upon the scene, 

Soon to be ended. 1 may wake no more 
The melody of song on earth ; but Thee, 

Father of llcav’n, aud Saviour—at this hour— 
Father and Lord, I thank thee, that no song 
Of mine, from youth to age, has left a stain 
I would blot out: and grateful for the good 
Thy Providence, through many years, has lent, 
Humbly I wait the close, till (hy high will 
Dismiss me, bless'd if, when that hour shall come, 
Bly life may plead, far better (Iian my soag. 


NOTES. 


Note I, page 8a, col. a. 

' ' — — Thy ebsriot wheeli 
Ranc OB that road below 

Two sigual victories under Claudius are celebrated 
over the Britons. After one of them, a magnificent 
triumphal temple was erected, and the strongest bold of 
Gunobclin became the colony of Camalodunum. But 
where was Camalodunuml It was in Essex, says the 
general voice: it is marked there in the Roman maps. 
It was at Camcrlon, in Somerseuhire, replies the well- 
informed Hector of that parish, Mr Skmner,— 

Noa aostraoi eit toaUs coaipoaere lites. 

The strongest argument for Essex is a passage in Ta- 
citns of the apparition, —seen where? In iEstuario 
Thamesis, says Tacitus. Then Camalodunum could 
not be at Camerton. Mr Skinner says, the word Tlia- 
mesis is not in the oldest edition. 'This is a most ma¬ 


terial fact, and certainly the passage in Tacitus is far 
clearer, if applied to the Severn, than to the Thames. 

I Now let us come to facts. A great battle was fought 
near Wookey, in Somersetshire, in the reign of Clau- 
dius, as proved by the most infallible of all tests—(he 
: following inscription, on a plate of lead: 

T. (iloudiaiCMiir. Aaff. P. vl. 

Tril). 1*. viii. lar. svi. do Dritaa. 

' The reverse of most of these coins of Claudius is a 
I triumphaut arch. The ninth tribune of Claudius fell 
; anno Rom:c condita: 802, in the year Sa of the Christ¬ 
ian aira. I am convinced tlierc was more than one 
Templum Claudii in Britain—more than one Gama- 
lodunum. Let me add, that Temple Cloud, and Tcniplu- 
street, Bristol, I have no doubt, were so called from a 
temple of victory, dedicated to Claudius, in (he neigh¬ 
bourhood of this great victory, and, probably, a trium¬ 
phaut arch at the entrance of Bristol. 

Note s, page 83 , col. i. 

Like dA)« on day» reTolviao->Ble«doa lies, 

I hope to receive the indulgence of my readers, if, in 
contemplating the scenes, after many years, which are 
among the subjects of this Poem, I extract part of «i 
letter from the kind-hearted old man (the Rev. Mr Nor- 
I man), the P.iison Adams of the county, t6 whom I was 
, sent to learn the first rudiments of my education. 

I I find in a letter to my father, dated Uleadon, 17717, 

^ this passage, expressing his surprise at some juvenile 
indifferent verses, which my father, at the time, thought 
prodigious: 

• M.tster Bowles appears already to have acquired, 
under his incomparable master, a fund of learning and 
humour, visible in his representation of Sir Tobit; and 
if the blossoms are so fair at ids early age, wli.it unpa¬ 
ralleled fruit may we not hope for, when he is got on 
the top of Parnassus? A prospect grand enough to make 
so dull a mortal as your humble servant proud!» 

■ Master! Bowles laid his hand by accident on this 
passage, looking over some old letters to his father, 
while this poem was in the press; and he extracts it, 
thinking the reader might possibly smile, as he did, 
when, after foi^y years communing with (lie Muse, he 
concludes this poem on (he same scenes, with recollec¬ 
tions of that first good old schoolmaster, who in (he se¬ 
cond sight of prophecy, among the hills of the lonely 
village of Bleadon, prophesied for him a prospect of the 
liill of Parnassus, which undoubtedly meant this Poem 
on Banwell Hill I! 

One little incident, which has been called up by these 
' recollections, had very nearly destroyed (he prophecy; 
for coming through Bristol, from Northampionsliire, 
we changed horses, llaviog never before seen a place 
greater than Ayno in Northamptonshire, the moment 
wc got out of the chaise, I took advantage, and in¬ 
stantly wandered away. The carriage was waiting, 
scouts were sent in every direction; and it was not long 
before « Master Bowles,n the future Bard of Banwell, 
was found, sitting composedly, on the steps leading to 
Redcliffe Church! 

These verses on Sir Tobit were most unfortunate for 
me; for in consequence, my Father, lest u my/iumoum 
should be lost, set me, when I came home, to turn 
« Joe Miller's selected Jests* into verso! And this was 
not the worst; for whenever company came, my (rans- 
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lation of the Jests was brou^jht forth. Whether this ' 
(;ave me a turn to Elegy, 1 cannot say. 

I 

I 

Note 3, page 83, col. a. 

Thy Abbey, Woodiprtng, roie.'^— 

u Almost on the brink of the Channel, being secured 
from it only by a narrow bhelf of rocks, called •Swa//otc- 
Clift, William dc Courtencyc, about the year laio, 
founded a Friary of Augustine Monks, at a place called 
f^^orspryng, or Woodspring, to the honour of the Holy 
Trinity, the blessed Virgin Mary, and St TIiomas-a-Hcc- 
kut, of Giinicrbury. This Wm. dc Courtencyc was 
son of l\obU de Courtencyc, and a descendant of Wm. 
de Traci, as well as nearly allied to the three other 
assassinators of the canonized Archbishop, to wliom 
this Monastery w.is dedicated.))— History of Somerset. 

Fmir Barons were engaged to murder Uccket: but 
Viree only were concerned in giving his first death- 
wounds,—Beginald FiU-urse, WiHlam de Tracy, and 
Richard Brito. I transcribe from tlie animated pen of 
Soutliey the following interesting recital: 

u* Reginald,' said he (Bcckcl) to Fitz-ursc, * I have 
doncyoK many kindnesses, and do you come against 
mi* thus armed?* The Baron, resolute as himself, in a 
worse purpose, told him to get out from thence (the 
Cathedral) and die; at llie same time laying hold of his 
robeln 

I ■ Tracy, he had nearly thrown ilown; and Fitz-urse, 
he thrust From him with a strong hand,» etc. • Filz- 
urse no longer hesitated to sfriAe,* etc. * The second 
blow brought luin to the ground, on his face, before 
I St Beuedicl’s Altar, lie had strength and composure 
I eiiougli 10 cover Iiirnself with his robes, and then to 
I join his hands in prayer, and in that position died 
I under tlieir repeated strokes, each pressing near to bear 
I a part in tire murder. Brito cleft his skull.*— Sou¬ 
they's rindicio!, etc. vol. i, a3p. 

I have ventured to suppose the graves might be lliose 
of Tracy, Fitz-urse, and Brito: the name of Hugh 
Neville does not occur. I have since heard, that ou the 
Flat Holms arc only two graves; and that, contrary to 
all received us.tges of ancient sepulture, (he graves are 
I North and South, not East and West. It is natural to 
suppose, that these may be the graves of Filz-urse atij 
of Tracy, for Tracy’s descendants founded the Abbey 
in view of ilic Holms. The iutermeiit might have been 
j contrary to the usual direction of Cliristiau graves, 

I from feelings of the direst remorse, as if murderers, 

I who smote the anointed piimate of the holy Church, 
sliould be consigned to oblivion in graves having the 
usual position of Christian burial reversed I 

The idea is, at all events, poetical, whether it be 
! founded in truth, or not It is more probable, if there 
1 arc only two graves; for it is likely that two of the 
j murderers might have retired here, rather than three 
I or four. Tracy was undoubtedly one; Fitz-urse did 
I not strike, till from personal irritation. 

Note 4> page 86, col. a. 

Aod CalvioUli and EvaoQelicAU! 

It has been said, that 1 have revived the old story of 
Calvin and Servetus! I answer, frst^ the memory of 
this fact cannot be revived too often; seconMy, the chief 
' fact to which I call the reader's attention, and abhor¬ 
rence, has been very seldom adverte<l to,—the cold¬ 


blooded passage in bis epistle to a friend, describing 
Servetus’s agony after condemnation. 

Nor will I ever be deterred from expressing my opi¬ 
nion, that the extreme CalvinUtic creed is the ./uee» of 
the Manicheans, of the worshippers of the evil principle, 
human nature being, according to their system, utterly 
a putrid mass of corruption, with « fate,* over all! This 
creed is derived from the oiicotal philosophv, whose 
professors—the or first Punfanz—contended, 

that the evil principle created and governed the world, 
and that matter was essentially corrupt, as partakingthe 
natttre of the evil deity wlio made the world. On tliis 
account, they »forbid marriagc,» because marri.tgc, niid 
children, extended tlie dominant rule of evil; and hence 
St Paul says, u forbidding marriage, and giving heed to 
the doctrines of devils!* In opposition to these doc¬ 
trines, Christ performed his first miracle at the mar¬ 
riage in Cana! Marriage is the subject of our liord’s 
discourse in the beginning of the loth chapter of St Mark: 
and, in tlie same chapter, he so tenderly speaks, • Suffer 
little children to come unto me, for of sucli is the 
kingdom of Heaven !* 

Ihis u frst iiiii*acie,* and our Saviour's conduct after¬ 
wards towards the children^ considered together, have 
both a natural relation. I mention this, because it has 
escaped, as far as I know, commentators^ wlio often 
leave out entirely what requires explanation, and are 
very diffuse in explaining what requires no explanation 
at all! 

As to the eloquent, but inhuman, writer of the cele¬ 
brated K Institutions," which have thrown a darker 
liorrOr on the doctrines of the old Manicheans, the letter 
of his, to which 1 have alluded, who can read, without 
saying, in the beautiful language of a poetical Calvinist, 
whose intense miseries were consonant to his creed,— 

Now wbnt iDuPi teeiuu lliic. 

And IiumaD doenDuLbaD^ 

His bead, aod blush to ibiuk hiiuself a idbb ! 

Calvin, speaking of Servetus. after his condemnation, 
uses these words, ■ Tantum reboaret dblluina stupidi- 
TATB, Misbricordia! Misbricobdia !I* ‘ 

As the history of his treatment of Servetus is not 
commonly met with, 1 print the following letter from 
the poor victim in pri>on :— 

■ To my most honoured Lords, the Syndic and Council 
of Geneva. 

« My Lords,—Your petitioner beseeches you to con¬ 
sider, that he has committed no fault in your city, nor 
any where else; that he has not been a seditious mao, 
and a disturber of the public; that all the time he was 
in (lermany, he never discoursed of these things but with 
OEcotampadiiis, Buccr, and Caplto; and that he never 
impaitcd his opinions in France. Besides, he always 
disapproved, and disapproves, of the Anabaptists, wlio 
oppose tlie magistrates, and would have all things in 
common!» 

Yet this is the poor man, wliom this Doctor watched 
like a tiger ; and when he found he had rested one night 
: at a public-house, in his way to Italy, wrote to say, 
I • Servetus has been found in ibis city, and 1 will take 
care he shall not bscapx alive!!» 

In anotlier letter, during imprisonment, Servetus 

* Letter of CalTlnto Farrel, of Swiiserlend: *00 ostf roared 
out, like a St»sal»b bull, ‘Mercy! oercy!!'* Boancr, Side tby 
dioioUhoJ bead! 
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utlilrcsHes llic ina(jMtrates: aMost honoured I^rds, 1 
luimbly beseech you that you would be pleased to put a 
6top lo these proceediD{rs, or leave off persecutintf me as 
a criminal. You see that Calvin is put to his last sliifts, 
and is resolved I should rot in a prison! 1 am eaten up 
with vermiu, les poux me manclienttoHtvif.'ma chausses 
are torn in pieces; 1 have none to shift, or another 
doublet—no shirtf che une mechante!» And this was, 
according to his amiable scholastic persecutor, for 
«( robbing the Almighty of two of tlie Hypostases of his 
Essence! I» 

Note page 87, col. 1. 

Deck'd with moat grim and godly vibngtse. 

The effects of certain creetls may ho traced in the vi- 
f/tffes that adorn sundry Godly Magazines, and which 
speak, more tlian volumes, of tiie feelings which could 
produce such effects on thu/uiamncounicnannc, show¬ 
ing the analogy liciwcen the conformation of features, 
and the crecd-rnling passions of the mind, it is difficult 
lo say whether the effect is more hideous, or ludicrous, 
in some of these countcuanc'^. 

Let any physiognomist cast his eye on ([legodly books, 
whose fioiitispiece, every month, stares him in the face 

with the portentous visage of the ttev. Mr-, the l\ev. 

Mr-, the Kev. Mr-, etc., and I should think he 

would not have much disposition to bewilder his wits 
over long pages of metaphysical sophistry tacked to the 
Holy Bible, to prove that when God says one thing, he 
nieansanot/tei'^ 

I am afraid many young modern Evangelists read one 
modem indefatigable commentator, as the old Aristo¬ 
telian Divines did, when, calling for St Augustin, they 
used to say, da mihi iJagistrum ' 

Note 6, page 87, col. i. 

Lett bo ibould truit lo morftts, «kbaa he diet! 

Among a thousand others, 1 can avouch for the 
following factA young woman, of most ros))crtahle 
character, taught the children in a Clergym.in's village- 
school to read. After some time, she told the lady of 
tlic Clci^iyman, she should no longer superintend the 
school, as she had found, too late, she had been bred 
up herself in a sad moral way I She was soon ])iit out 
of this u sad moral way !» and brought before llic ma¬ 
gistrate, to affiliate tlie first fruits of her new niiti- 
moral creed! 

Note 7, page 87, col. 2. 

Of murderous ioicnt, till den-drops ilsud. 

The Drama is far more effective, as a corrector of 
crimes, fn many iiisunces, than some places of worship, 
where anti-moral doctrines of different shades arc 
preached. 

The murderer of a poor woman, 1 to whom lie w.is 
betrothed, rose from his knees in a chapely and hastened 
to dip his liaiids in her blood. T.ct us suppo^c tlic same 
man had entered that u omnium D.-nnonumThcatrum,* 
d pIa^-/ioure, just as tlie soliloquy was spoken. 

Is this • dagger, wbicb t see Iwrora ms t utc. 

Or, let IIS imagine his feelings when he heard this liar- 

s 

' Maria Mania. 


rowing dialogue, from the same sublime drama of 
Macbeth: 

Mach. I have dttna the deed Didst thou not hear 0 noise? 

Lady M. I heard (he ovri seroam, and the crickets cry. 

Didst iliou not speak T 

Mach. When t 

Ladjf M. ^ow. 

Mach, As I ilcstxnilcd Y 

tMulif M. Ay. 

Much iliirk!— 

This is n sorry sight. 

\L»okiHg on hi$ kcinJt. 

If he could have endured this whole hcnrt-searching 
scone, lot him have waited till he saw that terrible 
picture of remorse, when Lady Macbeth appears in her 
sleep, and I would vciilurc to say lh.it this deed of blood 
would not have l>cen done ! 

I inenliou this, to show how utterly at variance witli 
the spti it of Christianity is indiscriminate abuse of Plays, 
as plays, for of the abuses I am well aware. As for 
plays, it cannot he too often mentioned that St Paul 
(|iiotcd a line of Menander, (the Greek piny writer), in 
his Epistle lo the Coiinlhiatis, when writing on a subject 
so awful as the ix’siirrcction from the dead I Could any 
thing induce .1 Puritan to quote Sliakspeare?' We all 
ivmciiiher what was said in a periodical piihlicalion of 
that ivickt'd sinner, \\ illi.im Shakspiiari}!! hut such is 
the slavery of the human mind, that he, who could go 
from a place of worship to coiiiniit murder, would not 
go to a play I 

Note 8, page 88, col. 1. 

Wo love the Bible,—— 

I trust I need not say, that I cannot mean to object to 
any sliort explanatory notes on tlie Bildc; but only to 
tlio.se long, sophistic.il, and elaborate comments, wliich 
turn ayesn into k no,* and ■ no* into xyes;! and make 
tlic « holy Word of God* a mere instrument in the hands 
of a sophistical and (^ilvinistic Jesuit, on which to string 
his contradictory .sopliisti'ies. A Calvinist, indeed, poinLs ■ 
to the (‘ighih chapter of the Epistle to the Iloiiians ! But | 
upon this clhiptcr, there may he different opinion»; ' 
u]ion uyes and iio,» there cau be but one.' 

Vole 9, page 88, col. i. 

Tlio pill' i» smoking!—tho Lninboos lio tliero. 

My friend, John Huddleston, Esq., late one of ihe 
DiTei'tors of the East-India Company, through a long 
life, unweaiit'd iti the cause of humanity, lias accu¬ 
mulated a mass of decisive evidence, that this inhuman 
practice might he prevented. 

It IS a fai^t, that the Shasten, or the Hindoos' Sacred 
Code, peremptorily lays down the law, that this horrible 
sacrifice shall not be allowed to take place, unless it he 
entirely voluntary on the p.irt of the woman! and yet, 
it appears, from Bishop Ilebcr's interesting Journal, that 
lie passed the spot, after this tcrrilie spceLicle had just 
taken place, and he saw—sickening as he dc.scribcs the 
scene— the very bamboos, by which llie victim was forci¬ 
bly held down!! Some of these poor creatures arc nm; 
more than fbttr ycais old! affianced to husbands, for | 

whom they are burnt alive, as it is said, willingly!! \ 

\ 

* Sen tli« enintt language -Uio very tAmu iinagaft, uord Terlnl* , 
liaa, (a) ul’lur he bocuiuo a MontauiKi, iiuJ by Frvune, Rowtoud I 
ilill, and Edward Irving, uio. j 

I 

(ff) Oc H|»erUcttlis. ' 


I 

i 
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Note 10, pajjc 8B, col. a. 

■ Puritna loro* pole. 


The two jjre.it crimes of a professed Puritan, most 
truly the « nomitial* Cliristian, arc, an<l have been, from 
the time of the Manichoans, the drama, and the dance. : 
To thc.se abominations such Christians consl.intly add 
card-pluyin{f, without dislin{;uishin(; whether accom¬ 
panied with the spirit of ^amln[;. 

I can conceive the reason why the old Fathers wore 
so horror-struck at Unneintj, considerinj; the licentious 
diameter of the eastern dance. But wh.tl rcseinblaiire . 
is there in a social mcctiii(; of this kind, to which a | 
father and mother brint; their sons and d.u](;hters, and ' 
of which, in their youth, they have t.ikcn part, without 
one evil thought or feeling? lie who ran view such a 
meeting with impure feelint;s, ccruinly had better stay 
away. But wh.it must be the impiinly in liis lieart to 
cortfess such ideas? 

The spirit of Vuritanism^ indeed, is as much like the 
spirit of Christianity, ns the Mermaid, which was caincd I 
about for a show, rnnsislin{> of an uj/i heod and (isli'.s 
tail, is like a beautiful woman. Amoni; all llic abomi¬ 
nations of lliis wicked a{'e, aecordiiijj to tlicsc • iioin/iin/* 
Cliristans, (here is one abomination, wbicb I may li.ive 
tlie thanks of such a school, for poiiitinjj out, and which 


Canon of Salisbury, and buried in that Cathedral after¬ 
wards*—he travelled in Italy. Justice has never been 
done to this (jrcat anil p,ood man. Them is a most in- 
tcresilnii portrait of him at I.oni-li;at, a copy of which 
was (jiven me l>y my loiip esteemed frieud. Sir K. V.. 
floarc. 

Note ta, page 89, col. 2. 

Of •cience, liODoar'J l)y tliu nainu of Royl<>. 

At Marston Ifoiise is still to be seen the orip.in.il 
Orrery, invented, if not made, bv the nobleman wbov 
name it bears. In a Review, under the pa(innar;e of 
the M Lord of the wbirlint; wheels,* the Member fni 
Yoiksbire, it was sciioiisly advaneed, as a proof of the 
utter worthlessness, in bdeiir and literature, of the 
Kn(;lish nobdity, that the cliicf record of iiitellceiual 
eminence was preserved in the n.iine of • Pembroke*' 
{;ivcn to a card-table' The aiticle bcin(; sent to me, I 
returned it with a simple inai{;in.il note,— « Wbiu 
does this b'iieral wiiler lliink of an ‘Orrery?’ A tall events, 
the ‘ Orrery’ may be placed a^.iiiist the ‘ Pembroke !!’• 

Note ill, jiaijc 90, col. 2. 

THE SPCCIRR ANn PRAYRR-KOUK, A TALE OF A CORNISII 

MAID. 


is more vlolatroHS than bells. 

There is a certain wicked and most idolatrous ma¬ 
chine, called a lloiind-.ihout; and tlioii{]h we are com¬ 
manded not to make u the likeness of any tiling above 
the Citrlb, or under the earth,* ibis machine has .1 
nuiidier of idolatrous iin.i('es, in wood, reprcscniin}; 
horses! But, far worse than this, boy.s and (jirls—instead 
of precocious cdiHcatiun, in the mysteries of destiny ami 
decrees' (to tlie horror of this of the «monk of 
intellect,n lie it spoken)—hoys and {j;irls tojjetlicr are 
found ridinu round, with the most impious trunqiidiity, 
and apparent sedate satisfaction, one after the other, on 
the Kime woodeu likenesses of little horses! 

Note 11, pa{jc 89, col. 1. 

Where Tirliioiis Kca, willi hu (jrcy hairs and shroad. 

Ken, and the then possessor of the piincely mansion 
of Lun^'lcut, were schoolfellows at inclicstur. Kcii 
was fellow of the collq;u afterwards; and wrote the 
collection of prayers, iiiid niornin^; and evening hymns, 
now in general use, for the use of the sludeuts on the 
foundation. 

The history of Ken is well known. He was, witii the 
other Bishops, sent to ihe Tower by James. lie was a 
predecessor of the Prelate to wlioin these lines arc in¬ 
scribed. He had character, patronage, wealth, station, 
eminence : he resigned all, at the accession of King 
William, for Uic sake of that conscience, which, in 
another reign, sent him a prisoner to the Tower. Ilci 
had no liomc in the world; but lie found an asylum 
with the generous Nobleman who had been his old 
schoollbliow at Winchester. Here, it is s.iid, he brought 
with him his shroud, in which he was buried at Fruine; 
and here be chiefly composed his Four volumes of poems. 

Hoping some of his letters would have been found 
atLongleat, I wrote to the Marquis of Bath on the subject, 
and lliouglt none were found, 1 hope still to write the 
life of a Wycliamist—a great and interesting character, 
connected with old Isaac Walton, with whose son— 

' The 3*1 and 4tli QacaiioD of ilio A»embi;'t Colo.'hlsin. 


I siilijoin tlie ]) 1 ain narrative of the singular event on 
which this talc is founded, from Mr Polwhelc, that the 
reader may si:*i bow far, poetically, I have dep.’irted 
fiom plain facts, and wbat I have thought it best to 
add for the sake of mor.il, pietiirc.squc, and poetical 
effect. The narrative is as follnw'v: 

M October, 1780. Thomas Thomas, aged 37. This 
man died of mciUal anguish, or wbat is called a broken 
lie.irt. ll(‘ lived in the village of Drannonk, in the parish 
ofGwinncar, (ill an unhappy event occurred, which 
proved f.ilal to his peace of mind, for more than eight 
yCiU's, and fm.illy oecasloned bis death. He courted 
Kll/abctb Thomas, of (be same village, who was bis first- 
coii.sin; and it was understood that they were under a 
malriiuoni.il engagoinctit. But in May, 1772, some 
little disagreement having happened between them, lie, 
out of resentment, or from some otlier motive, p.iirl 
great attention to another girl; and on SuiiiLiy, the 3 ist 
of that month, in (he afternoon, accompanied her to the 
Methodist meeting at W,ill. During their aliscuce, (he 
discardeUfemale, who was very bcaiiiifiil in her person, 
but of an extremely irriUihlu temper, took a rope aud a 
common prayer-book, in which slie had folded down 
the moth Psalm, and, going into an adjacent field, 
hanged hcr.scif. 'iIiomas,ou hisreturnfrom t1icpre.acli- 
ing, inqiiiied for Betsy; and being told she had not 
been seen fur two or three hours, he exclaimed, * Good 
God! she has destroyed Iierself!’which apprclicrsion 
seems to show, cither that she liad tlircatened to coiiiniit 
suicide in consequence of his desertion, or that ho 
dreaded it from a knowledge of (iic violence of her 
disposition. But when he saw that his fears were 
realized, and had read the psidm, so full of execrations, 
which she had pointed out to him, he cried out, ‘ I am 
ruined for ever and ever!’ The very siglil of this vil¬ 
lage and neighbourhood was now become insupportn- 
hie, and he went to live at Marazion, hoping that a 
change of scene and social intercourse mightcxpel those 
excruciating reflections which harrow'ed up his vefy 
soul, or at least render (hem less acute; but in ibis lie 
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appeared to be mistaken, for he found himself closely 
pursued by the evil demon— 

Deipsir, whoM torneBis oo ntn, iDre, 

Bat loTdrt Bad tbe dKmo'd cBdura. 

• To hear the 109th Psalm would petrify him with 
horror, and therefore he would not atlcud divine service 
on the aad day of the month; he dreaded to {'o near a 
reading-school, lest he should hear the ill-fated lesson. 
Whatever misfortunes hefel him (and these were not a 
ftWy for he was several times hurt, and even maimed in 
the mines where he laboured), he still aliributod them 
all to the malevolent agency of the deceased, and thought 
he could 5 nd allmions to the whole in the cal.iinitous 
legacy whirh she had bequeathed him. When he slum¬ 
bered, for he knew nothing of sound sleep, the injured 
girt appeared to his imagination, with such a counte¬ 
nance as she had after the rash action, and the prayer- 
book in her hand, open at the hateful psiilm; and he 
was frequently heard to cry out, ‘Oh, my dear llctsy, 
shut the book, shut the book!' etc. >Vith a mind so 
disturbed and deranged, though he could not reasonably 
expert much consolation from matiimony, yci imagining 
that tlic cares of a family might draw off his thoughts 
from the miserable subject by whkli he was harassed 
boili byday and night, lie successively paid his addresses 
to many girls of Alarasion; but they indignantly (lew 
from him, and with a sneer asked him, whether he was 
desirous of bringing all the curses in the 1091I1 Psalm on 
their hea U ^ At length, however, he succeeded with 
one who had less superstition and more fortitude than 
the rest, and he led her to St Hilary Church, to he mar^ 
Tied, January list, 1778; hut on the road thither they 
were overtaken by a sudden and violent hurricane, such 
as those which not unfrequenlly happen in the vicinity 
of 51 ount's Ray; and lie, suspccllngihat poor Relsy rode 
in the whirlwind and directed the storm, was convulsed 
with terror, and was literally ‘ coupled with fear.* Such 
is the power of conscious guilt to impute accidfintal 
occurrences to the hand of vindictive justice,—and so 
true is the observation of the poet, 

Jadiciam neittit ilbt mest n&li cosicia juitum. 

• He lived long enough to have a son and a daughter; 
hut the cottosive worm within his breast preyed upon 
his vitals, and at length consumed all the powers of his 
body, as it had long before destroyed the tranquillity of 
his mind; and he was released from all his pangs, both 
mental and corporeal, on Friday, October aotli, 1780, 
and buried at St Hilary, the Sunday following, during 
evening Service.» 

Note i 4 , page 96, col. 1. 

PrOBd of WiDtooisB icboltrsbip, — 

To the ei ■'''umstance which had nearly proved fatal 
to the writer8 future poem on Banwcll Mill, I might 
add another circumstance which nearly proved/ata/ to 
bis progress • in kumonr,* and • sdiotarship,* at Win- 
cbcalar; and this I shall record for the use of parentr. 

boy in the school had a whip, and pair of 
bools, which they were particularly fond of displaying 
—comparing lliu cost, workmanship, neatness, etc. The 
Author was sent from Shaftesbury, on a little pony, with 
a servant, nof with a pair of new boots, but ingloriously 
io a pair of worsted boot^stockings, which, my father 
observed, would keep my under-stockings from the 
dirt, as well us tbe (rest parr of boots in Shaftesbury! 


I said nothing, but woefnify proceeded thus to equip 
myself, having a guinea as pocket-money. 

In my equestrian character, with a heavy heart, 1 set 
out to cross the downs to Salisbury, under conscious 
humiliation ut my equipment, in the odious boot~stock- 
ings! In passing over the downs, as 1 was not seen by 
any one, I bore up tolerably well, but delgnixl not a 
syllable to the servant, who assured me, in vain, that 
hooUstockings, in summer, were just as good as boots. 
i was, as is expressively called in Wiltshire, *stoniachy!i* 

The moment I dismounted, at the White Mart, 1 had 
determiucil on making my escape, and never return to 
school or home. I had a guinea in'my pocket: I set 
out from the inn «on my forlorn hope.* I passed by 
the Cathedral church-yard, looked at the beautiful 
spire, little thinking what would he my future connec¬ 
tion with that interesting cdihcc, though, had the bells 
struck out, I might have thought they said to me—as to 
another Whittington— 

Turn BQiiin, WhlUlDgioiil 

Ry the farther gate of the Close, just in the comer, 
w*as a handsome shoe and hoot shop, and the same shop 
is tlierc at this day, with the same articles. As good 
luck would have it, a tempting pair of new boots, wliich 
I thought would fit me, hung at the door. I walked 
backwards and forwards for twenty minutes, first look¬ 
ing at the hoots, then feeling my money—then looking 
again at the boot.H. Al last I went boldly into the shop, 
and said to the shopman, w What is the price of these 
boots?» • The price of these boots, young gentleman, 
is just twenty shillings!* I had a giiine.i in my pocket, 
so that if I bought them, I should have only one shilling, 
with which to go to school; and that was almost as had 
as wearing boot-stockings. 1 ihcrcForc walked out of the 
shop, and with my first* intention, got as far as old 
Easton's simp, when, though 1 heard no belts, like fPhit- 
tington, I thought I would return and look at the boots 
a{;;ain. In fact, I had made up my mind. I went into 
the shop again :—• You could not let me have those 
hoots a shilling cheaper ?n ■ No! they are ■ back~ 
strapped!** {fctvxvret aU'JSTOtotv). « Will they fil?* I 
asked. I sat down to try: they fttlcd delightfully! 
1 looked at one leg in the new boot, and the other with 
the boot-stocking on. They ftteil as if made for me; 
and Heavens, what a difference! I putdown the guinea; 
look the shilling; felt a triumph at heart, which, in all 
my changes iu life, I have never feltsincc; and was just 
strutting out of the shop, when 1 spied the inglorious 
stockings. 1 took them up with some loftiness of scorn, 
threw them into the canal, and stood to see them swim 
gloriously down the canal, with other inglorious sub¬ 
stances, till they were completely out of sigltt; and that 
returned, with one shilling, and my new boots, to the 
Inn. 

Note i 5 , page97, col. 3. 

LsD||borno Bud More. 

There is a tradition, that Langhomc, on Uphill sands 
in early days, scratched the following rhymes: 

Upon tbe shore 
Walk'd UasoBh More. 

Waves let this record lBSt,~ 

.Sooner shall be 
Tbe earih, tba sea, 

Than what sbe writes be pass'd. 
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The next day, to return the compliment, tlie lady 
wrote some lines, the two first of which are, 1 believe, as 
follows: 

Some firmer baBli, polish’d Laaobornei chase. 

For (be effusiODB of thy partial nose. 

Whatever may be thought of such coquetry, the fol¬ 
lowing verses, by Langhorne, arc indeed most exqui¬ 
site: 

’T was when at Sumner's softest eve. 

Of clouds, that waader'd wsituwny, 

Twilight, with gemifett hand did weavt 

Her fairy robe, ofnicht und day ; 

When all the mountaio-galei were ilill 

And the wa*e slept aijninst ihesboro. 

And the son, sunk beneath the hill. 

Left its last ligbt 00 Linmer-Moorel 

Langhorne left one son and one daughter: the son is 
living; the daughter, Constantia, so called from « Letters 
to Constantia,» married Abraham Edridge, Esq., and is 
buried at Chippenham. I cannot close this note with¬ 
out a sigh to her memory. 


atiti ;^t!6((^nan^ou!e( 


PREFACE.* 


SONNETS WRITTEN CHIEFLY DURING 
VARIOUS JOURNEYS.' 


A new Edition of (he following Poems being called 
for by the publiCf the author is induced to say d few 
words, particularly concerning those which, under the 
name of Sonnets, describe his personal feelings. 

They can be considered in no other light, than as 
cxliibiling occasional rellcctions which naturally arose 
in his rniod, chiefly dining various excursions, undcr- 
(.ikcn to relieve, at the lime, depression of spirits. They 
were therefore, in general, suggested by the scenes be¬ 
fore liiin —and wherever such scenes appeared to bai'- 
inonize with bis disposition at the moment, the senti¬ 
ments were involuniarily prompted. 

Ntiijihcrlcss poetical trifles of the same kind have, 
occurred to him, when perhaps, in liis solitary rambles* 
he has been •> chewing the food of sweet and hitter 
fancy,» but they have been forgotten, as he left the 
places which gave rise to them, and the greatest part of 
those originally coinmittcil to ihe press were wrifteu 
down, for the fint time, from memory. 

This is nothing (o the public; but it may serve in 
some measure to obviate the common remark on me¬ 
lancholy poetry, that it has been very often gravely 
composed, when fiossihly the heart of the writer had 
very little share in the distress he chose to describe. 

Put there is a great difference between natural and 
fabrientrd feelings, even in poetryTo which of these 
two characters the poems before the reader belong, the 
aiilhur leaves those, who have felt sensations of sorrow, 
to judge. 

They who know him, know the occasions of them to 
*have been real; (o the piihlic he might only mention 
the sudden death of a deserving young woman, with 
whoin, 

—Spershat looffM heu '. decora loki, 

Et fido sccliDUouDseouiMO liiaii. 

Donhsad, ^rll, iSnS. 

> Profixml to Iba Niotb Edition of • large poriioa of ibeie 
plucei. 


IN TWO PARTS. 

CaoUntM, licet uique, minuB via Icdet, caniiiB. 

Viacii. 

Slill let OB Booib our trawl with a Btrain. 

Wbstox. 

PART L 
SONNET. 

WRITTEN AT TYNEMOUTH, NORTHUMBERLAND, AFTER 
A TEMPESTUOUS VOYAGE. 

As slow 1 climb (he cliffs ascending side, 

Much musing on the track of terror past, 

>rVhen o'er the dark wave rode the howling blast, 
Pleased I look back, and view the tranquil tide 
That laves the pebbled shore: and now the beam 
Of evening smiles on the grey battlement, 

And yon forsaken tow’r * that Time has rent:— 

The lifted oar far off with silver gleam 
Is touch'd, and hush'd is all the billowy deep! 

Soothed by (lie scene, thus on (iied Nature’s breast 
A stillness slowly steals, and kindred rest; 

While sea-sounds lull her, as she sinks to sleep, 

Like melodies which mourn upon the lyre, 

>Yakcd by the breeze, and, as they mourn, expire! 

SONNET. 

AT DAMBOROUGB CASTLE.^ 

Ys holy Towers that shade the wave-worn steep, 

Long may ye rear your aged brows sublime, 

Though, hurrying silent by, relentless Time 
Assail you, and the winter whirlwind's sweep! 

' Tbeie SonneiB were dediraced «lo (be Rev. Nbwtox Oclb, 
D. D. Denu of Wiaclieiitur.—Doahead, Willi, No*. >797.* 

* Tyoeinoeib priory asd «aUe, Northamlerlaod.—The renaieB 
of ibii mcnaitery are tiiuaied oa a biqh ro'ky poiai, 00 (be aorih 
nideot the eiitruace inio ibe river Tyae, aLotil a mile aod a half 
l*eIow Nurib-SbieldB. The eialled rock ou wbiefa ibe monaitvrjr 
BtHMl, rendered U viiible ati.aa lougway off, in every direclioa, 
nhuBoo it prtaeaicd iisetf bb if exhorting (he Benwoo in dao|p-r 10 
make (heir vowi, aad promiae maBies and preicBii to (be Virgia 
Mery aad St Oswln for tbeir dellvaraoco. 

* TbiB very ancleat catllu, with III exieaBlre domalai, beraiofwa 
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For far from blazing Grandeur's crowded halls» 
Here Charily hath fix'd her chosen seat, 

Oft lisl'ning tearful when the wild winds beat 
With hollow bodings round yonr aucient walls; 
And Pity, at the dark and stormy hour 
Of midnight, when the moon is hid on high, 
Keeps her lone watch upon the topmost tow'r, 

And turns her car to each expiring cry; 
rdest if her aid some fainting wretch might save, 
And snatch him cold and speechless from the wave 

SONNET. 

TO THE niYEll WENSBECK. ' 

^YBILE slowly wanders thy sequester'd stream, 
Wensbcck! the inossy-scatterd rorks among, 

111 fancy’s car still making plaintive song 
To the dark woods uhove, that waving seem 
To bend o'er some enchanted spot; rcniovi-d 
From life’s vain coil, I listen to tlie wind. 

And think I hear meek sorrow’s plaint, reclined 
O'er the forsaken tomb of one she loved ! ~ 

Fair scenes! \u lend a pleasure, long unknown, 

To him who passes weary on his Wdy~ 

The farewell tear, which now he turns to pay, 
Shall thank you ,~and whene’er of pleasures How ii 
ills heart some long-lost image would renew. 
Delightful haunts! he will remember you. 


SONNET. 

TO THE RIVER TWEED. 

O Tweed ! a stranger, that with w*andcring feet 
O’er hill and dale has joiirneyM many a mile 
(If so his weary tlioughts he might beguile). 

Delighted turns thy beauteous scenes to greet. 

The waving branches that romantic bend 

O'er thy tall banks,> a soothing cliarm bestow; 

The murmurs of thy w.'ind’ring wave below 
Seem to his car the pity of a friend. 

ibe properlf ot (he famiijr of Fortier, nbote faeircia marrlod Lonl 
Crowe, l>isho|t of Durliaui, it approprieicd Ity tlio h ill of iliat piout 
Pr^laie to many beoevoleol porpotoe ; partirularly tlmi of inmitUT' 
io/; iuiiUol rv'lief to tucli ihipwre, kitl oiAriueni at Diiiy happi'n to hi* 
cad OB tbit daa^'erout coast, for wbote prKtervaiion, and that of 
ibeir vettelt, every pottlblo ottitlaace it L-onlrlTefl, ond it at ull 
tunes ready. The whole eatnto it Tested In the bonds of Tretlces, 
one of whom. Dr Sharp, nr bdoO(t>o of >oribiiuiberlaad, with iiii 
artite teal Hell sailed to the naturo of ibo bumane inKliiuiion, 
makes this castle bit tbief lesideo.e, alienwith unwearied dili- 
Cencu to die propi-r oppiication of tho i bant). 

* The Wensbeck is .1 romantic and stMincsiored river in North- 
tunberliBd. Ob its basks is tiiuauHl Our Lady's Cba|>el. sThc 
remalBS of tbit tnall chapel, or oratory (says Grose), stand in a 
shady tolitude, on the north bank of tho Wensburk. about three 
quarters of t mile west of Rolball, in a spot admirably culcnlaied 
far mediutioB. It was probably built by one of the Barons Uelo.- 
Thla river la tbos beaaiifally cbarocierixed by Akantido, who was 
bom near It: 

O ye Northnnbrian shades, which overlook 
Thero-ky pavement, and the mossy falls 
Of solitary Weosbe.-k's limpid sireiim! 

Bow gladly t recall yoar well-kanwB seats 
Beloved of old, aod tbi.| delightful lime 
When all aloae, for mioy a somroer's day, 

1 sraoder'd tbrongh your <siiai r.icessus, led 
la sHeBoe by some powerful hand ansecD. 

* Wriliea OB posslns the Tweed at Kelso, where tba iceaory la 
■•eh aaon pldaresqae ihaa it Is near Berwick, the isore geoeral 


Delightful stream I though now along thy shore. 
When spring returns in all her wonted pride, 
TIic shepherd’s disunt pipe is heard no more, 
Yet here with pensive peace could 1 abide/ 
Far from the stormy world’s tumultuous roar, 
To muse upon thy banks at eventide. 


SONNET. 

Evening, as slow thy placid shades descend, 

Veiling with gentlest hush the landscape still, 

The lonely battlement, and farthcstdiill 
And wood, I lliiuk of (hose that have no friend, 

Who now, perhaps, hy melancholy led. 

From (he broad hla/c of day, wliere pleasure flaunts, 
Retiring, wander 'mid iliy lonely haunts 
Unseen ; and watch (he (inis that o'er t)iy )>ed 
Hang lovely, to their pensive fancy’s eye 

Pi ‘osenling fairy vales, where the tired mind 
Might re'>t, beyond the murmurs of mankind, 

Nor hear the hourly niuans of misery! 

.111! beauteous views, that Hope’s fair gleams t)ic while 
bliould siiulu like you, and perish os they smile! 


I SONNET. 

os T.rAVlXG A MI.LAUK IN Sf.OTLAM). 

Ct.YSOALE, as (liy romantic vales I leave, 

And bid farewell to each retiring lull, 

>Yherc fond atlcnlion seems to linger still, 
Tricing the bro.id bright landscape, much 1 giicir 
That, iiiingied with tlie toiling crowd, no iiioiu 
I may return your varied views to mark. 

Of rocks amid the sunshine tow’ring d irk. 

Of rivers winding wild,^ and mountains hoar. 

Or castle gleaming on the distant steep !— 

For lliis j look hack on thy hills 1 cast, 

And many a soften’d imago of the past 
Pleased 1 combine, and bid reinciuhraiico keep, 

To soothe me witli fair views and fancies rude, 

W lieu 1 pursue iny path iu solitude. 


nONNET. 

TO TilF. UI\LR ITCHIN, NEAR WINTOX. 

IrcKiN,^ when I behold (hy hanks again, 

Thy crumbling margin, and thy silver breast, 

On which the self-same tints still seem’d to rest, 

>Y]iy feels my heart (he shiv'ring sense of pain? 

Is it—that many a summer’s day has past 
Since, in life's morn, I caroll’d on thy side? 

Is it—that oft, since then, my heart has sigh'd, 

As Youth, and Hope's delusive gleams, flew fast? 

roate of trsTollon ioto ScotUBd. li wm • Loiutifu! ond ttlll 
Quiumaol eve when wo poiiMd, 

' Allading to ibo liioidii oad offectloB pottorti stralna for which 
SooiUad boa boen oo ion<: celubrotvd. 1 need aot oeniiou Lodi-' 
ubor, tho Braoa of Botlendine, Twoedaido, olc. 

* Thoro li 0 wildnoM oliDOat fantnatlc io tho view of (be river 
from StirliDg-Gailie, ibo eour»e of wkltb it toon for niunj milet, 
uiukinc a Iboutiod luroiDKt. 

> Tho lithin it a river running from Wincheiier to Southaniitoo, 
ibe iNiaktofwbicb bava bouB tho tceor of many a hutul»y $puH. 
Tbeliouawer«ouiD(iO<ed 00 onoveBiog ia a Journey from Oxford 
to SonthaioptOB, ibe (irti tine I had teen the lichia tinea I lofi 
tehool. 
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I» it<-that those, who circled on thy shorn, 

» Comp:inioiis of my youth, now meet no moruT 
Whote'er the cause, upon thy banks 1 bend. 
Sorrowing, yet feel such solace at my heart. 

As at the meeting of some long>lost friend, 

From whom, in happier hours, we wept to parr. * 


SONNET. 

O POVERTY* tliough from thy haggard eye, 

Thy rhecrlcss mien, of every charm bereft, 

Thy brow that [Io|K‘’k last truces long have left. 
Vain Fortune's feeble sons with terror ily; 

I love thv solitary haunts to seek:— 

For Pity, reckless of her own distress; 

And Patience, in the pall of wretoliedness, 

That turns to the bleak storm her faded cheek; 
And Piety, that never told her wrong; 

And meek Content, whose griefs no more rebel; 
And Genius, warbling sweet her saddest song; 

And Sorrow, list'ning to a lost friend's knell. 
Long hanish'd from the world's insulting throng; 
>Vith llice, and thy unfriended offspring, dwell. 


SONNET. 

AT DOVER CLIFFS, lULY 20, I/Hy. 

On these white cliffs, that calm above the flood, 
I’plift their shadowing heads, and, at their feet. 
Scarce hear the surge that has for ngos beat, 

Stiie many a lonely wand’rer lias stood; 

And, whilst tlie lifted murmur met his ear, 

And o'er the distant billows the still Kvu 
Sail'd slow, has thotiglit of all his heart must leave 
To'inorrow; of the friends he loved most dear; 

Of social scenes, from which he wept to part: 

But if, like me, he knew how fruitless all 
The tlioiiglils that would full fain the past recall, 
Soon would he quell the risings of liis heart, 

And brave the wdd winds and unhearing tide— 

The World bis cduntry, and his God his guide. 


SONNET. 

AT OSTFJtD, LANDING. JULY 21 , 1787. 

Tub orient beam illumes the parting oar— 

From yonder arure track, emerging white, 

The earliest B,iil slow gains upon the sight. 

And the blue wave comes rippling to the shore— 
Mcaiilimu far off the rear of darkness flies; 

Yet 'mid (he beauties of (he mom, unmoved, 

Like one for ever torn from all he loved, 

Tow'rds Albion's heights 1 turn my longing eyes, 

Where every pleasure seem'd eruwhilc to dwell: 

Yet boots it not to think, or to complain. 

Musing sad ditties to the reckless main: 

To diaams like these, adieu! the pcahng bell 
Speaks of the hour that stays not—and the day 
To life's sad turmoil calls my heart away. 

1 Wq remember tbum ii rrieada from wtiom «ie were lorry over 
to bore parted.—Saits’i TK$org. 


SONNET. 

AT OSTCND. JULY 22 , 1-787. 

IIow sweet the tuneful bells* responsive peal! * 

As when, .at opening morn, tlic fragrant breeze 
Breathes on the trembling st-nse of wan flisi-ase, 
So piercing to my heart their force 1 feel! 

Aotl hark! with lessening cadenre now tliry fail, 
And now, along (he white and level tide, 

They fling their melancholy music wide; 

Bidding me many a lender thought recall 
Of summer-days, and those delightful years 

When by my native streams, in life's fair prime, 
The mournful magic of tlieir mingling chimi' 
First waked my woiid'ring childhood into tears! 
But seeming now, when all those days arc o'er. 
The sounds of joy once heard, and heard no more. 


SONNET. 

ON THE RIVER RHINE. 

'T WAS morn, and beauteous on the mountain's brow 
(flung witli the beamy clusters of the vine) 

Stream'd the blue light, wlicn on the sparkling Itliine 
We bounded, and ibe white waves round the ])row 
in murmurs parted;—varying ns we go, 

Lo! the woods open, and the rocks retire, 

Some convent's ancient walls or glist’ning spire 
'Mid the bright landscape's track iinfohling slow. 

Here dark, with furrow'd aspect, like despair, 

Fro\sus the bleak cliff—there on the woodland's side 
The shadowy sunshine pours its streaming tide; 
Whilst Hope, cnc 1 i.tuted with the scene so fair. 

Would wish to linger many a summer's day, 

! Nor heeds how fast the prospect winds away. 


SONNET. 

AT A CONVENT. 

If chance some pensive stranger, hither led 
(Mis bosom glowing from majestic views, 

The gorgeous dome, or the proud landscape’s hue'>), 
Should ask who sleeps beneath this lowly hed— 

'T is poor Matilda!—To the cloister'd scene, 

A mourner, beauteous and unknowni, .she came, 

To shed her tears unmark'd, and quench the flame 
Of fruitless love: yet was her look serene 

’ WiiiUfR on landincat Oiiood, and lieario', very eatly m lie 
mornintl. il** corillcioi. 

TlieeiTtfit of bt^lli liM been often deirrlbcd, bat by noor mure 
beaulifully thiu Cowper 

How left ibe muilc of ihoia viltace belli. 

Falling at iotervali upon Ibe eir 
In cadence iweet, now dying all away, 

Now pealing loud ignin, and louder itill. 

Cleor and ■onoroui, ai ibe gale cornel on ! 

Witb eaiy force ll opuni nil Ibe celli 
Where nein'ry ilept. Wherever I bare beard 
A kindred melotly, the icene re.-uri. 

And with II all III pteaiurei and in palm. 

Such comprebuniive viewi the ipirit takei, 

That In a few ibort momunti I retrace 
(Ai In n map ibe voyager bli coune) 

ThewlQdingiofmy way through many yean. 

Cowria'i Taft, boeb *<. 
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As the pale moonlight in tlie midnight aisle;— 

Her Toice wa4 soft, n’hich yet a charm could lend. 
Like that which spoke of a departed friend, 

And a meek sadness sat upon her smile!— 

How, far removed from every earthly ill, 

Her woes are buried, and her heart is still. 

SONNET. 

O TIKE! who know St a lenient hand to Iny 
Softest on sorrow’s wound, and slowly lltence 
(Lulling to sad repose the weary sense) 

The faint pang stealest unperrcivrd away; 

On thee I rest my only hope at last. 

And tliink, when thou hast dried the bitter tear 
That Hows in vain o’er all iny soul held dear, 

I may look back on every sorrow past, 

And meet life’s peaceful evening with a smile— 

As some lone bird, at day’s departing hour, 

Sings in the sunbeam, of the transient show’r 
Foi^ctful, though its wings are wet the while:— 

Yet ah! how much must that poor heart endure, 
Which hopes from thee, and thee alone, a cure! 


SONNET. 

LANGtriD, and sad, and slow, from day to day 
I journey on, yet pensive turn to view 
(Where the rich landscape gleams with softer hue) 
The streams, and vales, and hills, that steal away. 

So fares it will) the children of the earth: 

For when life’s goodly prospect opens round, 

Their spirits beat to tread that fairy ground, 

Where every vale sounds to the pipe of mirth. 

But them vain hope and easy youth beguiles, 

And soon a longing look, like me, they cast 
Back on the pleasing prospect of the past: 

Yet Fancy points where still far onward smiles 
Some sunny spot, and her fair colouring blends, 

Till cheerless on their path the night descends. 

SONNET. 

ON A DISTANT VIEW OF ENGLAND. 

An! from mine eyes the tears unbidden start, 

As thee, my country, and the long-lost sight 
Of thy own cliffs, that lift their summits white 
Above the wave, oui'c more my healing heart 
With eager hope and filial transport hails! 

Scenes of my youth, reviving gales ye bring, 

As when crewhile the tuneful mom of spring 
Joyous awoke amidst your Iilooming vales, 

And fill’d with fragrance every painted plain : 

Fled arc those hours, anil all the joys they gave! 
Yet still I gaze, and count each rising wave 
That bears me nearer to your haunts again; 

If haply, ’mid those woods and vales so fair. 

Stranger to Peace, I yet may meet her there. 


SONNET. 

TO THE RIVEH CHPnWELL, OXFORD. 

CaaawXLL! how pleased along thy willow’d hedge 
Erewhile I stray’d, or when the morn began 
To tinge the distant turret’s gleamy fen. 

Or evening glimmer’d o'er the sighing sedge! 


And now reposing on thy banks once more, 

1 hid the pipe farewell, and that sad lay 
Whose music on my melancholy way 
I woo’d: amid thy waving willows hoar 
Seeking awhile to rest—till the bright sun 
Of joy return, as when Heaven's beauteous bow 
Beams on the night-storm's passing wings below: 
Whate'er betide, yet something have 1 won 
OF solace, that may hear me on serene, 

Till Eve’s last hush shall close the silent scene. 


PART 11. 


I SONNET. 

I 

As one who, long by wasting sickness worn, 

. Weary has watch’d the Itng'ring night, and heard 
Heartless the carol of the matin bird 
Salute Ills lonely porch, now first at mom 
Goes forth, leaving his melancholy bed ; 

He the green slope and level meadow views, 
Delightful bathed with slow-asccnding dews; 

Or marks llic clouds, that o’er the mountain's hc.ad 
In varying forms fantastic wander while; 

Or turns his ear to every random song. 

Heard the green river’s winding marge along, 

The whilst each sense is steep’d in still delight. 

W'lth siicli delight, o’er all my heart I feel, 

Sweet Hope! thy fragrance pure and healing incense 
steal! 

SONNET. 

OCTOBER, 179a. 

Go then, and join the roaring city’s throng! 

Me thou dost leave to solitude and tears, 

To busy fantasies, and boding fears. 

Lest ill l>etide thee: but ’t will not be long, 

And the hard season shall he past: till then 
Live happy; sometimes the forsaken shade 
Rcmemb’ring, and tiiusc trees now left to fade; 

Nor ’mid the busy scenes and ■ hum of men.i 
Wilt thou my cares f.’rgcl: in heaviness 
To me the hours shall roll, weary and slow, 

Till, mournful autumn past, and all the snow 
Of winter pale! the glad hour I shall bless. 

That shall restore thee from the crowd again. 

To the green hamlet id tlic peaceful plain. 

SONNET. 

NOVEMBER, 1793. 

TffsBB is Strange music in the stirring wind. 

When lowers th’ autumnal eve. and all alono 
To die dark wood's cold covert thou art gone. 

Whose ancient trees on the rough slope reclined 
Rock, and at times scatter their tresses scar. 

If in such sliadcs, beneath their murmuring, 

Thou late hast pass’d the happier hours of spring, 
With sadness thou wilt mark the fading year; 

Chiefly if one, with whom such sweets at morn 
Or eve thou 'st shared, to distant scenes shall stray. 
Oh, spring, return! rcturo, auspicious May! 

But sad will be thy coming, and forlorn, 
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If she return not with thy cheering ray, • 

Who from these sliades is gone, gone far away. 

SONNET. 

APRIL, 1793. 

Whose was that gentle voire, that whispering sweet, 
Promised methought long days of bliss sincere? 
Soothing it stole on my deludetl ear, 

Most like soft music, that might sometimes cheat 
Thoughts darkand drooping! 'T was the voice of Hope. 
Of love, and s6citil scenes, it seem’d to speak, 

Of truth, of friendship, of affection meek ; 

That, oh ! poor friend, might to life’s downward slope 
Lead us in peace, and bless our latest hours. 

Ah me! the prospect sadden'd as she sung; 

Loud on my startled car the de:illi>bcli rung; 

Oliill darkness wnipt the pleasurable bow'rs, 

Whilst Horror, pointing to yon breatidess clay, 
u No peace be thine,* exclaim’d ; * away, away 'wj 


SONNET. 

MAY, 1793. 

As o’er these hills I take my silent rounds, 

Still on that vision which is flown I dwell! 

On images I loved (alas, liow well!), 

Now past, and hut remember’d like sweet sounds 
Of yesterday! yet in my breast I keep 

Sncti recollections, painful though they seem, 

And hours of joy retrace, till from my dream 
I wake, and find them not: then I could weep 
To think tliat Time so soon each sweet devours; 

To think so soon life’s first endearments fail, 

And wc are still misled by Hope's smootli tale! 

AVlio, like a flatterer, when the liajipicst hours 
Arc past and must wc wish her cheering lay, 

Wdl fly, us faithless and as fleet as they! 

SONNET. 

NETI.EY AUBET. 

Fali/n pile I I ask not what has been thy fate ; 

But when the weak winds, wafted from the main, 
Through each rent arch, like spirits that complain. 
Come hollow to my cur, I meditate 
On this world’s passing pageant, and the lot 
Of those who once full proudly in their prime 
And beauteous might have stood, till bow’d by time 
Or injury, their early boast forgot, 

They may have fallen like tlicc: Pale and forlorn. 
Their brow, besprent with thin hairs, white as snow, 
They lift, majestic yet; as they would scorn 
This short-lived scene of vanity and woe; 

Whilst on their sad looks smilingly they liear 
Thu trace of creeping age, and the dim hue of care! 

SONNET. 

O RABMOivY! thou tcndcmt nurse of pain, 

If that thy note’s sweet magic e’er can heal 
Griefs which the patient spirit oft may feel, 

Oh! let me listen to tliy songs again. 


Till Memory her fairest tints shall bring, 

Hope wake with brighier eye, and lisl’ning seem 
With smiles to think on some delightful dream. 

That waved o’er the charm'd sense its gladsome wing; 
For when thou icadest all iliy soothing strains 
More smooth along, the silent passions meet 
In one suspendnl transport, sad and sweet, 

And nought hut sorrow’s softest touch remains, 

That, wlicn the transitory charm is o’er. 

Just wakes a tear, and then is felt no more. 


SONNET. 

MAY, 1793. 

How shall I meet tlicc. Summer, wont to fill 
My heart with gladness, when thy pleasant tide 
First came, and on each coomb’s romantic side 
Was heard the distant cuckoo's hollow hill? 

Fresh flow’rs shall fringe the wild brink of the stream, 
As with the songs of joyanre and of hope 
The hedge-rows shall ring loud, and on the slope 
The poplars sparkle in the transient beam; 

The shrul>$ and laurels whirli I loved to tend, 

Thinking their May-tide fragrance might delight, 

With many a peaceful cliarm, ihcc, inyhest friend, 

Shall put forth their green shoot, and cheer thesighl! 
But I bliall mark their hues with sick’ning eyes, 

And weep for her who in the cold grave Ues! 

SONNET. 

How blest with thee the path could I have trod 
Of quiet life, above cold want's hard fate 
(And little wishing more), nor of the great 
Envious, or their proud name! but it pleased God 
To take ihcc to his mercy: then didst go 
In youth and beauty, go to thy death-bed; 

Even wliilst on dreams of bliss we fondly fed. 

Of years to come of oomFortl^Bc it so. 

Ere this 1 have felt sorrow; and cv’n now 

(Though sometimes the unhidden thought must stirt, 
And half unman the miserable heart) 

The cold dew I shall wipe from my sad brow, 

And s:iy, since hopes of bliss on earth arc vain, 
u Best friend, farewell, till we do meet again?* 

SONNET. 

ore REVISITING OXFORD. 

I ifEVEK hear the sound of thy glad bells, 

Oxford! and chime harmonious, but I say 
(Sighing to think how time has worn away), 

• Some spirit speaks in the sweet tone that swells. 

Heard after years of absence, from ihe vale 
Where Chcrwell winds.* Most true it speaks die late 
Of days departed, and its voice recalls 
Hours of delight and hope in the gay tide 
Of life, and many friends now scatter'd wide 
By many fates.—Peace he within thy walls! 

1 have scarce heart to visit tliec; but yet, 

Denied the joys sought in thy shades,—denied 
Each better hope, since my poor ***** died, 

What I have owed to dice, my heart can ne'er forget! 
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SONNET. 

WRITTKN AT MALVERN, 3 DLY II, * 793 . 

I SHALL Ucliold far off thy tow’ring crest, 

Proud Mountiin! from thy heights as slow I stray 
Down through the distant vale my homeward 
I shall beliold, upon thy rugged breast, 

T 1 )C parting sun sit smiling : mo the wliilc 
Escaped ilie crowd, thoughts full of hcaviuess 
Al«iy visit, as life’s hitter losses press 
Hard on my Imsom: hut I sliall u heguile 
The thing 1 am,* and think, that cv'n as thou 
‘Dost lift in the pale beam thy forehead high, 

Proud Mountain 1 (whilst the scattoi’d vapours lly 
Unheeded round thy breast) so, with nlm brow, 

The shades of sorrow I may meet, and wear 

The smile unchanged of peace, though prest by care! 

SOS.NET. 

ON THE DEATH OP TIIK HEV. WILLIAM BENWELL.* 

Taou earnest with kind looks, when on the brink 
Almost of death 1 strove, and v%ii)i mild voice 
Didst soothe me, bidding my poor lieait rejoice. 
Though smitten sore: Oh, I did little think 
^That (lion, my friend, wouldst the first victim fall 
To the stern King of Terrors 1 thou didst lly, 

By pity prompted, at the poor man’s cry; 

And soon thyself wert stretch’d beneath the pall, 

Livid Infection's prey. The deep distress 
Of her, who best thy inmost bosom knew, 

To whom thy faith w.is vow’d, thy soul was true. 
What pow’rs of falfring language shall express? 

I Tb« followini; ole(;ant iD-ariviion to tho lIf>mory of this ami-ihlo 
and escellvot youog unn is |>ietiie'J to ibo cimiu'cl of (JasiTibHiu 
charcb. opor Readioa, aoddoes inorely jutuix.* to ibo many valuablo 
qiialificatlooa of hlio nhose virloei and {'raips U records: — 

.Vcar’hisfdinacpl are de|>oiil4vl 
TlieRpmninstifihc REV. WILLI VM IIEXWELL. 

Lute Pt’ilow of Trinity (lolif'iyp, Oxford, 

Who died of a ron(Q(;ioni fvrrr, tlie rnnsvriupncc of lii« 
i‘hariiahlp endpnrours to relieve and comfort tho 
InbaLitanis of the v{llA([e in whiih be resided. 

From parly youth 

lie was remarkolde for rorre- tness of taste, 
and variety of knovriodi^e ; 

Simple, mndesi, and retired ; 
la manners and cuavursatioo be possessed a natural (jrac-i; 
a nmninf, muriesy, truly expressive of the heavenly 
serenity of his miad. and of the mepkoess, low¬ 
liness, and lieaevoifflce of h s btsiri. 

To his Rvlailons, and to bis Com anions whom be loved, 
he was most lendorty and eoiitisipnily affectionate 
To tb« poor a zealous friend, a wisn and paiivni loslru tor; 

By bis mildness cbeeriu" ibo sorrowful; 

Aod. by the pure and amiable snniaiiy which Iteomed in 
his countennntw, repressing tbe liceuilooi., 
lla'dtunlly pious, 

He appeared in every ioslance of life 
to act. to speak, aod to ibink, 
as in ibe si^bt of Goo. 

He died Sp|.i. Ltb, 1796, Inhislzd yean 
His soul pleased ibp Loan, ilicretore hasital lie to taku 
him away. 

This Tablet wascrenej to his Homory, with heart¬ 
felt (iPief, and ifari teoderest Bfk)clion, 
lly PasaLOPK, eMoit dan({b(«r of Joan Lovxdav, esq.; 
and PeuctAipr. bU wife. 

Who, after many years of tbe uosi ardeot frleodsbip, 
t esbiii,- b'B wife aod hit widow to the 
courMofeteTao weeks! 

—— SI..- 


I As frieittlship buls, I feebly hreallie my own, 

I And sorrowing say, * Pure spirit, thou art gonc-kt 


SONNET. 

ox RKVIEWINr. THE FOREGOING. SEI'T. af, I7g'7. 

I TURN these leaves with thronging thoiighu, and say, 

* Alas' how many fiieiuls of youth arc dead, 

Ilow many viHiuns of fair hope have lied, 

Since first, my Muse, wc metSo speeds away 
Life, and its shadows^ yet wc sit and sing, 

I Stretch’d in the noontide how'r, as if (Ite day 
j Declined not, and we ycl might trill our lay 
Dcncalh the pleasant iiiorning’s purple wing 
Tli.ai fans us, while aloft die gay rloiids shine! 

Oh, ere the coining of the long ruld night, 
liELiGiox, m.iy we bless thy puier light, 

That still shall warm us, when tlie tints decline 
O’er eai ill's dim licmispliere, uiul sad we ga/e 
On the vain Visions of our passing days! 

ELEGY, WIUTTKN A’V THE I10T\VELI..S, 

BRISTOL. i 

ivsr.itinr.D to thi: rev. w. iiowley, ri'Lt.ow of | 

' AMXClir.STF.R COLLECF.. ! 

1 

“ I 

- I ■ ■—ll'i Iwr lut'oiidua secum 

Monlihus <^1 silvik xludtii lucUliU inntil. 

Vini'iii., 

The morning wakes in slia4lov\y mantle grev. 

The darkvonu’ woods tiu'ir gliinm<'ring skirts unfold, 
Prone from the cliff the falcon wheels her wav. 

And long and loud the hell’s slow eliimc is toll'd. ! 

The r4:d4l’niiig light gains fast upon the skies, 

And f.ir away the glisi’niug vapours sail, 

Down the rough steep th’ accustom’d liisiger hies, 

And the stream winds in brightness through the vale' 

Ilow beauteous the pale rocks above (he shore 
Uplift their bleak uii \ furrow'd aspect high; 

How proudly 4h-solatc thrir foreheads hoar. 

That meet the earliest sunbeam of the sky* 

Bound to yon dusky mart, * with pennants gay, 

The tall hark, on the winding water's line, 

Between the riven cliffs plies lier hard way. 

And peering on the sight the white sails shine. 

Alas! for those by drooping sickness worn, 

Who now come forth U> meet the cheering ray; 

And feel the fragrance of the tepid morn 

Bound their lorn breast and throbbing temples play I 

I erliaps they muse with a desponding sigh 
On (he cold vault that shall their hones inurn; 

Whilst every breeze seems, as it whispers by, 

To breathe of comfort never to return. 

* Tba ImmeDve smoky appearauco of BriNiol from tho lilils of 
Clifton. Thare la sometbioff very purullar io Ibu of ilia saih 
pasiinR and ropiMlaR between the rofjded cliffs an hi^h above ibein, 
{Mirticuiarly wboo lb4Z veiael is coaloi; round a projectins rock. 
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Yet oft, as sadly thron{^;iii(j dreams arise, . ' 

AwliH^or(,'elful of llieir pain they gaze, 

A (ransient lustre lights their faded eyes, 

And o’er tiiuir cheek tlie tender hectic strays. 

The purple morn that paints with sidelonu gleam 
The cliffs tall crest, the waving woods that ring 

With charm of birds rejoicing in tlie beam, 

Touch soft the wakeful nerve’s according string. 

Then at sad Meditation's silent hour 

A lliousiuid wishes steal upon the heart; 

And, whilst ihey^rieekly bend to Heav’n’s high pow’r, 
Ah ! think ’l is hard, 't is surely hard to part— 

To part from every hope that brought delight, 

Vrom those that loved them, those they loved so much! 

Tiieii Fancy swells the picture on the sight, 

And softens every scene at every touch. 

Sweet as the mellow’d woods beneath the moon, 
licnienihrancc lends her sort-'iiniting shades; 

.Some natural tears she drops^ l/tU wipes them soon :— 
Tlie world retires, and its dim prospect fades ! 

Airs of delight, that sooth the aching sense; 

Waters of health, that ihiough yon caverns glide ; 

() kindly yet your healing powers dispense, 

And bring back feeble life's exhausted tide! 

Perhaps to these grey rocks and mary springs 

Some heart may come, warm’d with the purest lire; 

For whom bright Fancy plumes her radiant wings. 

And warbling Muses wake the lonely lyre. 

iiomo orphan Maid, deceived in early youth, 

Pale o'er yon spring may hang in mute distress; 

Who dreamt of faith, of happiness, and truth. 

Of love—that Virtue would protect and bless. 

Some musing Youth in silence there may bend, 
I'liiiinely stricken by sharp sorrow’s dart; 

For frieiidsliip form’d, yet left without a friend, 

And beariug still the arrow at liU heart. 

Such was lamented Hussrll's hapless doom, 

The gay companion of iiiy stripling prime; 

Even so he sunk unwept into the tomb, 

And o'er his head closed the dark gulf of time. 

llilhcr he came, i a wan and weary guest, 

A softening bahii for many a wound to crave; 

And woo’d the sunshine to his aching breast, 

Which now seems smiling on his verdant grave! 

lie heard tlic whis'pring winds that now 1 hear, 

As, boding much, along these hills lie pass'd; 

Yet ah ! how mournful did they meet his car 
On that sad morn he heard them for the last! 

• 

So sinks the scene, like a departed dream, 

Since late wc sojourn’d blythe in NVykeham’sbow'rs,* 

Or heard the merry hells by Isis' stream. 

And thought our way was strew’J with fairy flow rs! 

■ Tbu Rev. Thonsi Rmiel, Pelloir ofA’ew Golle.te, OiAird, inihor 
. of BOtue Inueuioua Poena, died at the llotwella 178S, In tbo tneiily* 

alxlb >uar of hia age. 

* Vrin lAatcr Colluga. 


Of those with whom wc play'd upon the lawn 
Of early life, in the fresh morning play’d, 

Alas! liow many, since that vernal dawn, 

Like thee, poor Russell, in the ground arc laid? 

.foyous awhile tliey wander’d baud in hand, 
ily fi icndsliip led along the spring-tide pLtin! 

How oft did Fancy wake her transports bland. 

And on the lids the glisl’ning tear detain! 

1 yet survive, now musing other song, 

Than that wltich early pleased my vacant years; 

Tiiltiking how days and hours have pass'd along, 
^lark'd by much pleasure some, and some by tears! 

Titankful, that to tliese verdant scenes 1 owe 
That he ' whom late I saw all drooping pale, 

Raised from the couch of sickness and of woe, 

Now lives with me, their mantling views to hail. 

Thankful, that still tlie landscape beaming bright, 

Of pendant mountain, or of woodland grey, 

Can wake the wonted sense of pure ileliglit, 

And cliarni awhile my solitary way. 

Enough:—Throngli the high hcav’n the proud sun rides, 
My wand'ring steps their silent path pursue 

Back to the crowded world where fortiiiiu guides: 
Clifton, to thy white rocks and woods adieu! 


OX THE DEATH OF HENRY HEADLY, 

OF TIlItNlTY COLLI'GE, OXTOKU. 

To every gentle Muse in vain allied, 

III vouiIi’k full early morning Headley died ! * 

Ail! long Iiad sickness left her pining trace, 

Biieftil and wan, on each dec.iyitig grace : 

Untimely sorrow touch'd his thonghtful iiiicii' 

Despair upon his languid smile was seen! 

Yet Resignation, musing on the grave 
(When now no hope cotihl cheer, no pily s.ive), 

And Virtue, that scarce felt its fate severe, 

And pale Affection, dropping soft a te.tr 

Tor friends beloved, from whom she soon must pint, 

Bicathed a sad solace on his aching heart. 

Xnr ceased he yet to stray, where, winding wild, 

'1 he Muse’s path his drooping steps beguiled, 

Intent (o rescue some neglected rhyme, 

(.one-blooming, from the monriifui waste of time; 

And cull each scatter’d ^weet, that scoin'd to smile 
Like flow’rs upon some long-forsaken pile. ^ 

Far from the murmuring crowd, unseen, he sought 
Each charm congenial to his sadden'd thought. 

When the grey morn illumed the mountain's side. 

To hear the sweet birds' earliest song he hied; 

' Mr llowley. 

’ Henry ileadtcy was ediicatad nnder Dr Pnrr, at Norwli'b. ad- 
milled afterwnrda siholor of Trinity cotlc([o, Oxford, and died of 
a dftcHue at ibe oge of tweoty-four. Sooe very beaniiful piui'es of 
pouiry Here (inblubed by biui, dlsifosnUbed Tor Iniasery, puilios, 
and simiilicity. 

^ lltndley's fiivoiiritn irsrk of readintf was amor^ ibo aac'eiii 
£n(|lisb pools, oiid he publialied a work rniiiied ■Ihtsalivs of An¬ 
cient En^liib Poetry,!. i-roscrTini; cbioBy inch piccus as were !c»s 
knono, and wbiclt bis lostu knew how to selocl and appreciate. 
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When meekest eve to the fold’s distant bell 
Listen'd, and bade the woods and vales farewell, 
Musing in tearful mood, he oft was seen 
The last that linger’d o’er the fading green. 

The waving wood, high o'er the cliff reclined, 

The murm’ring waterfall, the winter's wind, 

His temper’s trembling texture seem’d to suit, 

Like airs of siidness the responsive lute. 

Yet deem not hence the social spirit dead, 

Though from the world’s hard gaze his fccliugs fled. 
Firm was liis friendship, and his faith sincere. 

And warm as Pity’s his unheeded tear, 

' That wept the ruthless deed, the poor man’s fate, * 

By fortune’s storms left cold and desolate. 

Farewell!—yet be this humble tribute paid 
To all thy virtues, from that social shade 
Where once we sojourn’d. ’ I, alas! remain 
To mourn the hours of youth (\et mourn in vain) 

That lied ncgiui'tcd.—isely thou hast trod 
The better path; and that High Meed, which Cod 
Otdaiu’d for Virtue, tow’nng from the dust, 

Shall bless thy labours, spirit! pure and just. 

ViaiSKS 

ON nEAOlNG MR HOWARD’S DESCRIPTION OF PRISONS, 

ETC. INSCRIBED TO THE REV. J. WARTON, MASTER 

OF WINCIlE.SrER SCHOOL. 

Mortal! who, arm’d with holy fortitude, 

The path of good right onward hast pursued; 

May He, to whose eternal throne on high 
The sufferers of the earth with anguish cry, 

Be thy protector! On that dreary road 
1 hat leads thee patient to the last abode 
Of wretchedness, in peril and in pain, 

May lie thy steps direct, thy heart sustain I 
('Mid scenes, wlierc pestilence in darkness ihes; 

In caverns, wlierc deserted misery lies;) 

So safe hene.'iili his shadow thou mayst go. 

To cheer the dismal wastes of human woe. 

Oh, Charily! our helpless nature’s pride, 

Thou friend to him wlio knows no friend beside, 

Is there in morning’s breath, or the sweet gale 
That steals o’er the tired pilgrim of the vale, 

Cheering with fragrance fresh his weaiy frame, 

Aught like the incense of thy holy fl.ime 7 
Is aught in all the b&iuties that adorn 
Thu azure hca'’'n, or purple lights of morn! 

Is aught so fair in eveninj^s lingVing gleam, 

As frotn thine eye the meek and pensive beam 
That falls like saddest moonlight on the lull 
And distant grove, when the wide world is still? 

I Alludins to »omc besulifgi rerw* by lluadlcy, oo a Baq- 
gsr'sDog, from wbUb ilM fullowiag ere e irecud:— 

Vken the cold wioier'i wind ny (;rey lock* rent, 

Like wither'd moim iipen i monument. 

What could hef>ior«7>-agsiDil the pit'ieu dorm 
He loot bit liule aid to keep nw warm. 

* Trinity eoIl'Sge, Oxford.^AmoDQ ray contemporaries there, were 
aeversl yoauf meo of tulonu and iitenmire; Headley, Kcit, Ben- 
well, OaJIaway, BiCbardt, Doroford. T. Warton wui oue of the 
leaior Fellows* 


Tliinc am the ample views, that unconfinctl 
Stretch (0 the utmost walks of hnman kind : 

Tliine is the spirit, that with widest plan 
Brother to brother biuds, and roan to man. 

But who for thee, 0 Charity! will bear 
Hardship, and cope w'ilh peril and with care? 

Who, for tliy sake, will social sweets forego 
For scenes of sickness, and the sights of woe? 

Who, for tliy sake, will seek the jirison's gloom, 

Where gh.istly Guilt implores her ling*ring doom; 
Whore Penitence unpiilcd sits, and pale. 

That never told to human cars her tale; 

Where Agony, half>famish’d, cries in vain; 

Where dark Uespoiidoncc niurinuis o'er her chain ; 
Where sunk Disease is wasted to the hone, 

And hollow'-cycd Despair forgets to groan? 

Approving Mercy marks the vast design, 

Aud p *oudly cries—> Howard, tlie task be thine !» 

Already 'mid the darksome vaults profound, 

The eaves, hid fathoms deep bcneatli the ground, 
Consohtig hath thy tender look appear'd: 

In horror's realm the voice of peace is heard! 

Be the sad scene disclosed; fearless unfold 
The grating door—the inmost cell behold ! ‘ 

Thought shrinks from the dread sight; the paly lamp 
lUirns faint amid th’ iiifuclioiis vapour’s damp; 

Beneath its light full many a liiid mien, 

And hagg.ird eye-ball, through the dusk are seen. 

In thought I see tliec, at each hollow sound, 

\\ illi humid lids oft anxious gaze around. 

But (ih ! for him, who, to yon vault conlincd, 

Has bid a long farewell to human kind; 

His wasted form, his cold and bloodless cheek, 

A tale of sadder sorrow seem to speak— 

Of friends, perhaps now mingled with the dc.id; 

()f hope, that, like a faillileKs flatterer, lied 
III lir utmost hour of need; or of a son 
(].ist to the bleak world’s mercy; or of one 
Whose heart was broken, when the stern behest 
I Tore him from paluafr'Ciion’s bleeding breast. 
Despairing, from his cold and flinty ImxI, 

I \\ itii fearful raiitt’i'ing he hath raised his head : 

■ hat pitying spirit, what unwonted guest. 

Strays to tliis last retreat, these sli.ides iinhlcst? 

From life and light shut out, beneath tliis cell 
Long have I bid the cheering sun farewell. 

' Pcnwilb iViton. («)—aTwo room* in ttio keeper’* atjiblcynnl! 
but (likiuul trolo bis iiuune, nuj quitn out of si|;bl aihI lii>arin((. 
Tbc rootn for uiun is full ii foot Mjuirc, sod 6 high: wiuilow i 8 
inihe* *(|uoro‘ no chiinoey.—E>trib floor: Tory dump. Tbc door 
bad nut boon opoiiod for four v>e«k«when I went in ; end iboti ibo 
keeper beflao lo door nwsy the dirt. Tboro wa* only one driaor, 
wbo set-m'd to haro been robuNl, but was i^rnwa pulu by leii week* 
clu«c cunliocineni, with liulr food, nbiib he hud Sroin ■ brolbrr, 
wbo wn* poor nod bad a fomily.^-Ho said, thu tioinpnes* of ibfi 
prison, wilh but iitllo rlrow, bad obliced him (bo K|>olti: with sor- 
ron) to send for ibo bwl on which some of bis chitdreo Iny. He hod 
a wifo and ten < hildrtm, two of whom died siiicu ho enroe hither, 
and tbe rest wore almost starrinR. Ho ban wriiion a teller sintn, 
by wbiLb 1 learn that his distress was aot mitioiiied, and that ho 
bod a companion miserable a* bimself.a 

UowAOD OK Lasamtot, p, 398. . 

{a) At Pcozancs, Cornwalliho property of Lord Arundel. 
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1 heard for ever closed the jealous door, . 

I Diark'd my bed on the forsaken floor, 

I }>ad no hope on eartl), no human friend: 

Let me unpitied to the dust descend !■ 

(^old is his frozen lieart—his eye is rear'd 
To Heav’n no i]iore*~-'and on his sable beard 
The tear has ceased to fall. Thou canst not bring 
Dack to his mournful heart the morn of spring— 

Thou canst not bid the rose of health renew 
Upon Ilia wasted cheek her crimson hue: 

But at tliy look (ere yet to hate resign'd, 
lie murmurs his last curses on mankind), 

At thy kind look one tender thought shall rise. 

And his full soul shall thank thee ere he dies! 

• 

O ye, who list to Pleasure's vacant song, 

As in her silken train ye troop along; 

Who, like rank cowards, from affliction fly, 

Or, whilst the precious hours of life p.tss by, 

Lie sluinb ring in the sun 1—Awake, niise— 

To these instructive pictures turn your eyes. 

The awful view with otliur feelings scan, 

And learn from Howard what uun owes to man! 

These, Virtue! arc thy triumphs, that adorn 
i'Uliest our nature, and bespeak us born 
For loftier action; not to gaze and run 
From clime to clime; or b.itten in the siin. 

Dragging a droiiy flight from Mow'r to iiow'r, 

Like summer insects in a gaudy hour; 

Nor yet o'er love-sick tales with fancy range, 

And cry —is pitiful, 'tispassing strange!^ 

But on life’s vaiicd views to look around, 

I And raise expiring sorrow from (ho ground:— 

And he—who thus hath borne his part assign'd 
hi the sad fellowship of human kind, 

Or for a moment soothed the bitter pain 
Of a poor brother—has not liv d in vain! 

But't is not that Compassion should bestow 
An unavailing tear on want or woe: 

Lo! fairer Order rises from thy plan. 

Befriending virtue, and adorning man. 

That comfort cheers the dark abode of pain, 

Where wan Disease oft cried for aid in vain; 

That Mercy soothes the hard behest of law; 

That Misery smiles upon her bed of straw; 

That the dark felons' clan, no more, combined. 
Murmur in murd'rous leagues against mankind; 
That to each cell, a mild yet mournful guest, 
Contrition comes, and stills the beating breast, 

Whilst long-forgotten tears of virtue flow; 

Thou, generous friend of all—to dice we owe! 

To thee, lliat Pity sees her views expand 
To many a cheerless haunt, and distant land! 

W'hilst warm Philanthropy extends her ray, 

Wide as the world, and general as the day 1 

Howard! 1 view those deeds, and think how vain 
The triumphs of weak man—the feeble strain 
That Flattery sings to Conquest's crimson car, 

Amid tlie banner'd host, and Uic proud tents of war! 

From realm to realm the hideous War-fiuod hies 
Wide o'er the wasted earth—before him flies 

I ' Affright, on pinions fleeter tlian the wind; 

And DeuUi and Desolation fast behind 


I I 


The havoc of his echoing inarch pursue: 
Meantime his steps are bathed in the warm dew 
Of bloodshed, and of tear8;^hut his dread name 
Shall perish—the loud clarion of his fame 
One day shall cease, and wrapt in hideous gloom, 
Forgetfulness sit on his shapeless tomb I 

But bear thou fearless on the God of all. 

To whom tir afflicted kneel, the Friendless call, 
From his liigli throne of mercy shall approve 
The holy deeds of Mercy and of Love: 

For when the vanities of life's brief day 
Oblivion's hurrying wing shall sweep away, 

Each act by Charity and Mercy done. 

High o’er the wrecks of time, shall live alone 
Immortal as the hcav'ns, and beauteous bloom 
To other worlds, and realms beyond the tomb. 


THK GKAVE OF HOWARD. 


Ills fallen) accumuleoi ilonU, ct fon^jsr lasgi 
Muntirc. ■ ■■ 

VlRSIL, 


Spirit of Death! whose outstretch'd pennons dread 
Wave o’er the world beneath (heir shadow spread, 
VYlio darkly speedcst on lliy destined way, 

'Mid shrieks, and cries, and sounds of dire dismay; 
Spirit! behold thy victory—assume 
A form more terrible, an ampler plume; 

For He, who wander’d o'er the world alone, 
List'ning to Misery’s universal moan; 

He, who, sustain'd by Virtue’s arm sublime, 

Tended the sick and poor from clime to clime, 

Low in the dust is laid —thy noblest spoil! 

And Mercy ceases from her awful toil! 

*T was where the pestilence at thy command 
Arose to desolate the sick’ning land. 

When many a mingled cry and dying pray’r 
Resounded to the list'ning midnight air. 

When deep d'lsmay lieard not the frequent knell, 
And the wan carciiss fester'd ns it fell: 

*T w.is there, with holy Virtue's awful inicn, 

Amid tile sad sights of tliat fearful scene, 

Calm ho was found: the dews of death he dried; 
lie spoke of comfort lo the poor that cried; 

He watch'd (he fading eye, the thigging breath, 

Ere yet the languid sense was lost in death; 

And with that look protecting angels wear, 

Hung o’er tlie dismal couch of pale Despair! 

Friend of mankind! thy righteous task is o'er; 
The heart, that throbb’d with pity, beats no more. 

Around the limits of this rolling sphere, 
Where'er the just and good thy tale shall hear, 

A tear shall fall: alone, amidst the gloom 
Of die still dungeon, his long sorrow’s tomb, 

Tlie captive, mourning o'er his chain, shall bend 
To think the cold earth holds his only friend 1— 
lie who with labour draws his wasting breath 
On the forsaken silent bed of death, 
Rcmcmb'ring thy last look and anxious eye, 

Shall gaze around, unvisited, aud die. 
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Friend of mankind, farawclt!—these tears we shed, 
So nature dictates, o’er thy earthly IhnI; 

I Yet we fbrfret not, it was his high will, 

Who saw thee virtue's arduous task fulfil, 

Thy spirit from its toil at last should rest 
I So wills thy God, and what Uc wills is best! 

Thou hast encounter'd dark disease's train, 

Thou hast con>crscd with poverty and pain, 

Thou hast beheld the dreariest forms of woe 
That through this mournful vale unfricndiHl go; 

And, pale with sympathy, hast paused to hear 
The saddest plaints e'er told to human cur. 

, Go then, the task fulfill’d, (he trial o’er, 

Where sickness, want, and pain, are known no more! 

How awful did tliy lonely track appear, 
Enlight’ning misery’s hcniglitcd sphere! 

As when an angel all-scrcne goes fnrtli 
To still the raging tempest of the North, 

Th’ embattled clouds tliat hid the struggling day, 

Slow from his face retire in dark array; 
t>n the black waves, like promontories hung, 

A light, as of the orient mom, is Hung, 

Till blue and level heaves the silent hrine, 

And the new-lighted rocks at distance shine; 

E’en so didst thou go forth with cheering eye— 

Befoi c thy look the sliades of misery 11 y; 

So didst thou hush the tempest, stilling wide 
OF human woe the loud-'lamcnting tide. 

Nor shall the spirit of those deeds expire, 

As fodes the feeble spark of vital fire. 

But beam abroad, and cheer with lustre mild 
liuinanity’s remotest prospects wild. 

Till this frail orb shall from its sphere he burl’d, 

Till final ruin hush the murmuring world, 

And all its sorrows, at the awful blast 

Of the Archangel’s trump, be but as shadows past' 

Relentless Time! that steals with silent tread, 

Shall tear away the tropliies of die dead. 

Fame, on the pyramid’s aspiring top, 

With sighs shall her recording trumpet drop; 

Tlic feeble characters of Glory’s hand 
Shall perish, like the tracks upon the sand; 

Out not with those expire the sacred dame 
Of virtue, or the good man’s awful name. 

Howaxd ! it matters not, tliat far away 
From Albion's peaceful shore thy bones decay. 

Him it might please, by whose sustaining hand 
Tliy steps were led through many a distant land, 

Thy long and last abode should there be found, 

Where many a ^vage nation prowls around; 

Tliat Virtue from the hallow’d spot might rise. 

And pointing to the finish’d sacrifice, 

Teach to the roving Tartar’s savage clan 
Lessons of love, and liigher aims of man. 

The hoary chieftain, who thy tale shall bear, 

Pale on thy grave shall drop his falt’ring spear. 

The cold, uopitying Cossack thirst no more 
To bathe his buroiog falchion deep in gore, 

Releotless to Cbe cry of carnage speed, 

Or nrge o’er gasping heaps iiis panting steed ’ 


Nor vain the thought that f.iirer licnee may rise 
New views of life, and wider charities. 

Far from the bleak Itiphean mountains hoar, 

From the cold Hon, and Wolga’s w'and’ring shore, 
From many a shady forest's lengthening trad, 

From many a dark-descending cataract, 

Succeeding tribes shall come, and o’er the place. 
Where sleeps the general friend of human race. 
Instruct their children what a debt they owe, 

Speak of the man who trod the paths of woe; 

Then bid them to their native woods depart, 

^Yitll new-born virtue aching at their heart. 

When o’er the sounding Euxinc’s stormy tides 
In hostile pomp the Turk’s pioud navy rides. 

Dent on the frontiers of th' imperial Czar, 
lo pour the tempest of vindictive war; 

If onward to those shores they Imply steer, 

Where, IIuwakd, tliy cold dust reposes near, 

VYliiUt o’er the wave the silken pennants stream 
And seen far off the golden crescents gleam, 

Amid the pomp of war, the swelling hreast 
Shall feel a still unwonted awe impress'd. 

And the relenting Pagan luni aside 
To think—‘on yonder shore the Christian died! 

Rut thou, O Rrilon ! doom’d perhaps to roam 
An exile many a year and far from home. 

If ever fortune thy lone footsteps leads 

To the wild Nieper’s banks, and wliisp’ring reeds ,1 

O’er llowARu’s (irave thou slialt impassion’d bend. 

As if to hold s.id converse with a friend. 

Wliatc’cr thy faXe upon this various scene, 

Where’er thy weary pilgrimage has been. 

There shall thou pause; and shutting from thy heart 
Some vain regreU that oft unhidden start, 

Tliink upon him to every lot resign'd, 

Who wept, who toil’d, who perish’d for mankind. 

For me, who musing, Howard, on thy fate, 

These pensive strains at evening meditate, 

1 thank thee for the lessons thou hast taught 
To mend my heart, or animate my thought, 
f thank thee, Hovvabd, for that awful view 
Of life which thou hast drawn, most s:ul, most true. 
Thou art no marc! and the frail fading bloom 
Of this poor offering dies upon thy tomb : 

Beyond the transient sound of earthly praise 
Thy virtues live, perhaps, in seraph’s lays * 

I, home in tiiought, to the wild Nieper’s wave, 

Sigh to the reeds that whisper o’er thy grave. 


ON SliAKSPKARE. 

O sovBRSiGN Master! who with lonely state 
Dost rule as in some isle’s inclianliNl land, 

On whom soft airs and shadowy spirits wait, 

Whilst scenes of faerie bloom at thy command! 

On thy wild shores forgetful could I lie; 

And list, till earth dissolved to tliy sweet minstrelsy! 

' Tba lows (1. e. Cberjon, on ilie Blar)i-»ui, where Ilowird dlotl) 
U entlrrly furoiiilied wtib fuel by r«ai$, at which there ie an ines- 
hauttlbleroreit in tbetliaUowi of ihe UorUihenea, orNleper. 

LtDT CnATiM's fonr. 
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GallM by iliy mu^ic from the lioary deep, 

Aerial forms should in bright troops ascend, 

And tlien a wond'rous mask before me sweep; 

Whilst sounds, that the earth otuiid not, seem to blend 
Their stealing melodies, chat when the strain 
Ceased, J should weep, and would so dream again! 

The song is ceased. Ah! who, pale shade, art thou, 
Sad raving to the rude tempestuous night? 

Sure thou bust had much wrong, so stern thy brow. 

So piteous thou dost tear thy tresses white; 

So wildly thou dost cry, u JJIow, bitter wind, 

Te elements, ! call not you unArtud -'n* 

Beneath the shade of nodding branches grey, 

’Mid rude romantic woods, and glens forlorn, 

The merry iiitnlcrs wear the hours away; 

Jlings the deep fotest to the joyous horn! 

Joyous to ail, hut him,' who with s.id look 
Hangs idly musing by the brawling brook. 

But mark the merry elves of fairy land 
To (he high moon’s gleamy glance. 

They with shadowy morrice dance, 

Soft music dies along the dc*»rt sand; 

Soon at peep of cold-eycHl day. 

Soon the mimcroas lights decay; 

Merrily, now merrily. 

After the dewy moon they fly. 

The charm is wound: I see an aged form, 

In white robes, on the winding sua-sliorc stand; 

O'er the careering surge he waves his wand: 

Hark' on the bleak rock bursts the swelling storm. 

Now from bright op’ning clouds 1 liear a lay, 

Conte to Ciese yellow sands, fair stranger,^ come away. 

Saw yc pass by the weird sisters palc?^ 

Mark’d ye the low’ring castle on the heath? 

Hark! hark! is the deed done? tlie deed of death! 

The deed is done:—hail, king of Scotland, hail! 

I sec no more;—to many a fearful sound 

The bloody cauldron sinks, and all is dark around. 

Pity! touch the trembling strings, 

A maid, a beauteous maniac, wildly sings : 

«They laid him in the ground so cold,^ 

Upon his breast the earth is thrown; 

High is heap’d the grassy mould, 

Oh! he 15 dead and gone. 

The winds of the winter blow o’er his cold breast, 

But pleasant shall be his restn 

O sovereigu Master! at whose sole command 
We start with terror, or with pity weep ; 

(X! where is now thy alhereating wand? 

Buried ten thousand fathoms in the deep. 

The staff is broke, the powerful spell is tied, 

An(< never earthly guest shall in thy circle tread. 


' Lear. 

1 SUdnuMmcr h'\glu i Dream. 
* Sea Murbeth. 


* Jaoquflt: As You tAke It. 

* Ferdinaoil: see The tempest, 

* Ophelia: Uamht. 


AIHJA THUbE.* 

I CLiua the highest cliff: 1 hear the sound 
' Of dashing waves; ! gaze intent around: 

I mark the sun that orient lifts his head! 

1 mark the sea's lone rule bcncaili him spread: 

But not a speck can my long-straining eye, 

A shadow, o’er the tossing waste descry, 

That I might weep tears uf delight, and say, 
u It is the bark that bore my child away!* 

Thou SUD, that bcamesl bright, liencath whose eye 
The worlds unknown, and oiit-strctch’d waters, lie 
Dost thou behold him now? On some rude shore, 
Around whose crags the cheerlesi. billows roar, 
Watching th’ unwearied surges doth he stand. 

And think upon his father’s distant land? 

Or has his heart forgot, so far away, 

These native scenes, these rocks and torrents grey, 

The tall bananas whispering to the breeze, 

Tlie shores, the sound of these encircling seas, 

Heard from his infant days, and the piled heap 
Of holy stones, where his forcfallicrs sleep? 

Ah, me! till sunk by sorrow, I shall dwell 
With them forgetful in the narrow cell, 

Never shall time from my fond heart efface 
His image; oft his shadow I shall trace 
Upon the glimmering waters, wlicn on high 
The white moon wanders through the cloudless sky. 

Oft in my silent cave (when to its fire 
From the night's rushing tempest wc retire) 

1 shall behold his form, his aspect bland; 

I shall retrace his footsteps in the sand; 

And, wlien the hollow-sounding surges swell, 

Still think 1 listen to his echoing shell. 

\Yould I had perish’d ere dial hapless day, 

When the tall vessel, in its trim array, 

First rush’d upon the sounding surge, and bore 
My age’s comfort from the sheltering shore! 

I saw it spread its white wings to the wind— 

Too soon it left these hills and woods behind—* 
fiazing, its course I follow’d till mine eye 
No longer could its distant track descry; 

Till on the conflnes of the billows boar 
Awhile it hung, and then was seen no more; 

And only the blue hollow hcav'n 1 spied, 

And the long waste of waters tossing wide. 

More mournful tlien each falling surge 1 heard; 

Then dropt the sL'ignani tear upon my beard. 
Mctliotiglit the wild waves said, amidst their roar 
At midnight, * Thou shaltsee thy son no more!* 

I 

Now tlirice twelve moons through the mid heav’ns 
have roll'd, 

And many a dawn, and slow night, have 1 told; 

And still, as every weary day goes by, 

A knot recording on my line 1 tic;' 

' See Htsiory of the Pelcw hlaodi. 

* 1 And, by referring to the book, that 1 hsro here made a ais- 
lake, which I hopo the reader will pardon. The knots were tied ■ t 
iho time of Le Roo' % departure, and oue untied erory noon by the 
dlscootolatu Puiher.—There !• a very interestlos relailoii on ihia 
■ubjucl In niMn’s Voyage round iho World, who, soa* jeart after- 
warda sniltuf; near the Pulew Islands, observed ■ person on shore 
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Diit never more, emerging from the main, 

1 we the stranger's bark approach again. 

lias the full storm o'crwhdm'd him? lias its sweep 

Buried the bounding vessel in the deep? 

mskluij algm to tbe veuel, wbom we tuve resiton to enppose from 
•ab»M|aent Bccoaot* to tiSTe been tbe unfortuosie faiber of Lo Boo. 
Coptnin Dixon, nt the time, wes iBnonint of v^ery circumatanco 
rclaiine to ibli intereiting story, witb which Sir Ecutc concludes 
Ills •(.'count of the Polow Islands :— 

• The evening before tbe Oivofunj sailed, the King asked Cnpt. 
WilaoQ how loo|{ It nii|;ht be before liii rnturii to IView f and bring 
(old, that It would proiiably be ftl>out thirty muons, or might chanen 
to extend to six more, Abba Thuti* drew front Ills basket a piei'e of 
/iM, and after mnkinc thirty knots on it, a little distance from each 
Alhor, left ■ long space, and then adding six olbera, carefully put 
it by. 

■ As Ibr slow but sore steps of Time bsve boon moviug onward, 
the roador's imaginatiun will figure the anxioiu parent n‘tor(lng to 
this cherished reiucmbranrer, and with joy ontying the early ro- 
cords of each elapsiag period ;'..-as he sees him advancing On bis 
line, he will conceive tbul joy redoubled; and nbon nearly ap> 
proaeliing lo the ikhnttk knot, almust uccasiag the planet of tbe 
night for {tasting so tardily away. 

■ When Terging towards the termioailon of his /afett reckoning, 
he will then piciare his mind glowing with parental affection, no 
casionally alarmed by di(ubi->yet still ituoyed up by hope 'he 
will fani'y him pacing inquisithciy the soa>kh<ire, ond often oom- 
niaiiding his jteojalr to astwnd every rojky height, aod glance their 
eyes along the level line nf the liori/on which hounds the snr- 
rounding ocean, to see if b.iply it might not in some part be broken 
by the distant appearance of a rctariring sail. 

• Lastly, ho will view the good Abba Thal«^, wearied onl by that 
vxp,j<laiion, which somauy ruturaing moons, tinea his reckoning 
eenteJ, hitve by this lime langhi him he had nourished in vain. 
Rut the reader will bring him bark to bit remembrance, as armed 
with that onshaken fortitude that was equal to the trials of vory iog 
life. He will not in Atm, at iu less manly spirits, see the passions 
rushing into opposite extremes—tamed to /Jes/oiir— 
Loiivoned to HittreJ. —No. After some allowance fur ibeir nalitni 
fermeolntion, he will tappoio them all placidly subsidiug Into the 
atlm ofnesigoatioa!— 

■ .*^ho'jld tbit not be absolutely the case of our friendly King—os 
the humon mind is far more ptincil by uncertainly then a know¬ 
ledge of the K’orsf—overy render will lament, he shontd to this 
momeoi reomln igooraot, that bis long looked-for Son cun ruluro 
no more, 

■ At Romo, tbe life of one ciiisoo saved gave a claim to tbe cMe 
wreath—at Pelew, so many of our countrymen rescued from 
distress, nod, by Abba Tbult^'s protection and benevolence, not 
only saved from iaevitable deslrncllon, bat enabled to return in 
safety to their families and friends, bath sure a still stronger claim 
to a wreath from Britith gratitude h 

—f^pt. Wilton iiotfHed to the India-House tbe unfortonate 
(leolb of this young man ; and received orders to ooodurt every 
thing with proper decency respecting his foneral. He was interred 
In noihprhilhe churchyard, tbe Captain and fals brother attending. 
All the young people of tbe Academy joined In this testimony of re¬ 
gard ; and the coocourte of yieoplo at the church was so great, that 
it appeared at if the whole psritb had astambird to join In sueing 
the last (eremonles psld to oae who was so much beloved by all who 
hod kaown him lo it. 

• The India i,oropaoy, soon after, ordered a tomb to he erected 
over his grave, with the following Inscription, which I have trans¬ 
cribed from it 

To the Memory of 
PKLVl.E LG BOO, 

A oative of the Petew or Paloe Islands ; 

And son to Anas TnvLs, Rupack or King 
Of tbe Island Voonoran; 

Wlio departed ibis life on the ayth of December 1784, 

Aged so years ; 

This Stone is Inscribed, 

Dy the Honourable United East-Imdu Goupixf, 

As a Testimony of Esteem 

For the bamaoa end kind treatmaet afforded by Aij Pathee 
to tbe Grew of their ship the Amtelupe, Capt. Wiisoa. 
wbleb wes wrecktui off that Island lo the night 
of tbe gib ofAugesi, lySI. 

Step, Reeder, stop! lot tTotere claim a tear— 

Arlene of Mfee, LtBoo, lies baried here,* 


In lie cast Mecdin*; on some desert plain? 

I Upon his father did he c.!!! in vain? 

Have pitiless and bloody tribes defiled 

The cold limits of my brave, my beauteous child! 

Oh! I shall never, never hear his voice; 

Thu sprinj^-time shall return, the isles rejoice; 

But faint and weary I shall meet the mom, 

And 'mid the clicerinj* sunshine droop forlorn! 

Thu joyous conch sounds in the hi{;li wood loud, 

O’er all the beach now stream the busy crowd; 

Fresh breezes stir the wavinff plantain grove; 

The fisher carols in the winding cove; 

And light canoes along the lucid tide 

With painted shells and sparkling paddles glide. 

1 linger on the desert rock alone. 

Heartless, and cry for thee, my Son, my Son. 

WRITTEN AT SOUTHAMPTON. 

Smooth went our boat upon the summer seas. 

Leaving (for so it seem'd) the world behind. 

Its sounds of mingled uproar ; we, reclined 
Upon the sunny deck, heard but the breeze 
That o’er us whispering pass'd, or idly play'd 
With the lithe flag aloft.—A woodland scene 
On either side drew its slope line of green, 

And hung the water's shining edge with sh.tde. 

Above the woods, Nollcy! tliy ruins pale 
Peer'd, as we pass'd; and Vecta's ' nziirc hue 
Beyond the misty castle* met the view; 

Where in mid channel hung the scarce-scen sail, 

$0 all was calm and sunshine as we went 
Cheerily o'er tlic briny clement. 

Oh! were this little boat to us the world, 

As thus wc wander’d far from sounds of care, 

Circled with friends and gentle maidens fair, 

Whilst morning airs the waving pennant curl'd ; 

How sweet were life's long voyage, till in peace 
Wc gain’d that haven still, where ail things cease! 

VERSES 

INSCRIBED TO HiS CIIACB THE DUKE OF LEEDS, AND 
OTHER PROMOTERS OF THE PHILANTHROPIC .SOCIETy.-* 

When want, with wasted mien and iiaggard eye. 

Retires in silence to her cell to die; 

When o'er her child she hangs with speechless dread, 
Faint and despairing of to-morrow's bread; 

Who shall approach to bid the conflict cease, 

And to her parting spirit whisper peace? 

Who thee, poor Infaut, that with aspect hland 
Dost stretch forth innocent thy helpless band, 

Shall pitying then protect, when thou art thrown 
On the world's waste, unfriended and alone? 

Oh! hapless Infancy! if aught could move 
The hardest heart to pity and to love, 

' ItieofWishl. * Koiahot Caatiff. 

* Tbe PhilaDtbropIc Society waa InttliuUKi la Sept. 1788,/er /Ae 
prevention of erimety by Mekles out, and tralnlag ap lo virtue and 
ladutiry, tbe Gbildrea of the moat ahjoct and crlmioal amonff tlte* 
vagrant and profligate Poor; by tbeio meaet more effoclaally to 
•lievlate bumaa nlaery, and to oppose ibo progreMofvIce. 
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'T were surely found in (lice; dim passions mark 
Stern manliood’s brow, where age impresses dark 
The stealing line of sorrow; but thine eye 
Wears not distrust, or grief, or perfidy : 

Though fortune’s storms with dismal shadow loVr, 
Thy licart nor fears nor feels the bitter show’r; 

Tliy tear is soon forgotten; thou wilt weep, 

And then the murmuring winds will hush tliy sleep, 

As’t were with some sad miisie;—and thy smiles. 

Unlike to those that mask oft cruel wiles. 

Plead best thy speechless iunoccnec, andVnd 
A charm migiitwin the world to bo thy friendl 

But thou art oft abandon’d in thy smiles. 

And early vice thy easy heart beguiles. 

O for some voice, that of llic secret maze 
Where the grim passions lurk, the winding ways 
That lead to sin, and ruth, and deep lament, 

Might haply warn thee, whilst yet innoccut, 

And beauteous as the spring-time o'er the hills 
Advancing, when each vale glad music fills! 

Else lost and wandVing, tlic benighted mind 
No spot of rest again sliall ever find: 

Then the sw'eet smiles, that erst enchanting laid 
Their magic beauty on thy look, shall fade : 

Then the bird’s wnrhleil song no more shall cheer 
With morning music thy delighted car: 

Fell tlioughts and muttering passions shall awake, 

And the fair rose the sullied clicek forsake! 

As when still Autumn's gradual gloom is laid 
Far o'er the fading forest's sadden'd shade, 

A mournful gleam illumines the cold hill. 

Yet palely wandering o'er the distant rill ; 

But when tlie hollow gust, slow rising, raves, 

And high the piiip on yon lone summit waves, 

Kurh milder charm, like pictures of a dream. 

Is perish’d, mute the birds, and dark the stream 1 
Scuds the drear sleat upon the whirlwind home. 

And scowls the landscape clouded and forlorn!— 

So fades, so perishes, frail Virtue’s hue:— 

Her last and lingering smile seems but to rue, 

I.ike Autumn, every summer beauty reft, 

Till all is dark and to the winter left. 

Yet Spring, with living touch, shall paint again 
The green-leaved forest, and the purple plain; 

Witli mingling melody the woods shall ring, 

Tlie whisp’ring breeze its long-lost incense /ling : 

Rut, Innocence! when once thy tender /lower 
The sickly taint has touch’d, where is that power 
Tliat shall bring bark its fragrance, or restore 
The lints of loveliness, that shine no more ? 

How then for thee, who pinest in life’s gloom. 
Abandon'd child! shall hope or virtue bloom! 

For thee, exposed amid the desert drear, 

Which DO glad gales or vernal sunbeams cheer? 

Though some there are, who lift their bead sublime. 
Nor heed the transient storms of fate or time; 

Too oft, alas! beneath unfriendly skies, 

The tender blossom shrinks its leaves, and dies! 

Go, struggle with tliy fate, pursue thy way~ 

Though thou art poor, Uie world around is gay. 


Thou hast no bread; but on thy aching sigU 
Proud luxury's pavilions glitter bright; 

In thy cold ear ll»c song of gladness swells, 

Whilst vacant folly chimes her tinkling bells; 

The careless crowd prolong their hollow glee, 

Nor one relenting bosom thinks of thee. 

Will not the indignant spirit then rcliel. 

And the dark tide of passions fearful swell ? 

Will not despite, perhaps, or bitter need, 

Urge then thy temper to some direful deed? 

Pale Guilt sh.all call thee to her ghastly band. 

Or Murder welcome thee with reeking liand*^ 

O wretched state, whero^ur best feelings lie 
Deep sunk in Sullen, hopeless a|)athy! 

Or wakeful cares, or gloomy terrors start, 

And night and tempest mingle on the heart ] 

All mournful to the pensive sage's eye, 

Tlie monuments of human glory lie— 

Fall’ll palaces, crush’d by the ruthless Iiaste 
Of time, and many an empire’s silent waste. 

Where, 'midst the vale of long-departed years, 

The form of desolation dim appears, 

Pointing to the wild plain with ruin spread. 

The wrecks of age, and records of the dead: 

, But where a sight shall shiidd’ring sorrow find. 

Sad as the ruins of the human mind,— 

As Man, by his Great Maker raised Jiublirnc 
Amid the universe, ordain’d to climb 
The arduous height where Virtue sits serene 
As Man, the high lord of this nether scene, 

So fall'n, so lost!—his noblest boast destroy’d, 

Ilis sweet affections left a piteous void ? 

But oh, sweet Charity! what sounds were those 
That met the list’ning ear, soft as the close 
Of distant music, when the hum of day 
Is hush’d, and dying gales the airs convey! 

« Come, hapless Orphans, (meek Compassion cried) 
Where’er, iiusheltcr’d outcasts, ye abide 
The bitter driving wind, the freezing sky, 

Tfi oppressors scourtjCf the proud man's contumely ; 
Gome, hapless Orphans! yc wlio never s.iw 
A tear of kindness shed on your cold straw; 

Who never met with joy the morning light, 

Or lisp'd your little pray’r of peace at night: 

Come, hapless Orphans! nor, v/hen youllisliould spring 
So.aring aloft, as un an eagle’s wing, 

Shall yc forsaken on the ground be left, 

Of hope, of virtue, and of peace bereft! 

Far from the spring-tide gale, and joyous day, 
lu the deep caverns of Despair ye lay: 

She, iron-hearted mother, never press’d 
Your wasted forms with iraAsport to her breast; 

When none o'er all the world your ’plaint would hear. 
She never kiss’d away the filing tear, 

Or fondly smiled, forgetful, to behold 
Some in^nt grace its early charm unfold. 

She ne’er with mingling hopes and rising fears, 

Sigh’d for the fortune of your future years: 

Or saw you hand in hand rejoiciug stray 
Beneath the morning sun, on youth’s delightful way. 
But happier scenes invite, and fairer skies— 

From your dark bed, Children of woe, arise! > 
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In caves where peace ne*er smiled, where joy ne'er came. 
Where friendship’s eye ne'er glisten’d at the name 
Of one slie loved, where famine and despair 
Sat silent ’mid the damp and lurid air. 

The soothing voice is heard; a beam of tight 
Is cast upon their features sunk and white; 

With trembling joy they catch the stealing sound; 

Their famish’d little ones come smiling round. 

Sweet Infancy! whom all the world forsook, 

Thou hast put on again thy clierub look: 

Guilt, shrinking at the sight, in deep dismay 
Flies cow’ring, and resigns his wonted prey. 

But who is she in garb of m^'ry clad. 

Yet of less vulgar mien?—a look so sad 

The mourning maniac wears—so wild, yet meek : 

A beam of joy now waiiilers o'er her cheek 
The pale eye visiting: it leaves it soon. 

As fade the dewy glances of the moon 

Upon some wand’ring cloud, while slow tlie ray 

Retires, and leaves more dark the heav'ns' wide way. 

Lost mother, early doom’d to guilt and shame. 

Whose friends of youth now sigh not o'er thy name, 
Heavy has sorrow fall’n upon thy head, 

Yet think—one hope remains when thou art dead ; 

Thy houseless child, thy only little one, 

Shall not look round, defenceless and alone, 

For one to guide her youth—nor with dismay 
Each strangeFs cold unfeeling look survey! 

She shall not now be left a prey to shame. 

Whilst slow disease preys on her faded frame; 

Nor, when the bloom of innocence is fled. 

Thus fainting how her unprotected head! 

Oil, she shall live, and piety and truth, 

The loveliest ornaments, shall grace her youth! 

And should her eye with softest lustre shine, 

And should she wear such smiles as once were thine, 

The smiles of peace and virtue they should prove, 
Blessing the calm abode of faithful love! 

For you ‘ who thus, by pure compassion taught, 

Have wept o’er human sorrows,—who have sought 
W'ant’s dismal cell, and pale as from the dead 
To life and light the speechless Orphan led 
Trust that the deed, in Slercy's book enroll’d, 

Approving spirits of the just behold! 

Meanwhile, new virtues here, as on the wing 
Of morn, frow Sorrow's dreary shades shall spring: 
Young Modesty, with fair untainted bloom; 

And indu'itry that sings beside her loom; 

And ruddy Labour, issuing from his hatch 
£re the slant sunbeam strikes the lowly thatch, 

And sweet Contentment smiling on a rock, 

Like Alpine shepherdess b^de her flock; 

Aild tender Love, that hastes witli myrtle-braid 
To bind the tresses of the favour’d maid; 

.And Piety with unclasp’d holy book, 

Lifting to heaven her mildly-beaming look: 

These village virtues on the plain shall throng, 

And Albiou’s hills resound a cheerful song, 

Whilst Chanty with dewy eye-lids bland, 

lading a lisping infant in iier hand, j 


Shall bend at pure Religion’s holy shrine, 

And say. «These childruii, God of love, are thine !> 


THE AFRICAN. 

Fairt-gazing oil the burning orb of day, 

When Afric’s injured son expiring lay, 

Ills forehead cold, bis Ubouring bosom bare, 

His dewy (einples, and his sable hair, 

llis poor companions kiss’d, and cried aloud. 

Rejoicing, whilst his head in peace he bow’d :— 

• Now thy long, long task is done, 

Swiftly, brother, wilt thou run, 

Kre to-morrow’s golden beam 
Glitter on thy parent stream, 

Swiftly the delights to share. 

The feast of joy which waits thee there. 

Swiftly, brother, wilt thou ride 
O’er the long aud stormy tide, 

I Fleeter than the hurricane, 

! Till Uioti view those scenes again, 

Where lliy father’s hut was rear’d, 

Where thy mother’s voice was heard ; 

Where thy infant brothers play’d 
Beneatli the fragrant citron shade; 

Where through green siivamiahs wide 
Cooling rivers silent glide. 

Or the shrill sigarr.is • sing 
Ceaseless to their uiuimuring; 

Where the dance, the festive song, 

Of many a friend divided long, 

Room’d through stranger lands to roam, 

Shall bid thy spirit welcome liome! 

« Fearless o'er the foaming tide # 

Again thy light canoe shall ride; 

Fearless on ih' embattled plain 
Thou shall lift thy lance again; 

Or, starling at the call of morn, 

Wake the wild woods with thy horn ; 

Or, rushing down the mountain-slope, 

O’ertakc tile nimble antelope; 

Or leati the d.uice, ’mid blissful bands. 

On cool Andiacte’s yellow sands; 

Or, in tir emhow’ring orange-grove. 

Tell to thy long-forsaken love 
The wounds, the agony severe, 

Thy patient spirit suffer’d here! 

■ Fear not now the tyrant’s pow’r— 

Past is his insulting hour— 

Mark no more the sullen trait 
On slavery’s brow of sc'Oin and bate; 

Hear no more the long sigh borne 
Murmuring on the gales of mom! 

« Go in peace—yet we remain 
Far distant, toiling on in pain; 

Ere the great Sun Are the skies 
To our work of woe we rise; 

■ Tho tdfls Is uken from tbe supposed eircamstasco of the Neg-o, 
aftei deutb, expecUao ie return to bis natire uiunlry, whure 
—>the shrill aigarrat sing* 

.S/jorralsRU Insw'i somuwhil resembling • grassbopper.— Dsn- 
riKl's Vogagt. 


* The Promoters of tbe Cbarliy. 
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And see each night, without a friend, 

The world's greit comforter descend ! 

u Tell our brethren, where yc meet, 

Tims wc toil with weary feet; 

Yet tell them, that Love’s gen’rous flame, 
In joy, in wretchedness, the same, 

In distant worlds was ne’er forgot— 

And tell them, that we murmur not— 
Tell them, though the pang will start, 

And drain the life-blood from the heart— 
Tell tliein, generous slinnie forbids 
The tear to-stain our burning lids! 

Tell them, in weariness and want, 

For our native hills we pant, 

Where soon, from shame and sorrow free, 
Wc hope in death to follow lhee.> 


THE A^IEBICAN INDIAN’S SONG. 
SmANGER, Stay! nor wish to climb 
The heights of yonder liil].« sublime; 

For there strange shapes and spirits dwell, * 
Th.it oft the murmuring thunders swell, 
or pow’r from the impending SM'ep 
To hurl thee headlong to the deep! 

But secure with us abide. 

By tlie winding river’s side; 

Our gladsome toil, our pliMSures share, 

Aud think not of a world of care. 

The lonely cayman,* where he feeds 
Among (lie green higli-bending reeds, 

Shall yield ihce pastime; thy kern dart 
Through his bright scales shall pierce his heart. 
Home returning from our toils, 

Thou slialt bear the tiger’s spoils; 

And we will sing our loudest strain 
O'er the forest-tyrant slain! 

Sometimes thou shalt pause to hear 
The beauteous cardinal sing clear, 

Where hoary oaks, by time decay’d. 

Nod in the deep wood’s pathless glade; 

And the sun with bursting ray 
Quivers on the branches grey. 

By tlie river’s craggy Itaiihs, 

O’erhung with stately ryprcss-ranks, 

Where the bush-bee ^ bums bis song, 

Thy trim canoe shall grasu along. 

To-night at least, in this retreat, 

Stranger! rest thy wand‘ring feet; 

To-morrow, with unerring how, 

To the deep thickets fearless we will go. 


MONODY, WRITTEN AT MATLOCK, 1791. 

*Matloce ! amid thy hoary-hanging views. 

Thy glens that smile sequester'd, and thy nooks 
Which yon forsaken crag all dark o’erlooks, 

Ouco more 1 meet the long-neglected Muse, 

' Tho Tndlnns Itetlevo toino of their high mounUint tobelnhi- 
hiled by •npernniural beingi. 

* (laymsii—the Alligator. 

’ Tho hutb-lwo IItm on ibruba and low treoi. 


As erst when by the mossy brink and falls 
Of solitary Wensbeck, or the side 
OFClysdale’s cliffs, where first her voice she tried. 

We wander’d in our youth.—Since then, the (lirails 
That wait life’s upland road have chill’d her breast. 
And much, as much Uiey might, her wing depress’d— 
Wan Indolence, resign’d, her dead’niug hand 
Laid on her heart, and Fancy her cold wand 
Dropp'd at the frown of Fortune; yet once more 
I rail her, and once more her converse sweet, 

'Mid the still limits of this wild retreat, 

I woo:—if yet delightful as of yore 
My heart she m.iy revisit, nor deny 
The soothing aid of some sweet melody! 

1 hail the rugged scene that hursts around— 

I mark the wreathed roots, the saplings grey, 

That bend o’er the dark Derwent’s wand'ring way; 

I mark its stream, with penec-persuadiog sound, 

That steals beneath the fading foliage pale, 

Or, at tho foot of frowning crags uprear'd, 

Complains like one forsaken and unheard. 

To me, it seems to tell tlic pensive talc 
Of spring-time, and the summer-days all flown— 

And while sad autumn's voice e’en now I hear 
Along the umbrage of the high-wood mo.in, 

At intervals, wliose shivering leaves fall scar; 

Whilst o’er the groupc of pendent groves I view 
The slowly-spreading tints of pining hue, 

I think of poor Humanity’s brief day, 

How fast its blossoms fade, its summers speed away? 

When first young Hope, a golden-tressed boy, 

Most musical his early madrigal 

Sings to the whispering waters as they fall, 

Breathing fresh airs of fr.igr.ince and of joy. 

The wild woods gently wave—the morning sheds 
Her rising radiance on the mountain-heads— 

Strew’d with green isles appears old Ocean's reign, 

And seen at distance rays of resting light 
Silver the farthest promontory's height: 

Then hush'd is the long murmur of the main, 

Whilst silent o'er the slowly-crisping (ides, 

Bound to some beaming spot, the bark of pleasure glides. 

Alas! the scenes that smile in light array’d, 

But catch (lie sense, and then in darkness fade. 

We, poor adventurers, of peace bereft. 

Look back on the green hills which late we left, 

Or turn, with beating breast and anxious eye. 

To some faint hope that glimm’ring meets our sight 
(Like the lone watch-tow’r in the storm of night), 

Then on tlie dismal waste are driv'n despairing by! 

Meantime, amid the landscape cold and mule, 

Hope, sweet enchanter, sighing drops his lute; 

So sad decay and mortal change succeeds, 

And o'er the silent scene Time, like a giant, speeds! 

Yet the bleak cli^ so high 
(Around whose beetling crags, with cetiseless coil, 

And still-returning flight, the ravens toil) 

Heed not the changeful seasons as they fly. 

Nor spring, nor autumn: they their hoary brow 
Uplift, and ages past, as in this now. 
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The same deep ireoches unsubdud hare worn. 

The same majestic frowo, and looks of lofty scorn. 

So Fortitude, a mailed warrior old, 

Appears: he lifts his scar-intrenched crest: 

The tempest gathers round his dauntless breast: 
lie hears far off the storm of havoc roll’d: 

The feeble fall around : their sound is past: 

Their sun is set: their place no more is known: 

Like the wan leaves before the winter’s blast 
They perishHe unshaken and alone 
Kemains—his brow a sterner shade assumes. 

By age ennobled, whilst the hurricane, 

That raves resistless o’er the ravaged plain. 

But shakes unfelt his helmet’s quiv'ring plumes. 

So yonder 8ov*reign' of the scene I mark 
Above the woods rear his majestic head. 

That soon all shatter'd at his feet shall shed 
Their short-lived beauties—he the winter dark 
Uegardless, and the wastefuP time that flies, 
Rejoicing in his lonely might, defies. 

Tlicc, wandering in the deep and craggy dell, 
Sequester’d stream! with other thoughts 1 view : 
Thou dost in solitude thy course pursue, 

As (hou badst hid life's busy scenes farewell, 

Y'ct n'aklng still such music as might cheer 
The weary passenger that journeys near. 

Such are the songs of Peace in Virtue’s shade, 
Unheard of Folly, or the vacant train 
That pipe and dance upon the noon-tide plain, 

Till in the dust together they are laid! 

Bui not unheard of Him, who sits sublime 
' Above the clouds of this tempestuous clime, 

I Its stir and strife ; to whom more grateful rise 
I The humble incense, and the still small voice 
I Of those that on their pensive way rejoice, 

I Tlian shouts of thousands echoing to the skies, 

, Than songs of conquest pealing round the car 
Of hard Amhition, or the Fiend of War, 

Sated with slaughter.—Nor may I, sweet Stream! 
From thy wild banks and still retreats depart 
(Where now I meditate my casual theme) 

YVithout some mild improvement on my heart 
Pour’d sad, yet pleasing! so may I forget 
The crosses and the cares that sometimes fret 
Life's smoothest channel, and each wisli prevent 
I That mars the silent current of content! 

In such a spot, amidst these rugged views, 

The pensive poet in his drooping age 
Might wish to place his reed-roof d hermitage^ 
Where much on life’s vain shadows lie might muse! 
If fortune smiled not on his early way. 

If he were doom’d to mourn a faithless friend, 

Here he might rest, and when his hairs were grey, 
Behold in peace th* parting day descend: 

If a hard world his errors scaun’d severe 
(When late the earth received his mould’ring clay), 
Perhaps some loved companion wand'ring near, 
Piueking the grey moss from the stone, might say, 

» Him I remember in our careless days 

* autlock a%h Tor. 


Vac.int and glad, till many a loss severe 
First hung his placid eye-lids with a tear; 

Yet on sucli visions ardent would he gaze, 

As the muse loved, which oft would smile and die 
tike the faint bow, that leaves the weeping sky— 

His heart unguarded, yet it proudly beat 
Against hard wrong, or coward cold deceit 
Nor pass'd lie e’er, without a sigh, the cell 
Where wretchedness and her pale children dwell. 

He never wish’d to win the world’s cold ear. 

Nor, known to those he loved, its blame could fear; 

Its praise he left to those, who, at their will, 

Th* ingenious strain of torturing art coiild trill! 

Content, as random fancies might inspire, 

If his weak reed, at times, or plaintive lyre, 

He touch'd with desultory hand, and drew 
Some soften'd tones, to Nature not untrue.» 

Tlic leaves, 0 Derwent! on iliy bosom still 
Oft with the gust now fall—the season pale 
Hath smote with hand unseen the silent vale 
And slowly steals the verdure from the hill— 

So the fair scene departs, yet wears awhile 
Tlie lingering traces of its beauteous smile; 

But we who by thy margin stray, or climb 
The cliffs aerial height, or join the song 
Of hope and gladness amidst yonder throng 
(. Lasing tJie brief and fieeting hours o f iime»)t 
Reck not liow age, ev'n thus, with icy hand. 

Hangs o'er us—how, as with a wizard’s wamf, 

Youth blooming like the spring, and roseate mirth, 

To slow and scar consumption he shall change, 

And witli invisible mutation strange, 

Wither’d and wastetl send them to the earth; 

Whilst hush'd, and by the mace cf ruin rent, 

Sinks the forsaken hall of merriment! 

Bright bursts the sun upon the shaggy scene! 

The aged rocks their glittering summits grey 
Hang beautiful amid the beams of day; 

And all the woods, with slowly-fading green, 

Yet smiling wave severer thoughts, away! 

The night is distant, and the lovely day 
Looks on usycf -the sound of mirthful cheer 
From vonder dome comes pleasant to mine ear. 

From rock to rock reverberated swells— 

Hark!—the glad music of the village bells: 

On the crag's naked point the heifer lows, 

And wide below the bright’fiing landscape glows! 

Though brief the time and short our course to run, 
Derwent! amid the scenes that deck thy side 
(Ere yet the parting paths of life divide), 

Let us rejoice, seeking what may be wou 
From the laborious day, or fortune's frown: 

Here may wc, ere the sun of life goes down, 

Awhile regardless of the morrow, dwell; 

Then to our destined roads, and speed ns well! 

VERSK8 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE EUMUNO BURKE, ON lllS 
m RBrLECTlONS ON THE KEVOLUTIOMS IN FRANCE.* 

Why mourns th’ ingenuous Moralist, whose mind 
Science lias stored, and piety refined, 



T)mt fadini; Chivalry displays no more • 

Her pomp and stately totirnaments of yore? 

Lo! wlieu Pltilosopliy and Truth advance, 

Scared at their frown, bhe drops her (jliltering lancc; 
Hound her reft ensiles the pale ivy crawls, 

And sunk and silent arc her banner’d lialls! 

As when far off the golden Evening sails, 

And slowly sink the fdiicy'painled vales, 

\Vith rich pavilions spread in long array; 

So rolls the encliantcr's radium realm away; 

So on the bight the parting glories fade, 

The goi|;eous visfon sets in endless shade. 

But hlialt the musing shade for this l.imcnt, 

Or inoiiin llie wizard's Gothic f.ihiic rent? 

Sh.iU he, with Fancy’s poor and pensive child, 

GiUe on his .shadowy vales, and prospects wild, 

>Vi(li Img’riitg love, and sighiug hid farewell 
To the dim pictures of his parting spell! 

No, Burke ! thy heart, hy jiistcr feidings led, 

31uiirns for thcspiiil of high Honour f1ed:‘ 

Mouiiis tliut Philosophy, abstract :iod rohl, 

Wiih'i iiig sliould smite life’s faiicy’llower’d mould ; 

And many a smiling sympalliy depart, 

That graced the sltirimc-ss of the manly heart. 

Nor .>hall Ilie wise and vii tiious sr.in severe 
Those fair illusions, even to nature dear. 

Tliniigh now no more pumcl (.liivnlry recalls 
Her lotirnoys hriglil, uml pealing festivals ; 

Though now on high her idle spear is hung, 

Though Time her niould’iing harp has half unstrung; 
Her uidJcr indueiicc shall she stdl impart, 

To decorate, hut not disguise, the heart; 

To nurse the tender syiup.uhies that play 
III the short sunshine of life's oaily way; 

For female worth and meekness to inspire 
Hoin.'igo and love, and temper rude desire; 

Nor stddnin with sweet dreams s.ul thoughts to cheer. 
And h.ilf hegiiiiu aflliction of her tear! 

' Tliis mlxpd tyttciD oFo{UDioa nail tenlimpnt had i(« origin in 
tlio BDcieol chitalry; and tbo |ir!n(‘i|>le, ibniigti \nrird in lU np- 
pparnnre liy lh» T.irying mile of hiimun nllnir**, ■iihsiati'ii oiul in- 
itut'ii.i'd thniiij'.h <• ioot; tiicren^ioti ol (•pnprnlioos p\pn la (he limu 
wo Ino in. It it ahoiild c^vr lie loiatly uv(iii:iui«hi'il, tlio !««• I •.■:ir 
will l>(‘ gri'fll. ll ia ihin wUi«h has (|i(oii iu chnrarloi'lo nnHh'rn 
Kiirnpo. Il in ihis whiih him di»iln;,io»h('J ii under all iutorni* 
of p,ov«>runirnl, nml dmtingiiihlipd h (o its lulvnninj'f*, from iho 
iiutoi of Aiiiii, and pukuiidy from ihu>o htnii'k wiilJi flourlhliisi in 
tlip inoit hrilliant |H-riiKla of the aiiti<|ne world, fl wna iliia nhn h. 
wiihoul coDfouodiiii; riiiiL*, hnd proiluivd a uoldr cijii.ility, nml 
houilmi il down throngli ull ihp gradatio't uf aocial lito. li t\(ia 
tLi» opinion wliuh mitigated kinga inlo companion*, and ruist-d 
privttii* ineu lo ho fc lowt. wlih kinj{'«. >VilliOHl fortw, or oppo- 
Mttion, it auiduuil (hu tiorcenc** ol pride and |K>wi'r; iloldiged 
KOforolfpii to cuhinil to ihutoK tollur of* 0 i'ial ctieem, couipcUtHi 
•tern ntithoriiy lo lahmit to olegance, ood garo a doiniuution 
vant|MiiilH-r nt inw* to b« lubdued l>y maun.'ra. 

nm now all la to bo changed. All tho plDanlng illuaiona, which 
lUDdo powor guniie, and obodieiico libornl, nliu'b harinoni/isl thn 
*dilTaroui aliadea of life, and nliu b, hy a bland aaaiinilnlioii, iiii'or- 
poialod Into polltiaa the aeniiiuonta which Ixiautily uni aolion 
prikutoimduty. are to Im dliaoUed by tbit now ronqiivnngompiro 
of light and rouaon. All tho docent dropory of lifo i* lo Ih> rudely 
turn off. All ibo tuperndde I idi'oa, furulalied frum thu wnrJrubo 
ofn moral iniaginaliun, which ihu heart owna ami the undcraiaiiding 
ratifit'B, aa necoaaory to cover ibe dofecta of our uoked aliikorlng 
Batura, and to miau it to dignity in our own oaiimation, are to bo 
eaplodud aa a ridioiloua, abaurd, and anthiuaied taabion. 

DoRSK'a lla^rc/toN*, p. ii3, i>4> 


Lo ’ this her boast; and still, O Burke ! be thine 
Her glowing hues that warm, yet temper'd shine: 
Whlisl whispers bland, and fairest dreams, attend 
Thy evening path, till the last shade descend! 

So may she soothe, with loftier wisdom’s aid, 

Thy musing leisure in the silent sh.*idti, 

And hid poor Fancy, her cold pinions wet, 

Life's cloudy skies and beating show’rs forget. 

But can lier fairest form, her sweetest song, 

Soollie thcc, assail'd hy calumny and wrong! 

Even now thy foes with louder accents cry, 

• Champion of unrelciiling tyranny, 

At Freedom hast thou aim’d the deadly blow. 

And strove with impious arm lo lay her altars low 

No, Burke! indignant at the voice wc start: 

We trust ihy liberal views, tliy generous heart: 

We think of those who, nuked, pule, and poor, 

Relieved aud hless'd, have wander’d from thy door 

We see thcc with unwearied step explore 

Each track of bloodshed on the fartliest shore 

Of injured Asia, and Ihy swelling breast 

HarrowiDg the oppressor, mourning for the oppress’d. 

No, Buhkb! where’er Injustice rears her head, 
Where’er with hluod her idol giiin is fed; 

Where’er fell Ciuelty at her command 

With rriinson banner in-archt^ through the land, 

And striding, like a giant, onward hies. 

Whilst man, a trodden worm, looks up, and dies! 
Where’er pale Murder, in her train appears 
With reeking axe, and garments wet with tears; 

Or, low'ring Jealousy, unmoved as fate, 

Cars fast the prison-cage’s iron gate 
Upon the buried sorrows and the cries 
Of him who there, lost and forgotten, lies: 

When ministers like these, in fearful .state, 

ITpon a hlnody tyrant's bidding wait, 

Thou too shalt own (.ind justice lift licr rod) 

Tlic cause of Freedom is the cause of God! 

Fair spirit! who dost rise in beauteous pride, 
Wlierc proud OppresMon hath tliinc arm defied; 
When led by Virtue thou dost firm advance. 

And halhc in Guilt's warm blood thy burning Jaocc; 
V hen all thy form its awful port assumes, 

And in the tempest shake thy crimson plumes, 

I mark thy lofty mien, thy steady eye, 

■ So fall thy foes!» with tears of joy, I cry. 

But ne'er may Anarchy, with eyes on flame, 

And mien distract, assume thy awful name: 

Her pale torch sheds afar its hideous glare, 

Aud shows the blood-drops in her dabbled hair; 

The fiends of discord hear her hollow voice, 

The spirits of the deathful storm rejoice: 

As when the rising blast with muttering sweep 
Sounds mid the brandies of the forest deep, 

Thu sad horizon lowers, the parting sun 

Is liid, strange murmurs through the high wood run, 

The falcon wheels away his mournful flight, 

And leaves the glens to solitude and nigiit; 

Till soon the liiirncanc. in dismal shroud, 

Comes fearful forth, and sounds her conch aloud; 
'rhe oak majestic bows his hoary bead, 

And ruin round his ancient reign is spread * 
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So the dark liendi rejoicing in her might, 

Pours desolation and the storm of night; 

Before her dread career the good and just 
Fly far, or sink expiring in the dust; 

Wide wastes and mighty wrecks around her lie. 

And the earth trembles at her impious cry ' 

Whether her temple, wet with human gore, 

She thus may raise on Gallia’s ravaged shore, 

Belongs to Uim alone, and llis high will, 

Who bids the tempests of the world be still. ' 

VVith joy we turn to Albion's happier plain, 

Where ancient Freedom holds her Icinperate reign; 
Where Justice sits majestic on her throne; 

Where Mercy turns her ear to every groan I 
O Albion! ihircst isle, whose verdant plain 
Springs beauteous from tlic blue and billowy main; 

In peaceful pomp wliosc glitt’ring cities rise, 

And lift their crowded temples to the skies, 

Whose navy on the broad brine awful rolls; 

Whose commerce glow’s beneath the distant poles; 
Whose streams reflect full many an Attic pile; 

Whose velvet lawns in long luxuriance smile; 

Amid whose winding coombs contentment dwells. 
Whose vales rejoice to hear the sabbath bells; 

Whose humblest shed, that steady laws protect, 

The villager with w’oodhine how’rs hath deck’d. 

Swcci Native Land I whose c^ery haunt is dear,* 

Whose cv'ry gale is music to mine car; 

Amidst whose hills one poor retreat I sought, 

Where 1 might sometimes hide a sadd'iiing thought, 
And having wander'd far, and mark’d mankind 
In their vain mask, might rest and safety find. 

Oh! still may Freedom with majestic mien 
Pacing thy rocks and the green vales be seen I 
Around thy cliffs that glitter o’er the main, 

May smiling Order wiud her silver chain; 

Whilst from thy calm abodes, and a^urc skies. 

Far off the fiend of Discord murmuriug fhes! 

To Him, who firm thy injured cause has fought, 

This humble offering, lo! the muse has brought: 

Nor heed tliou. Busks! if, with averted eye 
Nco,wliDg, cold Fnvy may thy worth decry. 

It is the lot of man:—the best oft mourn, 

As sad they journey through this cloudy bourne. 

If conscious Genius sump their chosen breast, 

And on the forehead show her seal imprest, 

Perhaps they mourn, in bleak misfortune's shade. 

Their age and cares with penury repaid; 

Their etrors deeply scann’d, llicir worth forgot, 

Or mark’d by hard injustice with a blot. 

t Tbeifl liaei were writteo before itae murder of ihc laie King of 
Freace, sad mtoy of tbe^Teou ofborroi whab bun; lince token 
place In tbtt oiwrable country. 

* Ensiond, wJtb all iby faults 1 love tbee stills 
My Country ! and. while yet e nook is lelt 
Wbeiw English nilaJs and lunnneri mnjr he found, 

Sball becatnstraioed to lorethue. Tbtiut{li ibv clime 
Be 6ckle, sad tby year most pari deform'd 
With drlppinn rains, or wither’d by a frost, 

1 wonid not yeteicbange tby sullen skies. 

And llOidt witboat a Bow’r, far warmer France 
Wiib atlbarvines; nor for Ausonia's groves 
01 golden fruitage, and hw myrtle bowVs. 

Cowna’a rosil, p. 56. 


If high they soar, and keep their distant way. 

And spread their ample pinions to the day, 
Malignant Faction lienrs with hate their name, 

And all her tongues arc busy at their fame. 

But’t is enough to hold, as best we may. 

Our destined track, till sets the closing day; 

Whetlicr with living lustre wc adorn 

Oiir high sphere, like the radiance of the morn ; 

Or whether silent ill the shade we move, 

Cheer’d hy tlic lonely star of pensive love; 

Or whelher dark-opposing storms wc stem, 
r.inting for virtue's distant di.ulcm; 

'T is tlic unshaken mind, the conscience pure, 

That bids us firmly ai-i, or mivk endure; 

'T is this might shield us when the storm heat hard, 
Content, though poor, had we no other guard!' 


ON LKAVINC A PLACE OF tlF.SlDKNXR. * 

Ir I could bid thee, pleasant shade, farewell 
Without a sigh, amidst those cin liiig how’rs 
My stiipling prime was pass'd, and happiest hours, 
Dr.id were I lo the syiiipalhies that swell 
The human breast! These woods, that whispering wave 
My rather rear'd and nursed, now to the grate 
(hiiic down; he loved their peaceful shades, and said 
Pei haps, as here he musi.al, •• Live, lauicts green! 

Ye pines, that shade the solitary .scene, 

Live blooming and rejoice: when 1 am dead 
My sou shall guard ^ou, and amid your how’rs, 

Like me, find shelter from life's heating show’rs." 

These thoughts, my father, every spot endear; 

And whilst I think, with self-accusing pain, 

A stranger shall possess the loved dom.iin, 

In each low wind 1 seem ihv voice to hear. 

But these are shadows of the shaping brain 
That now my heart, ala.s! can ill sustain— 

We must forget—‘llie world is wide—th’ abode 
di'peace may still be found, nor hard the road. 

It hoots not, so, to every chance resign'd, 

Wlicre’er the spot, we hear th' unallcr’d mind. 

Yet, oh! poor c Mage, and thou sylvan shade, 
ncmeiiilier, ere I left your coverts green 
Where in my youth 1 mused, in childhood pLiy'd, 

I gazed, I paused, I dropp'd a tear unseen 
(That hitter from the font of memory fell), 

Thinking on hioi who rear'd you—Now, farewell. 


ELEGIAC STANZA.S, 

wniTTF.i\DUniNG SICKNESS AT BATH, DECEMBER, 179.^1 


Quo detlderlo VHten-s revocamai unoret, 
Ati{ue olim aiaUias lleaiui •nicitiai! 

Catulldh. 


When I lie musing on my bed alone. 

And listen to the wintry waterfall 
And many moments that are p.ist and gone 
(.Moments of sunshine and of joy) recall; 

* Milton. 

* Dartuo-UIII, near Shafieibury, DorMt, bow tbo propertv « 

Paul Ueafiold, Eiq., M. P. r i-' j 

* Tbe fsll of the river, beard fron ibe Parade. 
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Though the long night is dark and damp around^ 

And no still star hangs out its friendly flame; 

And the winds sweep the sash with sullen sound, 

And freezing palsy creeps o’er all my frame; 

1 catch consoling phantasies that spring 

From the thick gloom, and as the niglit-airs beat, 
They touch my lieart, like the wild wires' that ring 
In mournful modulations, strange and sweet. 

Was it the voice of thee, my buried friend 7 
Was it the whisper’d vow of faithful love? 

Do I in •*•••• green shades thy steps attend, 

And hear the high pines murmur thus above? 

’T was not thy voice, my buried friend!—Oh no: 

T was not, O •***•*, ibc murmur of thy trees; 

Rut at the thought I feel my bosom glow, 

And woo the dream wliose air-drawn sliadows please. 

And I can think I see tlic groves again, 

The larches that yon peaceful roof embowV, 

The airy down, the cattle-speckled plain, 

And the slant siiushlne on the village tow'r. 

And 1 can think I hear its sabhath chime 

Conic smoothly soften’d Uou n the woody vale; 

Or mark on you lone eminence suhtiine, 

Fast whirling in the wind, the white mill’s sail. 

Phantom! that by my bed dost beck’niiig glide; 

Spectre of Deatii I to the damp charnel hie, 

Thy dint pate hand, thy fest'ring visage, hide; 

Thou comest to say, ■ / wWi thy worms sfuiU lie !• 

Thou comest to say, that my oncc-vacant mind 
Amid those scenes shall never more rejoice; 

Nor on the day of rest (he hoary hind 
Bend o’er his staff, attentive to my voice! 

Hast thou not visited (hat pleasant place, 

Where in this hard world I have happiest been ; 

And shall I tremble at thy lifted mnee, 

That hath pierced all on which life seem’d to lean ^ 

But Hope might whisper,— ■ Many a smiling day 
And many a cheerful eve might yet be mine. 

Ere age’s autumn strew my locks with grey, 

And weary to the dust my steps decline.n 

1 argue not, but uncomplaining bo». 

To Ilcav’n’s high best; secure, whate’er my lot, 

Meek spirit of resign’d Content, that thou 
Wilt smooth my pillow, and forsake me not. 

Thou to the turfy hut with pilgrim feet 

Wand’rest, from halls of loud tuinuUuous joy; 
pr on the naked down, when the winds beat, 

Dost sing to the forsaken shepherd-boy. 

Tbou art the sick man’s nurse, the poor man’s friend, 
And through each change of life thou hast been mine, 
In every ill thou const a comfort blend. 

And bid the eye, though sad, in sadness shine. 


Thee I have met on ChcrweH’s willow’d side; 

And when our destined road far onward lay, 

Thee I have found, whatever chance betide, 

The kind companion of my devious way. 

With thee unwearied have 1 loved to roam, 

By the smootli-flowing Scheldt, or rushing Rhine; 

And thou hast gladden’d my sequester’d home, 

And hung my peaceful porch with egbniinc. 

When cares and crosses my tired spirits tried, 

When to lljc dust my Father I resign’d; 

Amidst the quiet shade unseen I siglt'd. 

And, blest with ihce, foigot a world unkind. 

Even now, while toiling through the sleepless night, 
A tearful look to distant scenes I cast, 

And the glad objects that once charm’d my sight 
Remember, like soft views of faerie past; 

I see thee come half-smiling to my bed, 

With Fortitude more awfully severe, 

Whose arm sustaining holds my drooping head, 
Who dries with her dark locks the tender tear. 

O firmer Spirit! on some craggy height 

Who, when the tempest sails aloft, docs stand, 

And hear'st the ceaselc.vt billows of the night 
Rolling upon the solitary strand ; 

At this sad hour, when no harsh thoughts intrude 
To mar the melancholy mind s repose, 

When I am left to night and solitude; 

And languid life seems verging to its close; 

Oh, let me thy pervading influence foci! 

Be every weak and wayward thought suppress'd ! 

And hide thou, as with plates of coldest steel. 

The faded aspect and the throbbing breast. 

Silent the motley pageant may retreat, 

And vain mortality’s brief scenes remove; 

Yet let my bosom, whilst with life it beat, 

Breathe a last prayer for all on earth I love. 

Slow-creeping pain weighs down my heavy eye, 
And chiller faintness steals upon my breast; 

• Oh, gentle muse, with some sweet lullaby,*' 

Rock me ill long forgetfulness to rest. 


ON LEAVING WINCHESTER SCHOOL. 

WRITTEN IN TUB YEAR 178 a. 

Tns spring sball visit thee again, 
lichin! and yonder aged fane^ 

That casts its shadows on thy breast 
(As if, by many winters beat, 

The blooming season it would gi'cet), 

With many a straggling wild-llowcr shall be dresi! 

' Ses Dr UsrriBgtoa't esqaltile Air (n ibs wordi 

Come, geatio Muse, lull me to sleep, 

With some sweet hermoay' 


The /CoKen Harp. 


* St Croix. 
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But 1, amidst the youthful train 
That stray at eveoiot; by thy side. 

No longer shall a guest remain 

To mark Uie spring’s reviving pride.— 

I go not unrejoicing ; but who knows. 

When 1 have shared, O world! thy common woes, 
Returning 1 may drop some natural tears; 

When these same fields I look around, 

And hear from yonder dome* the slow bell sound', 
And think upon the joys iliat crown'd my stripling 
years! 

HOPE, AN ALLEGORICAL SKETCH, 

ON RECOVERING SLOWLY FROM SICK^ESS. ’ 

Rot ibou, 0 Ilopf, with iwe* «o fnir. 

Whnt wai thy (icli(;h«'il inposure* 

Still it |iroini»vd pleasure, 

And hid the lovely «ceiic»fit dUtauco bail. 

COLLIK^. 


CTha primary idea of this Skrtrh was taken from tho orquisilo 
picture by Coilim, in his • (klcon ihe Pn^shms.o Tbe d«i.crtpii\o 
part was sa{;{;esled by the Sipoery «>ii the hanks of the Souili- 
anpion River, where thr Author nixadoaally t.>ok bi> inoriun,; 
«alk< in the iMSiouinj of May, after tedious and luelaacholy 
cont'iiainant.] 

r. 

* I AM the comforter of those that mourn; 

My scenes well-shadow’d, and my carol swept, 

Cheer the poor passengers of life's rude bourne. 

Till they are slipltcr’d in that last retreat, 

Where human toils and troiihlcs arc forgot.- 
These sounds I lu'ard amid this mortal road, 

When 1 had reach’d VNilh pain one plcas.iiit spot, 

So that for joy some Ic.irs in silcncr flow’d; 

I raised mine eyes, which sickness long deprust, 

And felt iby warmtl), Osun! come chccriog to my bi oa^t. 

ir 

The storm of night had cctLScd upon the plain, 

When tliouglitful in the forcst-walk I stray'd. 

To the long hollow miirmur of tlic main 
List’oing, and to the many leaves that made 
A drowsy cadence, as titc high trees wsived; 

When straight a beauteous scene burst on my sight; 
Smooth were Che waters that the low-lands laved; 
And lo! a form, as of some fairy sprite, 

That held in her right-hand a budding spray,^ 

And like a sca-maid sung lier sweetly-warbled lay. 

111 . 

Soothing as steals the summer-wave she sung,— 

« The grisly phantoms of the night are gone 
To bear in shades forlorn the death-bell rung; 

But tbou, whom sickness hast left weak and wan, 

* The Cathedral. 

* Tbete liaes ware dedicated: -Te the lUoit ftavercDd Wilmau 
A acMMBgF or Yeai. In tfrailtude for kindneia and civiliiiea rt- 
erived freai tala danog sickoeu.—Ihwdeod, Aug. lo, ■7g7.* 

* TheAauIuate rapreMot-id Hope with a bud, Juet opuoiog, ia 
her haad.—SeaBnaca'f JMfeaffi. 


Turn from their spectre-terrors; the green sea 
That whispers at my feet, the matin gale 
Tliat crisps its sinning marge, shall solace thee,* 

And thou my long-forgottcn voice shalt hail, 

For I am Hope, whom weary hearts confess 

The soothest sprite that sings on life’s long wnderni.'ss.»> 

IV. 

As slowly ceased her tender voire, I stood 
Dclighicd : the hard way, so lately past, 

Seem'd smooth; the ocean’s hiight-cMcndcd Hood 
Before me sirelcb’d; the clouds tijat overcast 
Heaven's nielancbolY vatilt, hurritMl away, 

Driven seaward, and the arurc hills appear d ; 

The smi-be.ams shone tipon their summits gicV, 

Strange saddening soiimls no more hy fits were 
hc.ar<l, 

But birds in new leaves shrouded, snug alofi,’ 

And o’er the level seas spring's healing airs blew soft. 

V. 

As when a traveller, who many ilays 

llnlli journey’d 'mid Arabian dcscris still, 

A dreary sollitule far on surveys, 

Nor hears, or llilting bird, or gushing rill, 

But near some marble ruin, gleaming p.ile. 

Sighs mindful of ihe liatitils of cliecrfiil man, 

And thinks he hears in every siehly gale 
The hells of some slow-wlieelmg caravan; 

I .Vt length, emerging o'er the dun ttacf, sees 
Gay domes, and golden fanes, and minarets, and trees: 

VI. 

So beat my bosom, when my winding w.iy 
Ia;tl through the lliicKots to a sheUer’d vale. 

Where the sweet iiiinstiel sat. a smiiotb clear bay 
Skirled with woods appe.ir’d, where many a sail 
Went .shining o’er the watery siirfaee still, 

I.css'nlng at last in llie grey orean-flood; 

And ponder, lialf-w.iv up the fionting lull, 

Peejung fiom f<»rih the trees, a collage shiod. 
Above whose peaceful umbrage, trailing high, 

A little smoke went up, and stain'd ibo cloudless sky. 

VI r. 

I turn’d, and lo! a mountain seem’d to ri.v?, 

Upon whose top a spiry citadel 
Lifted its dim-seen ttirrels to llic skies. 

Where some high lord of the domain might dwell: 
And onward, where the eye scarce sirctch'd its sight, 
IlilN over hills In long surre.s.sion rose, 

Touch’ll with a softer and yet softer light, 

And all wasftleiidtd as in deep rcpo.se. 

The woods, the sea, the hills that shone so fair, 

Till woods, and sea, and hills, seem'd fading into air. 

VIIL 

At once, methouglit, I saw a various throng 
To this enchanting spot their footsteps bend, 

AH drawn, sweet Hope ! by thy inspiring song. 
Which melodics scarce mortal seem to blend. 

* I lo tboM flow’ry nesdi woiilil be, 

Tbeio crystal •irtnni tkaiilU fitace me, 

J»aac Waltus'i ftorng in ike Comptele Angter. 

* Folils odoperta nOTelHs.'-MiLTOs’s Elrg. 
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First buxom Youth, with checks of glowinf; red} 
C.icne lightly tripping o'er the moining dcw» 
lie wore j harehell garland on his head, 

And stretch’d liis hands at the bright-biirstingview: 
A mountain fawn went bounding by his side, 

Around whose slender neck a silver bell was tied. 


Then said I, • Mistress of the magic song, 

O pity ‘t were that hearts which kuow no guile 
Should ever feel llie pangs of ruth or wrong!* 

She heeded not, hut sung wiili lovelier smile, 

« Enjoy, O yoiAli, the season of thy M.iy, 

Hark, bow the throstles in the li.iwlhorn sing, 

The ho.iry lime, that restetli night nor day, ‘ 

O'erllieearth’s shade may speed with noiselesswing. 
But heed not thou: snatch ilie brief joys that rise, 
And sport beneath the light of these unclouded skies.* ‘ 


She won her way with fascinating air— 
l|er eyes illumined with a tender light, 

Her smile's strnn^^ hlandislimcnt, her shaded hair 
That lengih’ning hung, her teeth like ivory white, 
That peep’d from her moist lip, seem’d to inspire 
Tumultuous wi&lies warm, and drcains of fond desire. 

xin. 

What softer pas^ons did thy bosom move, 

When those melodious measures met thine car, 
Child of Sincerity, and virtuous l.ovc? 

Thine eyes did shine beneath a blissrul tear 
That still were turned to the tranquil scene, 

Where the thin smoke rosefrom lb' cmho’v’rcd rot; 
And tlion didst think, lh.it there, with smile serene, 
In quiet sliades, and every ping forgot, 

Thou iriightest sink on pure Affection's breast, 

And listcu to the winds tliat whisper'd thee to rest. 


Ills fine eye fl.tsliing an Mnwonmd fire, 

Then Fancy o’er the gl.ulu dcli{'litcd went; 
lie struck at limes a siimU and silver lyre. 

Or ga^ed upon the rolling elunicut; 

Someliuies he look his mirror, which did show 
The various landscape lovelier than the life; 

More lic.imy hrlglil the vivid tints did glow. 

And so well mingled was the colours’ strife, 

Th.it the fond licai't, the huaiifeoiissli.idcsonce seen, 
Would sigh for such retreats, for vales and woodsso green! 


XIV. 

I thought, (I O Love, how seldom art thou found 
Without annoyance in this earthly state! 

For haply ihou ilost feel some rankling wound,« 

Or on thy youtli pale poverty <loth wait, 

Till years on years he.ivy are roll'd away; 

Or whore thou most didst hope firm faith to see, 
Tliou meetest fickleness c.strungcd and cold; 

Or if some true and tender he.irl there be 
On which, through every change, thy soul might trust, 
Death comes with his fell dart, and smites it to the dust.n 


Gay Nvas his aspect, nnil his airy vest, 

As loose It finvvd, such colours did display, 

As p.iiiit the clouds reposing in the west, 

Or the moist r.iiiihow's r.iihant .ircli inl.iy ; 

And now he tripp’d, like F.iirv of the wood. 

And seem’d with d.mciug spirits to rejoice, 

And now ho hung liis ho id in pensive mood— 
Moauthne, 0 Hope ' lie listen’d to thy voice, 

And whilst «f j«iy anil youth it chivily sung, 

Lightly lie touch’d his liaip, and o’er the valley sprung. 

XU. 

Pleasure, .1 frolic nymph, to the gl.id sound 
Came d.«iiciiig, as ail fear sliojriiglil forget, 

And now she garni with a sweet archness round, 

And wantonly display'd a silken net: 

^ The lime, that |>aii>*‘ih ni{>ht and day, 

And leailmc »ro>ui(cili nyv, 

And alvloih Iroui ii* »» 

Thai to ii« aecuiL'lli Rkjerly, 

That ill one point dni'licih eier, 

Aod ccrirs it nu rcHiuili ne*cr. 

.Sfct.iiAC' F«‘» R’lmaHrrofthf 

• The render will recoll.sct Mr* hniiih'# ofluciinR nad moil beauti¬ 
ful SODDUl. 

SiKbion I see yon little troop ni ploy ; 

lly eorroA yet tuilou h’d ; uoburi hy care j 
White f'OB null s|ioiti\o they eii}oy lo-dny, 

■ CoDlUDi, and cnrvle*i of lotnornm'a loro I* 

Oh happy a(;e'. wh.’ti unuloadud ray 

Lttyhi* tlietr {;racn and proinpl* iliotr ainipltf lairtb, 
Ere yet they feel the thorns that lurklii|; lay 
To wound the wreu bed pilj'riius of the earth, 

Making; them me the hour that jtnvu tii<*ui hirib, 

And threw them on 0 world lo full of |iaiD, 

Where pnup'rou* folly tread* ou paileai worth, 

And lu deaf pride muforliine plead* in vaiu 1 
Aht for tbelr future fate huw tanny fear* 

Opprea* ay heart-.and MU nine eye* with tears! 


But lusty Enterprise, with looks of glee, 

Approach’d the tirooping youth, as ho would say, 

• Come to the high wotuU and the hills with me, 

And cast thy sullen irivrtle-'vrcalh away!* 

Upon .t neighing courser he did sit, 

That sireti li’d its atched reck, in conscious pride, 
And champ’d as with disdain its golden bit; 

Bm Hope her animating voice applied, ^ 

Anti r.nKrptlse with .speed impetuous pass’d, 

WhiLsl the long vale rcluiiTd his wreathed bugle’s blast 

XVL 

Suddculv, lifting high his pond’rons spear, 

A mailed man c.ime foi ili with seornfiil pride, 

1 saw him, fow’ring in Ins dark career, 

Along the valley like a giant sttido: 

Upon his helm, in letters of bright gold, 

That to the sun’s meridian splendour shone, 
Ainhi(ioii’.s n.iine f.ir off 1 might behold. 

Jfcaiilirne from earth there came a hollow moan; 
But Fame, who follow’d, her loud trumpet blew. 

And to the murmuring beach with eyes on flame be flew. 

• Herinla, for ought that ever I could rend, 

Ooiild etur beiir by tale or huiury, 

The cnur«G of true love never dtd run •noolh. 

But ulibur it wo* difTcrent Id l)lo»d ; 

Or «l«a uiiiQralTed io rebpect of year *; 

Or el*e it btood upon the choice ot friend* , 

Or, If iliurc were a •yoip thy in choice, 

War, death, or alckne**, did iny *iv 0 U to It. 

A/gJWt Ortam. 

* Dejacted Pity at hi* liile 
Uer •oultubdulog voice applied. 
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XVH. 

And now already had he pain'd the Mrand, 

Where a tall vessel rode with sail unfurl'd, 

And soon he thought to reach the farther land, 
Which to his eaper eye seem'd like a world 
That he hy strength might win and nuke his own; 

And in that citadel, whicli shone so bright, 

Seat him, a purple sovereign, on his throne. 

So he went lilting o’er the waters while, 

And whilst he oft look'd back with stern disdain, 

In louder tone, metliough t, was heard the inspiringstraiii. 

XVIII. 

M By the shade of citie.s old, 

By many a river stiin’d with gore, 

By the sword of Sesar bold ^ 

Who smote tlie n.ations from the shore 
Of ancient Nile to India's farthest plain, 

By Fame's proud pillars, and b> Valour’s shield, 
By mighty chiefs lo glorious battles slam; 

Assert thy sway: amid the bloody lield 
Pursue liiy marci), and to the heights sublime 
Of Hooour’sgliiteriiigcliffs, a mighty conqueror, climb.» 

XIX. 

Then s.iid I in mine heart, • Man, thou dost rear 
Thine eye to lleav'n, and vaunt ihy lofty worth : 
The ensign of dominion thou dost h&ir 

O'er nature's works; but thou dust oft go forth, 
Urged by false hopes,.lo ravage and destroy, 

Thou dost build up a name by cruel <Iecds, 

Whilst to the peaceful scones of hove and Joy, 
Sorrow, and Crime, and Solitude, succeeds. 

Hence, when her war.’song Victory dotli sing. 
Destruction Haps aloft her iron-hurtling wingS 


But see, as one awaked from deadly trance, 

With hollow and dim eyes and stony stare, 
Captivity with faltering stop advance! 

Dripping and knotted was her coal-black hair : 
For she had long hcen hid, as in the grave, 

No sounds the silence of her prison broke, 

Nor one companion had she in her cave 

Save Terror*$ dismal shape, tliat no word spoke, 
Blit Co a stony coffin on the floor 
With lean and hideous finger pointed evermore. 

XXI. 

The lark's shrill song, the early village chime, 

The upland echo of the winding horn, 

The far-heard clock that spoke the passing time. 

Had never pierced her solitude forlorn . 

At length released from the deep dungeon’s gloom 
She feels the fragrance of the vernal gale. 

She sees more sweet the living landscape bloom; 

And while she listens to Hope's tender talc. 

She thinks her long-lost friends shall lilcss her sight. 
And almost faints with Joy amidst the broad day-ligbi. 

t Seise, Bsocbai, or Smourli (ancordlng to Sir Itsar »wiod), 
OM swl the MISS klag of wbo n iiquerod «ei(warii an far si 

ths pHlsrs of ffeiealei, snd csiiwsrd lo tbe Osngei. Il« tri up two 
pillars la ladla, oa tbe aioatttaiiii, aear tbe mouib of the Gangoi. 


XXII. 

And near the spot, as with reluctant feet, 

Slowly desponding Mclanclioly drew, 

The wind an<l rain her naked breast had beat, 

Sunk was her eye, and sallow was her hue. 

In the huge Forest's iinrejoicing sliailc 
Bewilder’d had she wander’d <lav by day. 

And many a grisly fiend her heart dismay'd, 

And cold and wet upon the ground slic lay : 

But now such soaniK with mellow sweetness stole, 

As lapp'd in dreams of bliss her slow-consenting soul. 

XXIll. 

Next to the glcamy glen, poor Mania stray’d : 

Most p:ilu und wild, >ot gentle was her look, 

A slender garland she of straw li.nd m.nle, 

Of flow'rs and nisbcs from the running brook; 

But as .she sadly pass'd, (lie tender sound 

Of its sh.irp p.ing her wounded heart beguiled. 

■She dropp’d her lialf-inade garland on the ground, 
And then she sigh’d, and then in tears she smiled, 
But smiled so that pity w'Oiild have s.iid, 

II 0 God, he merciful lo that pooi hapless maid !» 

XXiV. 

Now ravingly she cried, > The whelming main. 

The wiiiirv wave rolls over his cold head, 

I never shall Ixihold iiiy love again— 

Hence, flattering fancies—he is dead, is dead! 
Perhaps upon some wild shore he is cast. 

Where on tlicir prey Barbarians howling rush, 

O fiercer they than is the whelming hiaat! 

Hush, my poor heart—my wakeful sorrows,liusli! 
He lives—i yet shall press him to my heart, 

And cry, O no, no, do,— we never more will part!» 

XXV. 

So sung she, wlion despairing, from his cell. 

Hid farthest in the lone umbrageous wood. 

Where many a winter he had loved to dwell. 

Came grim Bemorse : ns fix'd in thought he stood. 
His.senses pierced by the unwonted tone 

Heheaid—the blood^lrops from his locks be shook— 
I He saw the trees that waved, the sun that shone, 

He cast arnuiit^ an agonized look. 

Then with a gh.istly smile that spoke his pain, 

He hied him to his cave in thickest shades again. 

XXVI. 

And DOW the sun sunk westward, and the sky 
Was hung with thousand lucid pictures gay; 

When gazing on the scene with placid eye 
An ancient man appear’d in amice grey. 
His-sandal shoes were by long travel worn, 

O’er hill and valley, many a ling'ring mile, 

Yet droop’d he not, like one in years forlorn; 

His pale cheek wore a sad, hut render smile; 

'T was sage Experience, by his look confess'd, 

And white as frost his board descended to his breast. 

XXVH. 

Then said I, Master, pleasant is this place,* 

And sweet are those melodious notes I hear, 

And happy they among man’s toiling race 
Who, of their cares forgetful, wander near ; 

' Ed lo, Mciiro, etc.—Dzsti't ittfeno. 
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Mo they deliglit, whom sicknow and »low pain 
Have bow’d almost to death wUh heavy hand; 

The fairy scenes refresh iny heart n{;aiOf 
And pleased 1 listen to that music bland^ 

Which seems to promise hours of joy to come, 

And bids me tranquil seek my poor but peaceful home. 

xxvru. 

He Siiid, « Alas! these shadows soon may fly, 

Like the (piy landscapes of the elcnicnt: 

Yet do poor mortals still with raptured eye 

Rchohl like then the pictures they present; , 

An<l charm'd hy Hope’s sweet music on they f.ire, 

And think they soon shall rcacli that blissful goal, 
Where never more the sullen knell of Care 
Departed friends and sever’d loves shall toll: 

So on they fare; till all llieir tron!>lcs cease, 

And on a lap of earth they lay them dow'n in peace. 

XXIX. 

« Rut not there ceases their immortal claim 

(I'rom golden clouds I heard a small voice say), 
Wisdom ri'Joiccili in a higher aim, 

Nor heeds the transient shadows of a day. 

These earthly sounds may die away, and all 
These penstiahle pictures sink in night. 

Blit Virtue from the tlust her sons shall call, 

And lead them forth to joy, .ind life, and light, 
Thungli from their languid giaspeaith's comforts fly, 
And with the silent worm iheir buried bodies lie. 

XXX. 

u I'or other scenes there are, and in a clime 
l*urer, and other strains to eaitli unknown, 

Where Ileavcu’s high host with symphonies snhlinic 
Sing ' Unto Him that sitlcih on the ilirouc.* 
enough fur man, if ho the task fulftl 

Which God ordain'd, and to liis journey’s end 
Bear him right on, heiide him good or ill; 

Then Hope to soothe his <leatli-hcd shall descend, 
Nor leave him, till in mansions of the blest * 
lie gain his destined home, his everlasting rest.* 

SONG » OF THE BATTI-E OF THE NILE.^ 

I. 

Shout! for the Lord hath triumph’d gloriously!^ 

Upon the shores of that iciiowned land, 

Where erst his * mighty arm and oulstretcli’d hand* 
lie lifted high. 

And dash’d, ■ in pieces dash’d the enemy;*— 

Upon that ancient coast, 

Where ■ IMiaraoh’s chariot and his host* 
lie cast into the deep. 


Upon that eastern shore, 

That saw his awful arm reveal’d of yore, 

Again hath he arisen, and opposed 

Ills foes’ defying vaunt.—O’ci them the deep hath closed! 


Shades of mighty chiefs of yore. 

Who triumph'd on the sclf'Samc shore! 
Ammon,* who first o'er ocean's empire wide 
Didst hid the hold bark stem the roaring tide : 
Scsac,^ who from the Cast to farthest West 
Didst rear ihy pillars over realm- subdued: 
And thou, whose bones Jo resl3 
I In the huge pyramid’s <lim solitude, 

Beneath the uncouth stone, 

Thy name and deeds unknown; 

And Philip’s gloiioiis son,4 
With conquest Hush'd, for fiedds and cities won; 

And ilion, Imperial Orsar, whose sole sway 
The long-disputed world at length confess'd. 
When on these shores tliy bleeding rival lay 
0 could ye, starting from your long cold rest, 
Bnist Death's oblivious Imiicc, 

And once again with plumed pride advance! 
Iluw would yc own yonr fame surpass’d, 

And on the sand your trophies cast, 

When the storm of conflict o’er, 

And ceased the burning battle’s roar, 
Beneath the morning’s orient light. 

Ye saw, wiih sails all swelling white, 
Britain's proud fleet, to many a joyful cry, 

Hide o'er the rolling surge in awful sov'reigntyl 


For fierce Ambition fired yonr mind— 

Beside yonr glittering car, 

Amid the thi< kest w’ar, 

Went Siiperslilion, soiTeross blind. 

In dimK-figuKHl robe, with scowling mien, 

Half-hid in jealous liood,^ 

And Tyranny, hencaih whose helm was seen 
Ills eye suffused with blood; 

' He nHti dip first ibnt liuih lonj; ami tali slups witli sails—■ Till 
thcR llipy U'od siiinll aiiJ round ^(".m'Is ot hunlpn ou iliu Red Sea, 
and k< |>t widiiD sijjlit ot •liorc.* — Sir .Nrwio.s. 

* 1010 years Leloic (.liiikl, S<’i>ar, in die reign of liis fnibor Am¬ 
mon, i««oitps \ral io, and kuta iippillais at ibe niouibul the Red 
N'n.—iu\adek \fri< and Spam, and helH up pillon, in all hit 
iuntiitPkU, uod |Mitli<’iilnrIy at ihu inniilli id dio Mediterranean.— 
^7^, iii(adii> India, and sets up piliats ni tbe mouth of tbu Gauges. 

^llWT0S, 

* Tlui memorv (kuys Pliny) of ibota nbo built t)>c pyramids, at a 
just punislimeut for their tanily, is buried iu olJiviiin. It it well 
knowii, dial in ibo limett <b.iuibers of ibu lnr(psst pyramid 'S a 
scpiiit lire I'lit out of uniire stoue. 

* 1 speak of Aliiiutider only us a c-mqurror : but 1 feel the truth 


Whilst O er their silent pomp he bid llie swoln sea sweep; llm J, nrnod Dr Vincent t niasterly datuioppinent of bis enlarged 
, , .11 !• n views, and superior cliaratitor. 


' Nor leaves ui tilt wo die.—P opp. 

* 1 need uol say that <■ $oog,R iu this place, is used in ils highest 
teuio, n* a Lyriuul (wiDfiotiiiun. 

* This piet»i, wi.b those which follow down to the • Monody on 
life Death of Dr Warlon* (in.lusive), origmully formed o volume 
which was dedientud « To the Right lion, iho Uouniek* ol Manslield, 
as a small tesdinouy of gruliiude ood esteem ; and with ibe liigbe»t 
r«s|iuci for her taste, talents and privatu virtue.—iNui.* 

* Kxoiius EV, I. *l Will •mg unto the Lord, Jor he /w'A 
itiKMphed tjlonouiljf ; the kurte und hi* ridvr bulb he thrown into 
tbu sea.— 4 > Pharaoh's chariots nod bis host bath be unai into die 
.seB.—C. Tby right-bund, 0 Lord, hath dtuhed tnpieces tbo enemy. 
— 10. Tboa didst blow with thy wind—the sea covered them: they 
M ph lead in the nighty waters.* 


> 1 ncv-d not possilily, to any reader, mention the murder of 
roiU|>ey, on iho shores of Rgypi, In which the greatest purt of the 
known world wos possessed hy Julius Cuiar. 

Cum Ptolema'ornm maues, scriemquo pudendam, 

Pyruniidvs cluudaot, indigaaqiin uiausolea: 

Lilinra Poiupcdum leriunt, truocusque vadosis 
Hoc illuc jacialur aguis. 

Phar. Lib. vitl. 

* I mean by this expression merely to cbaracicrise. in general. 
I he mystery and obscurity of Egyptian saperstiUun, aocordiug to the 
idua ot an uncient inscription in the temple of Isis, at Sals: 

I am whatever has boeu, is, and shat) be ; and no one hath taken 
mif veil. 
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And giant Pride, 

Tliat the great &un witli liauglity smile defied; 

And Avarice, llmt grasp'd his guilty gold; 

These, as the sorceress her loud sistrnm rung, 

Their dismal pa*an sung; 

And still, far off, pale Pity hung her head, 

Whilst o'er the dying and the dead 
The victor’^ hrazen wheels with gory axle roll'd. 

Now look on Him, in holy courage hold— 

Tlic assertor of liis country's cauae behold I 
lie lifts his gaze to Ilc.iv’ii, scrcix'ly Y>rave, 

And W'hilst aiound w.ir’s fearful hanners wave, 

He prays, • Protect us, as* our cau.se is just, 

For in thy might silutic, Judge of the woilJ! triLSt." 

IV. 

And they are scatter’d—(he destroyers ilie^ 

They that usurp’<l the hloosly vuMor’s rlaiin, 

That spoke of freedom—but *« behold ,i cry 
Tliey, that like a vvis.teful tlaiue, 

Or the huge siii'lv pillar* that .iiiiain 
Whirls ’tiiid the mIcmcc of the dtserl plain, 
fh'ailiful in lln.ir c iieer of ti-rior came, 

And sratb rM luiii as tliey pass'd ! 

So rush they, like ihe siiiiooiir!* horrid blast,*— 

Tliov sueep, ■intl .ill around i*« \vihh’rnes.s ! 

Hut from ihy Thionc on high, 

UiOii, God, Iiast heard ihe cry 
Of nations in di>lii**s! 
nriLiin gat's forth hcne.ilh lh\ might 
To quell the proud hl.isphecnets in (he fight— 

And Kgypt far along her winding main 

Fchocs the shout of joy, and gciiuiue Freedom’s strain! 

V. 

Now let them, who ihy name, O God! defy, 

Invoke the mighty Prophet of the East: 

Or deck, as erst, the mystic feast 
To AslUaornlli, queen of the stairy sky 1 
Let them, in some tavern dark, 

Seek Osiris buried ark ; 

Or call on Typhon,^ of gigantic form, 

Lifting his hundred arms, and liowling 'mid the storm; 
Or to Iliac grisly king 
In vain their cymb-ils let them ring, 

To hint in Tophel's vale revered 
(With smoke iiis brazen idol smear’d), 

Grim MohK’h,4 in whose fuming furnace blue 
Til’ unpitying priest the shrieking infant threw, 

Whilst to shrill cries, and drums’ and timhrels' sound, 
The frantic and unliearmg troop danced round ; 

To kitH despairing let them (;o, 

And toil their fearful ule of hideous overthrow! 


VI. 

Calm breathed the airs along the evening bay, 

Where, all in warlike piide, 

The Gallic squadron stretch’d its long array; 

And o’er tlie tranquil tide 

With lieaiileoiis hend the stiearners waved on high: 
But, ah! how changed (he scene ere night descend! 

Hark to the shout that hcav'n’s high concave rends! 

Il.uk to that d^iiig cry! 

Whilst, louder yet. the cannon's roar 
Resounds along the Nile's affiighied shore; 

When* fioin his oozy bed 

The cow’iing crncoilile li.ilh raised his head!' ; 

\\ ith hursiing llamc 

Lightens ihe long (r.u’k of the glcuny brine? 

From yon proud ship it c.imo— 

Tii.it lower'd the Ic.uli'r of ilie linsiilc line! 

Now Idtul cKploMoii renils the midin'glil .lir!* i 

lli.iid M* the List deep gin.miiig of licspair?— I 

IL'av'u’.s fiery rope unwonted tliiindeis fill, ] 

Tlieii,with one dread fill pause, oartli, air, and seas arc still' 

VH. 

But now ilic mingleil fight 

Begins its -iwrul strife again ' I 

Through the dim shades of night I 

Along the d.irkU-heiiving m.i:n ' 

Is seen ihe rri()u«:iil ll.tsli: 

And many a inw’iiiq, in.isi with dre.adfiil crash 
Uings railing ■ Is the *-i ene of sLiU|;liler o'er ? 

Is the <le.ith-irv hu.irti no more ^ 

Lo ! where the East a gliiiiui’riug freckle streaks, 

Slow uer the sh.idowy w.ave the (frey dawn breaks. 

Behold, 0 sun ! llie Hood 
Sircw'd with the du.ad, and dark wiih hlood!'’ 

Behold, .ill sciiter’d on the locking tide, 

The wrecks of h.nighty (ialli.i's pride! 

But Btit.iin's flo.iting l>tilwarks, with serene 
And silent pomp, amidst iliu de.iihfiit scene 
Move glorious, and more bcaiilifiil display 
Their ensigns streaming to thy oiietU tay. 

VIH. 

Awful Genius of the land, 

Who (thy lelgn of glory closed) 

By marble wrecks, b.'ilf-hid in sand, 

Hast mournfiillv rcposi-d; 

Who long, amidst the w.istefiil desert wide. 

Hast loved with dcalli-like stillness to abide; 

Or wrapt in tenfold gloom, 

From noise of iium.in things for ages hid, 

ILisl sal upon l!ie shapeless tomb 
In the forlorn and diipping pyramid; 

Awake! Arise!— , 


* Sco Dmeo'a (aMime «li‘icr!|>tioo of iko turrific appenruacc of the 
-vMt coiniun* of inovio,; uiicl in lliu desuiit. 

“ Seealvo Itrsoe • dOBcriptioii of llita iK'slilunlial ivind, 

* Egyptian deny.—Apulloooiii tuiyii lie Imd au Imudrcd iifadi; and 
from bl» handred laouitu Uiued dtivouring tlamci, and liuwliii|t« bo 
dreadftti ibat ih .y lerntied g'sJb and men. 

^ S)r<aD dally.—There «u» u tiurninu furnace at Lh^ f,s>t of hla 
•tatae, inio whiib they threw ibe children whom they olTurnd t« 
that god i and wbSUt the mltoraMu viciim •hriched a» u hum. d to 
death, the prioMa beatdroioi, etc. to biodur the rrie« frum hcinf; 
beard. F''om tbfa boiw, the valley wbeie li wav muit frequently 
II111tailed vTopbei," the valley of divmal lounda— 

8e« VUlM'sCbedeicrlptiOD Jo bit Ujibd on ibo.Tathity. 


Though thou behold the d.ty no more 
That saw thy pride and ponip of yore; 

Though, like the sounds that in the morning ray 
Trembled and died away 

From Meiiinoii’s statue; though like these, the voice 
That hid thy vernal plains rejoice, 

The voice of Science is no iniigcr heard; 

And all thy goigeous state hath disappear'd: 

* Crocodile! are eetdooi aeea below the falls, but I hope ibe idea 
may beeicasod apw/ies.* 

* The burning of the L’Orient, 

* ——>/ze)ie(v Ilo.MEn. 
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Yet hear, with triumph, and with hope again, 

The ahouta of joy tliat swell from thy forsaken main! 

IX. 

And, oh I might He, at whose command 
Deep darkness shades a mourning land ; 

At whose command, bursting from night, 

And flaming with redoubled light, 

The 8uii of Science mounts again, 

And rc-illnmes the wide-extended plain; 

Might lie, from this eventful day, 

lliustrinus Egypt! to thy sliore ; 

Science, Freedom, Peace restore. 

And bid thy crowded ports their ancient pomp display I 
No more should Superstition mark, 

In churaoters uncouth and dark, 

Her dreary, monumental shrine! 

No more should meck-eyed Piety 
Outcast, insulted lie 

Beneath the mosque whose golden crescents shine; 

But starting from her trance, 

O'er Nubia’s sands advance 
Beyond llie farthest fountains of the Nile!' 

Tlic dismal (lallas should hcliold her smile. 

And Abyssinia’s inmost rocks rejoice 

To hear her awful lore, yet soft consoling voice! 

X. 

Hasten, O God! the time, when never more 
Pale Pity, from her moonlight scat, shall hear 
(And dropping at the sound a fruitless tear) 

The far-off battle’s melancholy roar; 

NVhen never more Horror’s portentous cry 
Shall sound amid the troubled sky; 

Or dark Destruction’s grimly-smiling mien, 

Through the red flashes of the fight he seen! 

Fniher in llcav’n ! our ardent hopes fulfil— 

Thou speakest o Peace,* and tlie vex'd w'orld is still! 

Yet should Oppression huge arise, 

And, with bloody banners spread. 

Upon the grasping nations tread, 

Whilst he tliy name defies. 

Trusting in Thee alone, we hope to quell 
His furious might, his purpose fell; 

And as the ensigns of his baffled pride 
O'er the seas are scatter'd wide, 

We will take up a joyous strain and cry— 

• Shout! for Vie Lord haVi triumph'd gloriously '« 

INSCRIPTIONS.' 

FOR A GARDEN-SEAT AT HOME. 

Oh no!—I would not leave thee, my sweet home, 

Deck’d with the mantling woodbine and the rose. 

And slender woods that the still scene inclose, 

For yon magnificent and ample domc^ 

That glitters In my sight: yet I can praise 
Thee, Arundel, who, shunning the throng’d ways 

* nsT/oa uwo o0ev ouxerzNetXos opwoi, 

Tbboch. Idyl. 7 .1* i*4- 

* Thaw •hould rather hare been calloil • iKfcnirrira Piac*»,» at 
! ihoy nre wrlilen In lha form of luicription*, boi ai the tame time 
, only conrey the particular teniimenii of the Author, inch ai the 
* toenery before him tuseoated to hit mind. 

* Wardonr OMtIe. 


Of glittering vice, silently dost dispense 
Thu blessings of retired munificence. 

Me a sequester’d cottage, on tlic verge 
Of thy outstri-tch'd domain, delights; and here 
I wind my walks, and sonielimes drop a tear 
O’er ****’8 urn, scarce wishing to emerge 
Into the troubicil ocean of tliat life, 

Where all is turbulence, and toil, and strife. 
Glim roll the seasons o’er my shaded niche; 

I dip the hriibh, or toucli the tuneful string, 

Or hear at eve the unscared blackbirds sing; 
Enough if, from their lofTier sphere, the rich 
Deign my abode to visit, and the poor 
Depart not, cold and hungry, from my door. 
Don 1^ ad , Oci . 12, 17911. 


m HORTO PAOPRIO. 

CENOTAPflII INS. 

Has infer placidas umbras ct amcena vireta 
Qumtrepidans Icni labilur unda sono, 

Sperabam longos, lieu I tecum duccre soles, 

Et fido acclinis consenuisse sinu! 

Futo aliter visum cst-urnam mihi restat in.'inem 

Ornare, et mocsta diccre voce • Vale.n 
DecemhriSy 1798. 


IN HORTO HEV"' J. STILL, 

APUn RNOYI.E, VILLAM AMOCNISSIMAM. 

Advena, paulisper veteris rcqulcsce sub umbra 
Arboris, adversos colic's et florcu rura 
Prospiciens, tacita si turn dulcedine mentem 
Natunc tangat facies (sub tempore vemo 
Dum Jiixta vaga muMiat apis), Istare; coriisca 
F.h! tibi sceua viret, lauris acciticta ct amccnis 
Sparsa rosis, avidm fervent arbusta querclis, 

Et rapllm fnliis trepidnntihus aura susurrat. 
Laitare, ct verno jamjam sub luniine, carpe, 

Dum licet, ipse rosas, ct fallas trislia viix. 

TRANSLATION. 

STnANGEB ! awhile beneath this aged tree 
Rest thee, the hills beyond, and flow’ry meads, 
Surveying; and if Nature's charms may wake 
A swc'et and silent transport at thine heart 
(Ill spring-time, while the bcc hums liccdlessAigh], 
Rejoice .'—for thee llie verdant spot is dress'd, 
Circled with laurels green, and sprinkled o’er 
With many a budding rose: the shrubs all ring 
To the birds’ warblings, and by fits the air 
Whispers amid the foliage o’er thine head!— 
Rejoice, and oh! if life’s sweet spring be thine, 

So ■ gather its brief rose-buds,» and deceive 
The cares and crosses of humanity. 


AT GREENWICH HOSPITAl.. 

Comb to these peaceful seals, and think no more 
Of cold, of midnight watchings, or the roar 
Of Ocean, tossing on his restless bed 1 
Gome to these peaceful seats, ye who have bled 
For honour, who have travers^ the great flood, 
Or on the battle's front with stem eye stood, 
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When roll’d its thunder, and the billows red 
Oft closed, with sudden flashings, o’er the dead! 

O heavy arc the sorrows that beset 
OM age! and hard it is-<-hard to forget 
The sunshine of our youth, our manhood's pride! 

Rut here, O aged men, ye may abide 
Secure, and see the last light on the wave 
Of Time, which wafts you silent to your grave • 

Like the calm evening ray, that smiles serene 

Upon the tranquil Thames, and cheers the sinking scene. 


FOn \ RUSTIC SRAT HEAR THE SEA. 

To him, who many a night upon the main 
At midwatch, from the bounding vcssid's side 
Shiv'ring, has listen’ll to the rorking tide, 

O how delightful smile thy views again. 

Fair Land! the shelter'd hut, and far-^'en mill 
That safe sails round and round; the ti ippiug rill 
That o'er the grey sand glillers; the clear sky, ^ 
Beneatli whose blue vanJi sbiues ilic village tow r, 
That high clni*, swaying in ibc wind, cmbow’rj 
And lidlgc-rows, where the small IdrJs’ melody 
Solace the lithe and loil'iing peasant lad I 
O Stranger, is thy pausing fancy sad 
At thought of many evils whicli do press 
On wKle Itumaniiy?—Look up—address 
Tbc God which made the world! but let thy heart 
Be thankful, though some heavy thoughts have part, 
That, shelter'd from the hiimiin storms' career, 

Thou muetest innocence and quiet here. 


AT WARnOUIl C\STLE. 

Ir rich designs of sumptuous art may please, 

Or Nature's loftier views, august and old, 
Stranger, behold this spreading scene;—behold 
This ainphithcati'c of aged trees, 

That solemn wave above tlice, and around 
Darken the tow’ring hills' Dost thou complain 
That thou shouldst cope with penury or pain, 

Or sigh to think what pleasures might be found 
Amid such wide possessions ?-»Pausc awhile—' 
Imagine thou dost see the sick man smile, 

See the pale exiles, • that in yonder dome, 

Safe from the wasteful storm, have found a home; 
And thank the Giver of .ill Good, that lent 
To liie humane, retired, beneficent. 

The pow’r to bless:—Nor lift thy heart elate, 

If such domains be thine; but emulate 
The foir example, and those deeds, that rise 
; Like holy incense wafted to the skies,— 

Those dc^ that shall sustain the conscious soul, 
When all this empty world is perish'd, like a scroll? 


Ai lOLE-VELLUM, CORKWAl.b, 

A PICTUSESQUI COTTAGE AND GBOUMDS BELONGING TO 
I, LEMON, BSQ. 

StbanGbe ! mark this lovely scene, 

When the evening sets serene, 

* Fraad BwJ^rtau, cUefly tnpporitfd by the bonatv of Lord 
Araadel. 


And starting o’er the silent wood, 

The last pale sunshine streaks the flood, 
And the water gushing near 
Soothes, with ceaseless ilrip, thine car : 

Then bid dach p.u*ion8ink to rest— 

Should e’en one wish rise in ihy breast, 

One tender wish, as novv in mine, 

Tliat some such quiet spot were tliinc, 

And thou, recalling seasons fled, 

Coiildst wake the slumbers of the dead, 

And bring back lier you loved, to share 
With tlice calm peace and comfort there;— 
O check the thought! but inly prtiy 
To Him, « who gives and lakes away,* 

That many years tliis fair doinuin 
Its varied beauties may retain: 

So when .some wand'rer, who has lost 
His heart’s host treasure, who has ciuss’d 
In life bleak bills and passes rude, 
diioiild gain this lovely solitude,— 

Delighted he may pause awhile, 

And when he maiks the landscape smile, 
Leave with its willows, ere he part, 

Tlie blessings of a soften’d heart. 

Julyy 1786 . 


ON A BEAUTIFUL SPRING, 

FORMING A corn BATir, Al’tOOMDV, NEAR DONDRAD, BE 
longing to my brother, Cn.\RI.FS BOWLES, FSQ. 

Lympua, Alias per opaca loci, super humida siixa 
Murmur Icnc ciens, ct si qiii.s venerit liospcs 
Coiifectiis morho, pnestat pura itncla saltilcm, 

Et l.Tium ruvocct languenti Itiinen occllo. 

Turn cclv’e umbroso nutantes inarginc qiiercus 
Atquc avium cantus, coliapsaqiic lymplia per .antrum 
Miilcebunt lacorum, $uavis'>eii mtisica, pectus! 

At til qui venias patriis expulsiis ah aris, 

O si Letbneos hie sumas hetior haustus, 

Neve ultra terram natalcrn, emde inadentem, 

Aui dulces agros recoles, aut nota fliienlj, 

Ant vcspcrtind caiiq anain vallo sonantem! 

TRANSLATION. 

Fountain, that sparkiest through the shady place, 
Making a soft sad murmur o'er (he stones 
That strew thy lucid way! 0, if some guc.st 
Should haply wander near, with slow disease 
Smitten, may thy cold springs the rose of health 
Rring back, and the quick lustre to his eye! 

Thu ancient oaks that on tfiy margin w’avo, 

The song of birds, and through the rocky cave 
The clear stream gushing, their according sounds 
Should mingle, and, like some strange music, steal 
Sadly, yet sootliing, o'er his aching breast. 

And thou,' pale exile from thy native shores, 

Here drink (0 couldst thou! as of Leiliu’s stream!), 

Nor friends, nor bleeding country, nor the views 
Of hills or streams beloved, nor vesper's bell, 

Heard in the twilight vale, remember more! 

* Frendi prieiii, who bare a mildence oear. 
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FOn X CESOTAVH, | 

TOTRB MSMORT OF LIEUrSKANT-COtONSL ISAAC, WHO OIBO 
AT CAPR 8T NICHOLV MOLI, 1797. 

0 n.vDST ttlou fall’n, brave Youib! on that proud day, * 
Wh«;n our victorious fleet o'er tl>e red surge 
Koll'd in terrific glory, thou hadst fall'n 
Mosl-honour'd; and rememb’ranee, wliile she thought 
Upon thy gallant end, had dried her tear' 

Now Far beyond the huge Atlantic wave 
Tliy hones decay!—the withering pestilence, 

That swept the inlands of the western world, 

Smote thee, untimely drooping to liic tomb! 

But't is enough—wliate’cr a soldier’s fate— 

That firm he hied him, where stern honour bade; 
Though, with unequal strength, he sunk and died. 


AT) BLYTHUM AMIVEH, 1 764. 

[The followSa;; bunuliriil ond |inibcilc l.inoi mere wrltlon by 
KEWTtlX OtJLE, I»EVN of WlNCIIESTBn, 

At hi* imturnul Kftaio, Kirkluy, MorihuinberUnd.] 

Til qui strepentc, subter^ Amnis gurgite 
Patci'iia lurnbis pra-dia, 

Inter rchicUntes hipillos ad tnaic 
Iter ininutum dividens; 

Tii scilicet per pi.itj lit ulim volveris, 

Non ista sed mens cst mllii 
Oliin qua* cr.it, fluenta cum propter tua 
Securiis ermb.un pucr. 

Horns iuertes, imputandas vix reor, 

Fallens laborc ineplulo!— 

Seu eongercham flexuoso in margino 
^)uo!> sistir unda calculos. 

Pedes hihebat sen mngis teuellulos 
Fi igcntc lympha tingerc, 

Aqualiles scu forte inescarem Incolas 
■ Opima jacians pru'mia!« 

Ciiris perihant his dies inanihiis, 

Niinqiintn heu reversuri dies! 

Ileri pucr cram, eras futurus sum senex; 

iiic anmis annum dimovet, 

Kt irremisso pedu dies urget diem; 

Vetoriove non qiiidem 
Tua: loquaces sata per ct sylvas aquae 
Volviiiitur in vastum rnare. 

Quin aufer liinc tecum pci.igus in turbidum 
liOnge aufer h.’is ciiras prccor, 

£t rite pergas sospilare lliiminc 
Circumlluo nostrain domum. 

THANSLA1 ION. 

O Taou, that prattling on thy pebbled way 
Through my paternal vale ^ost stray, 

Working thy shallow passage to the sea; 

, O stream, thou speedest on 

The same as many seasons gone; 

But not, alas! to me 
Remain the feelings that beguiled 
My early road, when careless and content 
(loosing the hours in pastimes innocent) 

Upon thy banks I stray'd, a playful child; 

' Tha 1*1 of Jaoa, lyei. when Col. Iiaae ffreally dlitingvUhad 
hlmkolf n« rommandcr of the military on hoard Lord Howe** •hip. 


Whether the pebbles that thy mai^in strew, 
Collecting, heedlessly I threw; 

Or loved in thy translucent wave 
My tender shrinking feet to lave; 

Or else ensnaretl your little Try, 

And thought how wondrous skill’d was 1!— 
So pass’d my boyish days, unknown to pain, 
Days that will ne’er return again. 

It seems but yesterday 
I was a child—to>morrow to he grey! 

So years succeeding years steal silently away. 
Not fleeter thy own current, hurrying thee, 
Rolls down to the great sea. 

Thither O carry these sad thoughts—the deep 
Diiry them;—thou meantime thy tenor keep, 
And winding through the green-wood, cheer, 
As erst, my native peaceful pastures, here. 

CALPE OBSESSA. 


I fTbe fullowini; Latin corapMliioJi, on the ■ Sie(;e of Gibrsliar,* 
(piinod iho Llioncellor'* Frize la the Uaivortity of Osford, In the 
)ear 178 a.] 

Jamditdum infaiistos ausiis'et fracta laboris 
CoDsilia ingcntis, 8p.nras(]iie impunc catervas 
(lallia piaraliat: nequirquam classc frequenti 
‘ Stipal.i iralas hinc illinc oreiipat undas, 

I Nequicqiiain cxlremo surgeos (lispania nisu 
{ Scse infert belli sociam, nbsessumque per a>quor 
I Amplior incudil: Tu, Calpe, iinmobilis hsres, 

Kt longd innocuum spectas illssa tumultum. 

Alma oh, qus proprias, invicto numinc, vires 
] Suppeditnns, picno pcrmixta in pectore vivis, 

I T/iborUs; et tu, magnae Virlulis imago, 
j Majestatu vigens sublimior inconcussa 
Duin patriae plus urget amor; si littora,'vobis 
Cognita, si rupcs Graiis luslrata triumphis, 

; Si devota acies, et vis pcrltura juveutai 
Spartanic, (diim jam cnlcata per agmina Xerxis 
Scindit iter, vindexque rccondi respuit ensis), 

Non ingraia olini, sirnili succurrite fato 
Oh tandem, ct vestros ultro spectate Oritunnos. 

Turn mihi, si vos rite voco, aspirate cauenti, 

Duui refero insucii spcctacula lurida belli, 

Atque instructa novis armamentaria tells. 

Cuntinuu ante oculos scse ohjicit ardua rupes, 

Non ignota olim f.tnia, ancipitique resurgens 
Dcspicit urco undas, custostjiie in limine regnat 
Vi secura su.'I: quippe arete angusta profundi 
Claustra premunt, utrique ohjccta rcpagula ponto: 
Invadit campos Inc impacatiis iberus 
Vicinos nimium, a tergo, ^nesqiie propinquos, 

£t Caipcm disjunctam, et non sua ciilmina speclans. 
Scilicet hanc etiam regni de parte revelli 
Invidet, et jam nunc uUricibus actual armis: 
llac mente, ut possit pclngi jus ipse tucri 
Subject!, ct placidd tandem stationc potitus 
Tuti^ in proprias Commercia vertere Gadcsii, 

Krgo, ubi jam longo confecta Britannia bello 
A'gre lassatis vix vix sese arrigit armis, 

Grande opus aggreditur, socioque cupidine duclos 
Juncta, ncc invites, vocat in certamina Gallos. 
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Una intcnti omnes non spquo Rlarte Ubantcm 
Dirucre, et priscum properant divcliere sceptrum. 
r^fet amor patriae, turn magni gloria facti, 
Vindictaeque ardor, laesaeque injuria famac. 

Protinus innumerie coeimt hinc inde cdtervae. 

Et quoa ciivoxia Hispania mitlit ab oris, 

Qutque etnativosscopiilos, vitcsque patcrnas 
Linqucbant, acti intentati MartU in arma. 

Undique turn rupem porrccto militc cinguni 
Obscssam, ct propriia lat6 dominantur in uadis. 

Quid tum quid miseris spcrare? cn! hostis ubiquc 
Ginxit! jam tcrret tetcrrima mortis imago, 

Ostendcus vultum et stillanlex sanguine rrincs, 
Jamque expcclanti sensim confccta doloru 
iEgra fantes, taciturno implurans iumine victum! 

At non idcircb firmi Hducia c.i'pti 
Heroi Angliaco ccssit, vul pectoris ingens 
Consilium. Muluc stnt sese opponcro morti, 

Turn tempestatem belli incei torque (umuUus 
Temperjt, et placidsi praesunh virtiite screnat, 

Ipse alacri studio, promtisque Id)>oril)us iiistaus. 

At piiki ct fractis jampridcin arrectior iris 
Mujori assiu^it e.Tpto, atqiic immaiie volulat 
(•.‘lilia mortis opus. Quippu ingentem online molein, 
Turrito titmidos snperante culmine fluctiis 
‘ ACdifirant, vastiqiie atolluat ponder.i Hgni. 

Scilicet ut i’:rco pcnitiis muniminc septi 
Mortem aspcrneutiir propiorem, ct fiilmina missa, 
Atquc iinptine ignes (repidos jarulentur in bostes. 
Surgit opus, furtimquc futuro fuiicre focium 
Siilcat .aquas longc minitans; noc trisiior ilia 
Qii.-n bxvd in tuiscr.am surgebat mdcbin.i Trojam, 
Ilorrcndum tneumbens devot.'e desuper urbi. 
lieu Troja infulix nimium! quod si tibi t.ilis 
Coutigerat ductOr, qualis tibi, prospera Calpc, 

Urbs autiqua diu staret, nec (jra;cia vindex 
Straverac imoiani fumaiuia tcmpla ruina. 

Quinetiam diim jam propiori frontc minatur. 
llvmigil species iniri, pcregrinjquc classis, 

Altc beros taciturn volvit sub corde triumphum 
Gollecio, atque aciem nttentus roUustrat eunlem, 
Conscius intcrca consurgit pectoris ardor, 

Tum clamat:—* Vos, oh! rupcs, et sola loconim 
I llelligio, innumeros ncdiim vlolata per annos; 

I Tuque adco quscunque imd tclliirc polesLas 
Ssva arcana lencs; liccat miiii, nuininc vestro, 
Tcntdre hoc saltern, ct vctercs turbarc reccssus. 
Vosque cliam, socii, pars oh enrissima, mecum 
Quos una adjunxit cura et commune pcriclum. 

Si vet tangat amor, magnoruni aut cura parentum, 
Munc, oh nunc, un& supremo incumbite nisu, 

Et priscos rcvocate animos, gt>niuroque priorem.* 

Sic dil, accenditquc acres per pcctora flammas. 
Arma fremunt; nec vastA instans iminanior umbra 
Macbina, nec caxlis jam jam mtniunus imago 
Altum animum, finnosve valet dcHectere sensus. 
Protinus insolilo reboant tormenta fr^ore 
Ignitosque globos, et fulmcn missile lorquent. 

Alma dies, aliU qua? friistra lastior oris 
Surrexisti, iterum rodcuniia gaudia volvens, 
lieu quales ibi turn strdgcs, qus fuoera tesus 
Speetabas! c.*edis quantos hinc inde tumultus! 

Te redeuDle, tameu, laetata est plurima mater 


(Gallid, villarum per limina sparse tuarum) 

Et iiatum absentem revocat « quin prsmia fams 
Jam tuiit,n exclamat, « jam nunc sua tempora lauro 
Victriei cingit, sociis spectandus,* at itle 
lUe miser periit, nec riirsum gaudia ruris, 

Neve domus, matrisvc reducat cura senilis, 

Ncc deserta sonans vieinA fistula vallc. 

Nec vero, ut retnlit nox exoptam tenebras 
CcsSiivit furor, ardcnii conjecta ruiiiA 
Saevit adliuc longc inissi vis flammea ferri. 

Continub exustn* dant monsta incendia naves, 
Umbiosumquc vadum fumanti tramile signant. 

Securi Britones gcminatii tonitrua torquent; 

Ipse inter medios, altoque serenior ore. 

Dux late Maricm special sublimis opacum 
(Sen quondam propiio vestiluin fulmine nnmen) 

Arma tenens, fntiqiic velut modcraiur liabcnas. 

Audiit iiisnlitum sola sub nnrtc fragorem 
Adversum Lihy.v littus, longbque tremiscit 
.Montanas inter Idtebrsis exsomnis llyueua! 

flic labor, ct victls ccssit spes ultima Gullis. 

Partem flamma rapit tentantom lieu plurima frustra, 
arrepta undis, scopulkiuc illisa cruentis 
Decidit, ct moriens muto a^gre suspicit ore. 

Tum quoqiie semincces dum vix liirtantur in undis, 

Dux ipse auxilium, si quid pia ruru juvnret, 
llostilms lieu miseris, ullrA vix hostibus, offert 
Paulatim cluctans redit iu pnecordia sanguis, 

Kt palicns taciturn leslalur vultus amorem! 

At VOS, icterno surguntes culmiuc rupcs, 

Qu.*e spectavistis late c.'rdemque fugamquc 
Dicite, cum tandem peragrato victor ab orbe 
Alcidcs otim re<licns, Itic lilCorc vestro 
Certos instituit flm^s, meu*mqitc viaruni} 

Dicite, cum rutilis descondens Julius armis 
Priniiim intentati perrupit claustra profundi 
Per vi.'Stros aditus; an justior inde Iriumplius, 

Ac quaiido Angliacus, iUmmis victricibus, heros 
nine conjuratos iruculcnto militc turmas 
; Clonfrcgit, laccrasque rales, eC sign.a per amplas 
Sparsa undas, sunimil victor lustr.ibat ab arce? 

Tuque ctiam variis distracta O patiia curis, 

Si quid iiuEstus amor, si quid pia vota valcbunt. 

Sic ctiam strato surgas sublimior hoste 
Majestate novfi,viresque a vuloere sumas. 

Noo inibi vana fidc«—jam nunc promissa ftituri 
Spleudida, musa videt, Ix’tosque ex ordine menses. 

Ipsa sudtji agnoscit jam America fida parcniem, 

Jam tibi per longos fines victa occani vis 
Submittifvetus imperiuro, curvasque per oras 
bate nperit mundi Commercia plena remoti. 

Salvcto, oil tandem trepidis erepta periclis! 
iEternAm invicta floresc.is, Anglia, fiima, 

Dum, velut unda tuam qua; verberat irrita Caipcm, 
IncassAm fractA disefirdia miirmurat irA. 

ST MICHAEL’S MOUNT.' 

INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT llON, LORD SOMERS, 
BARON OF EVESHAM. 

WiiiLX Summer airs scarce breathe along the tide, 

Oft pausing, up the Mountain’s craggy side 

> Si Micbael’i Mount i» well known as a tlo(julor rock in Monot't 
bay, Cornwall. Its striking situation and iiyiteamncv, its bistery. 
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\Vc climb:—'How beautiful, how still, how clear, 
The scenes that stretch around! The rocks that rear 
Their shapes, in rich fantastic colours drest; 

Tliu hill-tops, where the softest shadows rest: 

The lonjr-retiring bay, the level sand, 

The fading sea-line; and the farthest land, 

That seems, as low it lessens from the eye. 

To steal away beneath tlie cloudless sky! 

But yesterday, the misty morn was spread 
In dreariness on the bleak mountain’s head:— 

No glittering prospect from the upland smiled: 

The driving squall came dark, the sea heaved wild, 
And lost and lonely, the way-farer sigh’d, 

Wet with the hoar spray of the flashing tide, 
liow changed is now the circling scene! The deep 
Stirs not; the glancing roofs and white tow'rs peep 
Along the margin of the lucid bay; 

The sails, descried far in the offing grey. 

Hang motionless, and the pale headland’s height 
Is touch’d as with sweet gleams of fairy light I 

Oh! live there on earth’s busy-stirring scene, 
Whom Nature’s tranquil charms, her airs serene, 
Her seas, her skies, her sun-beams, fail to move 
With stealing tenderness and grateful love? 

Go, thankless man, to Misery’s cave—behold 
G.iptivity, stretch’d in her dungeon cold! 

Or think on those, who, in yon dreary mine,* 

Sunk fathoms deep beneath the rolling brine, 

From year to year, amid the lurid shade, 
O’er-wcaried, ply their melancholy trade' 

That thou mayst bless the glorious sun; and hail 
Him, wiio with beauty clothed the hill and vale, 
Wlio bunt the arch of the high hcav’ns for thee, 

And stretch'd in .implirudc the broad blue sea. 

Now sunk arc all its murniurs^and the air 
But moves by fits tlic bents, that here and there 
Hpslioot in casual spots of faded green: 

Merc straggling sheep the scanty pasture glean, 

Or on the jutting fragments that impend, 

Stray fearlessly, and ga^c, as we ascend. 

, Moiinlaio no pomp of waving woods hast thou, 
'riiat deck with varied shade thy hoary brow; 


DQd ihe populur •upeniUton* of which It hii been for many ntfcit 
llie aceno, roodur it ■ aulijoct |i»riicuiarly ■dapied in jKiciry. 

« Str|>}i[aa over the South itun (for tho disluoce in In cooipnrlauD 
hut a atep), St Stidiaei's Mount (aaya Caroy) luokvlh lo aioPl, an It 
brooki'th no concurrent, for iho liifdtoit {iloce.—Piolomy termrih 
it ' Ucrinum;' tho tJornUb men ‘Caratkiwy,' timt ia, 'iheHonre 
llock in the HOod.'—The some u aundred from the inolnc land Ly 
a aandy plnyne, of afliQbisbort in breadth, posaabto attbeebbe, 
on fvuto; with boat, on the flood. Your arrival on Ibe other aide 
is cnirrtayn’d by an open greone, of some largunoaan, which, 
tiniahinf; where the hill beginoeih, leaveat you to the conduction 
of a winding and cruiigy path : and that at thu top dolivorctli you 
into a little playne, occupied for the moaie part by a fort of ibo 
^otde making, A little wilbont the cnatle, there ia a bad teat in a 
ciaggy place, aomewhat dangerous for ocoois, and iboreforu holy 
tor the adventure.*—Svrivy 0 / QnnumH, 

Who knows notMighel's mount and chaire, 

The Pilgrim's holy vaunt. ibM. 

* A Mine called the Wherry-Mino, beneath the surface of Iho sea 
near Pensance. 

* Three or four sheep were seen rambling among the procipioes, 
and pickiag here and there a blade of gross, but ia general Ibe 
Hock istiakod, aiid eslreuiulj steep aud craggy. 


No sunny meadows at thy feet are spread, 

No streamlets sparkle o’er their pebbly bed. 

But tliou canst boast thy beauties—ample views 
That catch the rapt eye of the pausing Muse; 

Headlands around new-lighted; sails, and seas 
Now glassy-smooth, now wrinkling to the breeze; 

And when tlie drisly Winter, wrapt in sleet, 

Goes by, and winds and rain thy ramparts boat, 

Fancy can sec thee standing thus aloof, 

And frowning, bleak and bare, and tempest-proof, 

I Look as with awful confidence, and brave 
' The howling hurricane, the dashing wave; 

' More graceful, when the storm’s dark vapours frown, 
Than when the summer suus in pomp go down! 

And such is he, who, clad in homely weeds, 

And boasting little more than nature needs, 

; Can wrap him in conteutedness, and w'ear 
A port unchanged, in seasons rude or fair. 

His may he Fancy’s sunshine; and the Muse 
M.iy deck liis visions with her fairest lines; 

Aud he may lift his honest front, and say 
To the hard storm, that rends his locks of grey, 

« I heed thee not;*—he unappall’d may sUnd 
Ih'iicaih the cloud that shades :i sinking land 
(While heetlless of the storm that onward sweeps, 

Mad impious lliot his loud wassal keeps), 
rrC'eminriit iu native worth; nor bend, 

Though gathering ills on his hare head descend: 

And when the w.isteful storm sweeps o’er its prey, 

And rends the kingdoms of the world away, 

He, firm as stands I’ne Unck’s unshaken base, 

Yet panting for a surer resting-place, 

The human hurricane unmoved can see. 

And say, « U God, my refuge is in ’I'hce! > 

States, anchor’d deep, that far their shadow cast. 
Hock, and are scatter’d hy th’ Almighty’s blast! 

As wlien, awaken'd from liis horrid sleep, 

In fiery caves, a thousand fathoms deep, 

The Farthqiiake’s Demon liies .aloft—he waits 
Nigh some high-turreted proud city’s gates, 

As list'niiig to the mingled shouts and din 
Of the mad crowd that feast or dance within. 

Mean time sad nature feels his sw.iy, the wave 
Heaves, and low sounds moan ilirougli the mountain 
cave; 

Then all at once is still, still as midnight, 

When not the lime-leaf moves!'—O, piteous sight! 

For now the glitt'ring domes crash from on high— 

And Iiark, a strange aud liimeiitahic cry| 

I It ceases—and the tide’s departing roar 
' Alone is heard upon the desert shore, 

That, as it sweeps, with slow huge swell, away, 
Hemorscless mutters o'er its buried prey. 

So Ruin hurrietb o’er this shaken ball: 

He bids bis blast go forth, and lo! they fall, 

A Carthage or a home.—Then rolls the tide 
Of deep Forgetfulness, whelming the pride 
, Of man, his shatter’d and forsaken bow'rs! 

His noiseless cities, and his prostrate tow'rs, 

‘ Id tho atitleat night of •uniiner ihuro genorally ia obaarvetl a 
faint tiomuious mntioa among the pale leavus of the lino-tree, 
wiiltib by muon-iiglit baa a beautiful eRca. The ioiaga fa here ia- 
iroduofd to give an idea of perfect atlllDOM at niitlnlgbl. 
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Some columns, eminent and awful, stand, ' 

I. ike Egypt's pillars on the lonely sand; 

We read uppn.their base, inscribed by Fame, 

A lloinor’s here, or here a Shakspeure’s name, 

Yet think not of the surge, that soon may sweep 
Ourselves unnumbered to th’ oblivious deep. 

Yet time' has been, as mould'ring legends say, 

When all yon Western tract, and this bright bay 
(Where now the sunshine sleeps, and wheeling white 
The 8ea>ijiuw circles in fantastic iHghi) 

Wiis peopled wide; but tlie loud storm liatli mved, 
Where its green (op the high wood whispei iiig waved, 
An<l many u year the slowly-rising flood 
haked where the Druids' iiiicoiuh altarstoud. 

Thou only, aged i^loiiiitain, dost reiuaiu 
Stem muimiiiont amidst the deluged pl.n'u. 

And fiuitU-vs the lug waves (hy bulwarks beat; 

The big waves slow retiio, and tiiurniui at tliy feet * 
Thou, lutir-i'UeitoIed hy the refhiciU tide, 

As if (hy stale its utmost rage defied, 

Dost (ow’r above the scene as in (liiiie ancient pride. 

.^louiitaiij! (Ill* curious Mii.se niiglit love to gaiic 
Dll (he dim iccord of iliy early days; 

Oft f.uicying >iiat she heard, like the low blast, 

The sounds of migliiy generations past. 

Tlice the Flurnician, as rcinoic he s-ul’d 
Along the unknown coast, ettdling liail'd, 

And when he saw thy rocky fioiiit aspire, 

Thought on his native shores of Aradtis or Tyre' 
Diblaiu'd with many a ghastly giaui’s blood, 

Upon (hy height huge Coritieus^ stood, 

I And eliish'd his shield; whilst, hid in c.ives profound, 

' His mniishoits foe euwer'd at the fearful sound. 

II. irk to the hr.i/en clarions' pealing swell' 

The shout at intervals, the deep'iiing yell' 
bong ages spiHid away, yet now again 
'I'lie noise of battle hnrth’s on Ihr plain ' 
llchold the d.iik-hair'd w.irriors'—down (hy side, 

(> .Moiinl.tin ! sternly terrihlf, they sliide! 

i K'en now, inipatieut for the promised w'ar 
! They re.n* their axes4 liiige, and .shoiiting, cry to Thor* 5 


* Tmtliiioii roportK, tlint ihe ItuA nri» ann'RiitU ri)niiei'ti*il by ii 
lai'p* trai l of land nith ihc fill's ol Scilly, and tliul tin* nliolo tpUHt 
bL-lMeeii nns iiiiinJrili'd l>yan ineuniun of ihe sea. 

* 1i IS only (It bii'b lidti llie ItiM'k Is eoU'rely surrounded by die 
sen: al low waier it is ot-cessiblo by lonrt. 

■’ Oqu of the suuposrd followArs of Brutus, lo whom Cornwall win 
nnnlted ,—« The ffilbur by him liked,* suys Milliin, •• for itini tbo 
biti'esi ijianis iu rorks nnil caves were said to lurk there; which kind 
at inaiisiois to deal Midi uus his old eKeri'iso.* 

> At die iKilion of ibis monniiiia, as they were dlg(finc for tin, 
they roiiud KiHiii-hcHda, aces, elr.—(^ audrv. 

' Uf this deny of the northern nations, worshifiicd iu Brltoiii, 
ilie followlii;,. noiint from Ihu Ediia may not, to some of m^readors, 
be iinni'iepliikli*: 

■ l(en‘»(ian Uanf.lei (lvnmnile<i, XMiiti aru Uih naioes of the other 
godsY what arn their functions, and what have they done for the 
advanivmcDl of ihelrcioiy? lUrsnys fu him, iho most jllustrioiis 
amonir them la Thor. He ii onilcd Ani-'J'Aar, or the bord Thor; and 
or the .A.'tivo Thor; Ho is the strongest and lirovest of 
('odsandmon. Ills kiiijplom is namedHeposaosscs 
(hero A iMtlnee, In nhirli are five humired and forty halls. 1( Is tbo 
largosi bnusa that is known ; arrordin(;aswe find inenlioned in die 
poem of VriH'Hh:—' There nre five hundred and lorly halls in die 
winding pahee of the god Thor; and I itclieve there tsno where a 
Qroator fabrii k (ban this of ilte oldest of tons'' 


The sounds of conflict cease—at dead of night 
A voice is heard, ■ Prepare the Druid rite!* 

And hark*, the bard upon thy summit rings 
The deep chords of his thrilling harp, and sings 
To Night's pale Queen, that through the heavens wide, 
Amidst her still host Ust'ning, seems to ride! 

Slow sinks the cadence of the solemn lay, 

And all Ihe somhrons scen'ry steals away— 

I The shadowy Druid throng, (he darksome wood, 

And the hoar altar, wet with human blood. 

Mark’d yo the Angcl-spcctrc that appear'd? 

Hy other hands the holy fitne < is rear'd 
I High on Ihe point, where, gazing o’er the Hood, 
j Confess'd the glitl'ring Apparition stood. 

I And now the sailor, on his w.itcli of night, 

' .^ees, hkc :i glimin’i'ing star, the far-off light; 

Or, homeward bound, hears on Ihe twilight bay 
The s'owly-chauDted vespers die away! 

These scenes arc fled and pass'd, yet still sublime, 
And wearing grareful the grey tints of Time, 

Upon tlio steep Kook’s craggy eminence 
Til' (Embattled (!asile sits, surveying thonce 
The villages that «trew the subject plain, 

And the long winding of ihc lucid main : 

Meantime the stranger marks its turrets high, 

And muses on the tale of changeful years gone hy! 

Of this no more—lo! litre our journey ends; 

Wide and more wide the arch of lic.iv*u extends, 

And on this topmost fr.igmcnt as we lean, 

We feel removed from dun earth's distant scene, 
bifi up the hollow trump,^ that on the ground 
Is e.ist, and let it, rolling its long sound, 

Spe.ik to |]ie surge below, (bat we may gain 
'Tidings from those wliu travel^ the wide main. 

Or tread w'c now some spot uf wizard-land ' 

And mark the salile tiiinip, that may command 
The hr.izeii doors to Hy, and wilh loud call 
Scare (lie giiiri gi.iitt ui his murky litiU! 

Hail, solil.iiy C.tstlc! tli.it dost crown 

This desert summit, and siipieuie look down 

On the loiig-lessentng landscape stn;tch'd below; 

Feat less to trace tliy inmost baunts we go’ 

We climb llie si> ps •—No w.trninj; signsure sent, 

No fiery shapes Hash on the battlement. 

We enter;—tlic long chambers, without fc.ir, 

We traverse.—No strange echoes meet the car, 

No time-worn tapestry spontincoiis shakes. 

No spell-bound maiden from Jier trance awakes, 

But Taste’s fair band arrap tlic peaceful dome— 

And hither the domestic virtues come. 

Pleased, while to this secluded scene ^ they bear 
Sweets that oft wither in a world of care. 

Castle! no more thou frowncst on the main 
In tlic dark terror of thy ancient reign ; 

No more thy long and dreary lialls affright. 

Swept by the stoled spirits of the night; 

* A coavent haift oo the top of tbo Hock, where the spparitioa of 
fit Michael was »aiit to have appeared. 

* A ■peakioB'trMinpcl lyin^ on lfa« ground. 

- TheCatlle, wbirh hiilongs tit filr John St AuhjD, wat teatiitcd 
by Sir Walter Juiucfc and Lady. 
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But calm, and heedless of the storms that beat, 

Here Ele('ance and Peace assume tlieir seat; 

And wlicn the ni(;ht descends, and Ocean roars, 

Jtuckin^ without U{fOU liis darken'd shores, * 

Tliese vaulted roofs to {jenHu sounds reply 
The voice of social cheei, or son^ of haviuony.* 

So fade the modes of life with slow decay, 

And various at'cs various hues display! 

Fled are the {jrimly shadows of Bomance— 

And pleased we see in beauteous ti'oop advance 
New arts, now niantiers, fi’om the Gothic {;loom 
Escaped, and scattering llow'rs that swuctlicr bloom! 

nulincnficot wakes—bcforc her beaming; eye 
Dispersed, the fumes of feudal darkness fly. 

Like orient Mornin{; on the Mountain’s head, 

A softer li|;ht on life’s wide scene is shed ' 

Lappin^f in bliss the sense of lininan cares, 

Hark! Melody pours forth Jier sweetest ail's; 

And like the shade's lh.it on the still l.ike lie, 

Of rocks, or frin^in{; woods, or lint-'d sky, 

Paintiiiir her hues on the clear t.dilct lays. 

And her own beaitteousnorld with tender touch displays! 
Then Science lifts her fnnn, aiip.nsl .ind fa«i, 

And sli.ikes the uiyht-dews from licr p,litl'»'Hn; Inii ; 
Meantime rich Ciiltuie clothes the livin(; waste, 

And purer patterns of Allieni.iii Taste 
Invite the eye, and wake the kiijdliii|; sense , 

And milder Manners, as they play, dispense, 

Like tcpitl aiiH of Spring, their p,euial influence. 

Such is thy bo.ist, Bcnneincni.—But deep dyes 
Oft mar the splendour of lliy iioou-tiih* skies ' 

Then Fancy—sij-k of follies tli it deform 
The face of day, and in the sunshine swarm ; 
sick of the lluiterin{; fopp’rics that eiiyaije 
’riu; v.ini pursuits of u dcijener.ile a{;c; 

Sick of smooth Sophistry’s insidious cant, 

Or cold impiety’s defying' rant; 

Sick of the muling; sentiment that 

O’er its dead hinl, while Want unpitied tries; 

Sick of the pictures that pale Lust iiillamc, 

And lliisli the chock of Love with deep, deep sliame— 
Would fain the shade of elder days iiTall, 

The Gothic battlements, the banner'd hall; 

Or list of Elfin harps the fabling rbvmc, 

Or wrapt in ihelaneholy trance sublime, 

Dause o’er the workiii(j of some wond’rous talc. 

Or bid the Spectres of the Castle hail! 

O ra^ht I now, amid the frowning; storm, 

Behold, »roat Vision of the Mount, thy form. 

Such and so vast ns thou wert seen of yore, 

When looking; stedfnst to ISaynna’s shore,'* 

Thou sattest awful on the topmost stone, 

Makinf' the Rock thy solitary throne t 

^ * Tliit and tbe foregoing ruHertions were iiiggestcd by suintig lu- 
tlrumenu of munie, books, olc. io ah 0(>oriiaL-iil, ologMoil), bul 
AitpropriAlcly tiileij up. 

* Alluding to such palbeiie histotitu ns thoi of a deud ainarif- 
hlnt. etc. 

Quis tail'd faudo 
Tenporut ii facrimis ? 

> Where the groat vision of ibe gnardod Mount 
Looks to Ntmanco’s and Bayona's hold. 

MiltosV Lycldah. 


For up the narrow steps, winding with pain, 

The watch-low’r’s loflicsi plaifoim now we gain . 

Di'parted spirit, fruitless is (be pray'r! 

We see alone thy long-dcsertrd cb.iirp 
And never more, or in the storm of night. 

Or by the gUinni'riiig Moon's illusive light, 

Or when the flash, with red and hasty glance, 

Sudden illumes the sea’s remote expanse, 

The shores, the cliffs, the mountain (till again 
Deep d.ii'kiiess closes on the roaring m.un), 

Shalt thuii, dread Angel, with nnalter’d mien, 

Sublime upon tliy cloudy se.it be seen! 

Yet, musing much on wild tradition’s lore, 

Ami many a phantom talc, beUcvi'd of yore, 

Chiefly reniumh'ring the sweet song (whose strain 
Shall nmrer die) of Uim who wept in vain 
a For his loved Lycidas,* in llic wide sc.i^ 

Whelm'd, when he cried, great Angel, iiiilo thcc. 

'I'ho fahicd scene of ihy renown wc truce. 

And hail, with thronging thonghis, lliy hallow'd rcsiing- 
pluce' 

The stealing Morn goes out—here let us end 
I'itliest oiii song, anil to the shore descend. 

Yet once more, a/ure Oce.iii, .ind once more 
Ye iigliteil hcadl.iiids,* and thou stii'tolimg shore, 

Down nil the hiMiilies of \oiir scenes we cast 
A U'tidct look, (ho longest and the last! 

Amid tin; :urh of fh*av’ii, extended clear, 

Scarce the thin Frocks of feathery clouds ajipcar! 
llcvond ihe long curve of the Icsvnitig hay 
The still Atl.intic stietches its bright way 
The r.ill ship inoves not on the |ian<|uil brine , 

.\rouiid, the solemn promontories sbinu; 

No sounds approach us, save, at limes, the cry 
Of the grey gull, th.it scarce is heard so high! 

The billows make no noise, and on llin breast 
, or charnicHl Ocean, Silence sinks to rest! 

0 might wc thus from Heav'n’s bright huttlemcnls 
Behold the scene ilnmaniiy presents; 

And si‘e, like this, all h.iriiioni/cd and still, 

And hoar no far-off sounds of earthly ill! 

Wide landscape of the world, in ptirosr light 
Array’d—how fair, how cheering were the sight! 

Alas! we think upon this scat of cure. 

And ask, if peace, it harmony be there. 

' On tho biubusl turret of thcCaHtlu >■ a place callod StMirAaert 
Vhmt. ' 

* See T. W'arlon's iiilerrMliii; nolo on ibe passage of Milton's 
ev<|uisilu LyctiiaN, relating to tbe •{'real vision uf the (tuardiu] 
Mount." 

* Yot once more, 0 ye laurels, and once more, 

\c myrtles brown, etc.— LvraiiAS. 

* Mr .Maion's desi'ription of tbo view from (be top of tb'j coitio is 
vpiy juki and siriking. 

■ A narrow stone itair-«»se in one of ibe aafjles leads to iba top 
of ibn ton or. Tlie prospui I bonce is of so {fraoJ a kind os lo defy 
description, and is perhaps as sirikinrr as any that inn occur to 
* mortal eye,' at tlio samo boi(;bt. Tbo ImmuiiMu extent of loo. 
wbith it ttibibiis, roises tbo most sabllmo emotions: tbe waves of 
tbe Uritbh, Irish, and Atlantic seat, all roll witbin the compass of 
ibe Bight; nnd tbe union ot the two latter is inierru) ted only by 
tbo bold eininunuiS at>oul the Lnad's-ond. More under tbe fuel, 
IVuumuu IS distinrily seen—ibe scaffoldinf; of the famous Wborry- 
mine—and the bills eastward of tbe bay uniting Inlo a long rotliy | 
ridge.*—M atos's Obwivatiott* on rke tVirweni CoutMc$. | 
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Wu hear the clangours and the cries, that shake 
The mad world, and (heir dismal music make! 

Wc see gaunt Vice, of dread enormous size, 

Tha( fearless in the broad day swell*ring lies, 

And scorns the feeble arrow that assails 
His Ileav’n-dcfying crest and iron scales! 

His hfows with wan and wither'd roses crown'd, 

And reeling to the pipe’s lascivious sound. 

We see Intemperance his goblet quaff; 

And mocking Dlasphemy, with mad loud laugh. 
Acting before high Hcav'n a direr part, 

Sport with the weapons that shall pierce his heart! 

If o’er the southern wave > wc turn our sight. 

More dismal shapes of hideous woe affright! 
Grim-visaged War, that ruthless as he hies, 

Drowns with his trumpet’s Must u brother’s cries; 

And Massacre, by yelling finies led, 

With ghastly grin and eye-balls rolling red! 

(^er a vast field, wi<lc heap’d with feslering slain, 

Hark! how the Dxrnnn Passions shout am.iin, 

And cry, exulting, while the dcath-storin low’rs, 

« Hurrah! the kingdoms of the world die oursi* 

O God! who raadest man, I see tliese things, 

And wearied wish for a fleet angel’s wings. 

That I might fly away, and hear no more 
The surge that moms along this mortal shore! 

Out Joy’s unclouded sunshine may not be, 

Till, Father of all worlds, wc rest with Thee ! 

Then Truth, uplifting from thy works the pall, 

Snail speak, « in wisdom hast thou made them all;* 
Then Angels and Arch-angcls as they gaze, 

And all th’ acclaiming host of Heaven, shall raise 
The loud Hosanna of eternal praise! 

Here all is mixt with sorrow—and the clouds 
Hang awfully, whose shade the dim earth shrouds^* 
Therefore I mourn for man, and sighing say, 

As down the steep 1 wind my homeward way, 

« Oh, when will Earth's long-muttering tempests cease, 
And alt be sunshine (like this scene) and peace!» 


ON AN UNFOKTUNATE AND BEAUTIFUL 
WOMAN.* 

WniTTEN DECEMBED, I783. 

Ob I * * **, when distress and anguish came, 

And slow disease prey’d on thy wasted frame; 

When-every friend, e'en like thy bloom, was fled, 

And want bow’d low thy unsupported head; 

Sure sad Humanity a (ear might give, 

And Virtue say, «live, beauteous sufferer, live!» 

But should there one be found (amidst the few 
Who with compassion thy last pangs might view), 

One who beheld thy errors with a tear, 

To whom the ruins of thy heart were dear, 

Who fondly hoped, the ruthful season past, 

Thy faded virtues might revive at last; 

Should such he found—oh! when he saw thee lie, 
Closing on every earthly hope thine eye; 

When he beheld despair, witli rueful trace, 

Mark the strange features of thy alter’d face! 

> AUadlag to (be cmeliiei comnitted fn France. 

• TbU tod the ten followins pieces were first pnblUbed under 
ibe title of ■ Javenilla, written ..bieSy at Osford.» 


W’hen he hebchl, as painful death drew nigh, 

Thy pale, pale cheek, thy feebly-lifted eye. 

Thy chill, shrunk hand, hung down as in despair. 
Or slowly raised, with many a mutter’d pray’r! 
AVhen thus, in early youth, he saw thee bend . 
Poor to the grave, and die without a friend; 

Some sadder feelings might unbidden start, 

And more thuu common pity touch his heart! 

Til' eventful scene is closed—with pausing dread 
And sorrow, I drew nigh the silent bed— 

Thy look was calm—thy heart was cold and still, 
As if the world had never used it ill: * 

Mcthoiight the last faint smile, with traces weak. 
Still seem’d to linger on thy faded cheek: 

Poor * • * * I tlioiigli most beauteous in thy face 
Ere sorrow touch’d it, beam’d eacli lovely grace; 
Yet, oh, thy living features never wore 
A look so sweet, so eloiiuent before; 

As this, which bids all human passions cease, 

And tells my pitying heart, ■ You died in peace!» 


AT DOVER, 1786. 

Tbou, whose stern spirit loves the storm, 

That borne on terror’s desolating wings 
Shakes the high forest, or remorseless flings 
The shiver'd surge; when rising griefs deform 
Tliy peaceful breast, hie to yon sRh;;), and tliink 
(\\ hen thou dost mark the melancholy tide 
Beneath thee, and (he storm careering wide) 
Toss'd on tlic surge of life how many sink! 

And if thy check with one kind tear be wet. 

And if thy heart he smitten, when the cry 
Of danger and of death is heard more nigh, 

O learn thy private sorrows to forget; 

Intent, when hardest beats the storm, to save 
One, who, like thee, has suffer'd from the wave. 


AT OXFORD, 1786. 

Debeave me not of Fancy's shadowy dreams, 
^V||ich won my heart, or when the gay career 
Of life begun, or when at times a tear 
Sat sad on memory's elieck—tliougli loftier themes 
Await th’ awaken’d mind, to the high prize 
Of wisdom, hardly earn’d with toil and pain, 
Aspiring patient; yet on life's wide plain 
Left fatherless, where many a wanderer sighs 
Hourly, and oft our road is lone and long, 

T were not a crime, should we awhile delay 
Amid the sunny field; and happier they 
Who, ns they journey, woo the charm of song, 

To cheer their way—till they foiget to weep. 

And tlic tired sense is hush'd, and sinks to sleep. 

HYMN TO WODEN. 


I need not perbspt mention, that Woden wet tbogod of ttaeCotbic 
or Northern nations—-bit hell was called uValballa;* where 
ifaose who were sUin in battle dnnlt ale wilb him out of tfao 
skulls of their enemies. 


God of the battle, bear our pray’r! 
By the lifted falchion’s glare! 
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By th* uncouth fane sublime, 

Blark'd with many a Kunic rhynne; 

By the • weinl Sisters* > dread, 

That posting through the battle red 
CImsc tlic slaiii,^ and with them go 
To Valhalla’s lialls below, 

Where the phantom-chiefs prolong 
Their echoing feast, a giant throng; 
And their dreadful bevVagu drain 
From the skulls of warriors slain. 

God of the battle, hear our pray’r!^ 
And may we thy banquet shave! 

Save us, God, from slow disease; 
From pains that the brave spirit freeze: 
From the burning fevers rage; 

From wailings of unhonour’d age. 
Drawing painful his last breatli 
Give us in the battle death! 

Let us lift our glitt’ring sliiehl, 

And perish, perish in the held ! 

Now o'er Cumri’s hills of snow 
To death, or victory, we go! 


> Valkyris, or Chaseri of tho Slain :—Seo Gsat'd/V iM/Siiterx, 
etc. 

* Tbvroarti, betiJrs, n ({real mno^Tirgini who officlalo la Val- 
liall, pnuiinQOUt lioer and nlc for ibo liorneii, and tuklnii rare of the 
ciipi, Btiii wbutu^ er bcloD|;» to llie table. To tbia refori what ia aaid 
io (be poum of (iriiimls — *1 wlali lliala and Miain would anpply 100 
with ibo drinkiiic-liorna, for ilivy are ibo oympha who abould (>(ro 
rups to the lirroea." Thrac goddoshea are (xilled VaUi/rte*, Odin 
aenda ilium into ilic 6clds of liatllo to make tboiev of tboae who are 
to be kliiin. ond to bealow tho victory. Gudur, Tloatu, and the 
youiigukl of the ■ Duatinii'i* or Fiilriva, who prcaide o\or lime, vi/. 
bkulda (or tho Future), go forth every day on horaeback to cbuao 
the dead, imJ rcguluiuwKai Lnriioge aball euane.—Eniik, 

’ Gnngler goea on, and aaka. Who are the goda whom mon oiip.hl 
(0 m-knuwletigof Iliir aoiwcra, ibore aro twelve goda nbom you 
ought to aerve. Jafnbnr udda, nor aro the goddesaea ieaa am rod. 
Tbridi procueda—the tirai and moat aociuui of the goda ia Odin. 
Odin ia called ilm tJni^rfsal Fullicr; be ia ibe futhorof all the goda ; 
»hc ia al»o culled tho Father of Dnllliu, hetjuae be udopta for liia 
(liildrenall iboae wboarualoin with their awonla In ibuir Iianda. 
lie aaaigna them for tlieir plauo of reHldentv the palacxa of Valball 
nod Vingolf, aud bcaiowa ou ilium tbu title of beruoa. 

Tbe Gutlilu a Ude on Uauin, * where ibuae dcitiea are iotrodu(X‘d, 
ia wild and poetical:— 

The Goddeaauk a of Doatiiiy.a who preaido ovor baitlea, como, 
aent forth by Odin. They go to ebuae among tho Frinraa of the 
iiluairiuva race of Yugvon, him, a who ia to periab, and* go to 
dwell io the palauo of (be goda. 

a Gondula, ‘one of (huau goddestca,' leamxi on tbe end of her 
lance, and ibua beapako ‘ bur coDipanicina,’ the aaiembly of (be goda 
ia going 10 be iocrcaacd: ' tbe vneiuiua of ]lm»o (4>nie to invite tbia 
prince, with bia numerona boat, to enlor the (lalace of Odin. 

a Tbua apake tlioae Iwautiful nympba of war ; who were acated on 
their horaea ; who were covered wi(h ibelr abiolda and belmeta, and 
appeared full of aiimo great thought. 

a llacun heard ibclr diaioiirae: Why (aaid be to one of them), 
why haat thou tbua dispoaed of the baule? Wore we not worthy to 
have obtalood from tho goda a moru pi*rfocl victory ? It la we, ahe 
replied, who have given it to thee; it iawewho have pul thine 
enemlea to flight.—Now, proceeded abu, let ua urge forward our 
Voraea acroaa tlioae green and verdant wotlda, which are tho r(»i- 
deniw of the goda. Let oa go tell Odin, that tbe king is coming to 
viail him In his palace. 

a When tho father of tbe goda bears this newt, ha soys. Hermode 
and Urago, my tons, go to meet tbu king: a king, admired by all 
u< u for bia valour, now opprouchelb to onr bail. 

a At length king llacon approachea, and, arriving from tbu battle, 
la still all beapriukled and running down with blood. At tho tight 
of Odin be cries out, Ab! bow aevere and terrible doth tbia god 
appear to me!*—Ee/c^fem of Uacon, ANtifnOie*. 


Hark! the chiefs their cars prepare! 

See, they bind their yellow hair— 

Frenzy flashes from their eye— 

They fly—our foes before them fly. 

Woden, in thy empire drear, 

Thou the groans of death dost hear, 

And welcome to thy dusky hall 
Those that for their country fall. 

Hail, all hail the godlike train. 

That wtUi dice the goblet drain! 

Or with many a huge compeer. 

Lift as erst the sliadowy spear; 

While llela’s inmost caverns dread 
Echo to their giant tread, 

And ten thousand thousand shields 
Flash lightning o'er tlic glimin’ring fields' 

Hark! die battle-shouts begin— 
Louder sounds the glorious din! 

Louder than the ice’s roar. 

Bursting on (he thawing shore; 

Or crashing pines that strew the plain, 
When the whirlwinds hurl the main! 
Riding through the dcadi-ndd red, 

And singling fast the destined dead, 

Sec the fatal Sisters fly! > 

Now my throbbing breast heals high— 
Now 1 urge my panting steed 
Where the focmen thickest bleed— 

Soon exulting I shall go, 

Woden, to thy halls below ; 

Or o'er the victims as they die, 

Chaunt tbe song of Victory. 


OILIMER. 


Giiimer was tbe Inst of the Vonilul kings of Africa, cnnqacrrd by 
Belisarius , ho retired to ihu heights ot I’apna, when bis army wos 
entirety beotca.—Uis answer lo tho lueisago sent lo bim (bore by 
Delisarius Is well known, llo doklred tho conqueror to trod him 
a Loaf of Bread, a Spuogo, and a Luie * this request was tlius ex¬ 
plained—ibai tbe king bad nut tastiHi any liakwl broad since hla 
Nrrivol on that mountain, and carnesify longed lo cut a morsel of 
it before bo died ; (bo spongu bo wanted to allay a tanionr that 
was fallen upon our of his eyes; and tho lute, ou which bo bad 
learnt to play, was lo nksisl turn io setting some ulogiac verses be 
bad composed on the subject of Lis mi»forliioch. 


« Hknce, soldier, to iby plumed chief; 

Tell bim that Afric's king, 

Broken by years and bow’d with grief, 

Asks but a lute, that he may sing 
Uis sorrows to the moon; or (if he weep) 

A sponge, which he in tears may steep; 

And let his pity spare a little bread !■ 

Such, Giiimer, was thy last pray'r 
To him, who o'er thy realm his gay host led. 

When thou forlorn, and frozen with dvpair, 
Didst sit on Papua’s heights alone, 

Mourning thy fortuno lost, thy crown, thy kingdom 
gone. 

< See prociMling Note. 
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Whcu't was still ni(;hl, and ou the mountain vast 
The moon her tranquil glimmer cast, 

Krom tent to tent, remotely spread around, 
lie heard the niurm’ring arm^s hostile sound, 

And swell’d from his sad lute a solemn tone, 

Whilst the lone valleys echocd>~M All is goiie'» 

The snn from darkness rose. 

Illumining the landscape wide, 

The tents, the far-off ships, and the pule morning tide: 
Now the prophetic soug indignant flows— 

« Thine, noman, is the victorv— 

Unman, the wide uoild is thine— 

In every clime thy e.ugh'S fly, 

And the gay squadron's Icnglh’ning line, 

That flashes fur and near, 

Its flouting banners as in scorn displays,— 

Tiump answers trump, to war-horso war-horse neighs. 

a I sink forsaken here*— 

This rugged rock iny empire, and this scat 
Of solitude, my gloiy’s last retreat! 

Yet iioast not tiioii. 

Soldier, (he idurels on thy victor hrow , 

They shall witlier, and thy fate, 

Leave thee, like me, despairing, desolate! 

a W'ith haggard tienrd, and bleeding eyes, 

The conqueror of Afrio lies ‘ — 

Where now his glory's cre.stcd helm? 

Where now his marshull'd legions thronging bright, 

IJU steeds, his trumpets, clanging to the Kght, 

That spread dismay through Persia's bleeding realm'* 

u Now see him poorly led, 

Begging in age his scanty bread 
Proud victor, do our fates agrec^ 

Dost thou now rememher me — 

Me of every hope bereft; 

Me to scum and ruin leff* 

■ So may despair thy last lone liours attend ;— 

That thou too, in thy turn, mayst know. 

How doubly sharp the woe— 

When from fortune's summit hurl'd 
We gasc around on all tlie world, 

And find in all the world no friend 


OCTOBER, 1784' 

Wbbn in those eyes of tenderest light 
A soilness, as of love, I see, 

I sometimes think when I am sad, 

They look with kindness upon me. 

O gentlest Maiden! dost thou grieve 
For pleasant seasons past and gone; 

And love to trace in others* looks 
A shade of sadness like thy own ? 

Perhaps on some unthankful heart 
For all thy hopes thou didst depend; 

And now dost fondly turn to mark 
Tlie look but of a pitying friend. 

* Alladfng to ihe tnppotnl mUnrabIc Hole of Reliiariui In hU 
old awe. 


Distrust me not—by hopes most dear 
I swear, and God my witness he, 

This heart, which wants a friend itself, 
Should bleed to purchase peace for thee 

When rare sat dimly on thy brow, 

Its secret cause 1 would not seek, 

But kiss perhaps a falling tear, 

And press thy hand, and never speak. 

K’en now 1 inly pray that soon 
Thy heart may ev'ry bliss attain; 

But mine, alas! which pitied thee, 
f fear will never rest again. 


I TRUST the happy hour will come, 

That shall to peace thy breast restore; 

And tliat we two, beloved Friend, 

Shall one day meet to part no more 

It grieves me most, that parting thus. 

All my soul feels 1 dare not speak; 

And when 1 turn me Fiom thy sight, 

The tears in silence wet my cheek. 

Yet I look forward lb the lime 

That shall each wound of sorrow heal; 

When 1 may press thee to my heart. 

And tell thee all which now I feel. 


Oh, Music! if thou liast a charm 
That may the sense of pain disarm, 

Be all ihy tender tones address'd 
To soothe 10 peace rny ****'s hi'east; 

And. hid the magic of thy strain 
So still the wakeful throb of pain 
That wrapt in the delightful measure, 
Sweet Hope again may whisper pleasure, 
And seem the notes of spring to hear, 
Prelusive to a happier year. 

And if thy magic can restore 
The shade of days that smile no more, 
And softer, sweeter colours give 
To scenes that in rememh'ranee live; 

Be to her pensive heart a friend, 

And whilst the tender shadows blend, 
Recall, ere the brief trace be lost, 

Each moment that she prized the most. 

Perhaps, when many a cheerful day 
Hereafter sliall h.tve stol'n away, 

If then some old and fav’rite strain 
Should bring back to her thoughts again 
The hours, when silent by her ride 
1 listeird to her song and sigh'd— 
Perhaps a long-forgotten n imc, 

A thought, if not a tear, may claim; 

And when in distant plains away, 

Alone 1 count each ling'riiig day, 

She may a silent pray’r prefer 

For him, whose heart once bled for her. 
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OCTOBER 26, I 79 l> 

How shall I clieat the heavy hours, of thee • 

Deprived, of thy kiud looks and converse sweet, 

Now that the waving grove the dark storms beat, 
And wintry winds Siid sounding o'er the lea,* 

Scatter the sallow leaf? 1 would believe, 

Thou, at this hour, with tearful tenderness 
Dost muse on absent images, and pn*ss 
In thought my liand, and say, • O do not grieve, 
Friend of my heart! at wayward fortune's pow’r; 
One day we shall be happy, and each hour 
Of pain forget, rheord by the summer ray.» 

These thoughts beguile niy sorrow for thy loss, 

And, as the aged pines their dark heads toss. 

Oft steal the sense of solitude away. 

So am I sadly soothed, yet do I cast 
A wishful glaiu'e upon the seasons past, 

And think how diff’rent was the happy tide. 

When thou, witli looks of love, wert smiling by my side. 


NOVEMBER, 179I> 

Now Summer, the season of pledstirc, is past, 

And the rain it he.Us hard, and the leaves they fall fast, 
And sad in this roveit 1 linger alone, 

For the fiieiid of iiiy heart she is f.ir away gone. 

Return, pleasant Spiing! and oh hasten again 
With the smile of tliy sunbeam to gladden the plain; 
Rut thy smile shall be vain, and thy aspect be drear, 
And thy mu'tic, O Spring, will sound sad to mine ear; 
And dll thy green buds I with sorrow shall sec. 

If the friend of my bosom return not with thee. 


MAY 4 i 179 ?* 

When the rack of the winter is rolled away, 

And Summer comes in with her garland of May, 

I cried, » Lovely Season, how pleased shall I see 
The friend of my bosom returning with thee !• 

With llice she returns not—Oh, how shall I bear 
The breath of thy fragrance that whispers despair? 
With tlicc she returns not—her dealh-hcll has loll’d, 
And every fond liope in uiy bosom is cold! 


COOMllE-ELI-KN 

WRITTEN IN RAUNORSllIRK, SEPTEMBER, 1798. 

[Coomlxi-ElisD (ia Welch Enrm Elnn) Is gtiuaicd smnnQf the moit 
romnnlic ninnntiijns of Radiiumhire, about li>o mile* from 
Hhnyd’r.—Mr (iroTu iiurrliakud len tliouMnd acreg and upwordg, 
nbitb bo hag greatly iiniirovcd, by dralninc and watering, end 
be regidog there with big fHOiily gome of tbo gutomer inonlbg. Ag 
a pliico, it ig well worth the otiuntion of the Poet, ibe Painter, 
* and the practical AgriciiUnrUt.] 

Cai.l the strange spirit that abides unseen 
In wilds, and wastes, and shaggy solitudes, 

• Sammor^Leng, nrarKnoylo. 

* Thig Poem wag m'oofflpiinied by the following Dedication: 

> To Tiiovas GaogR, Egq., ofForn. in Wiitghira. Dear Sir. Ibete 
I.inog. nriileii at ytiir Summer Rettdeuco in Radnorgbire, dnrina n 
rigit thorn, I he,7 lvu>e 10 ingcrilo to you, at a leitimony of cgicom 


And bid his dim hand lead thee iliioiigli tliese scenes 
That burst immense around 1 by mountains, glens, 

And solitary cataracts that dash 

Through dark ravines; and trees, Mvhosc wreathed roots 
O’er-hang the torrent’s channeird course; and streams, 
That far below, along the n.irrow vale. 

Upon their rocky way, wind musical. 

Stranger! if Nature charm thce~if thou lovest 
To trace her awful steps, in glade or glen. 

Or under covert of the rocking wood, 

That sways its murmuring and mossy boughs 
Above thy head; now, when the wind at times 
Stirs its deep silence round thee, and the shower 
Falls on the sighing foliage—hail her here 
In these her haunts; and wrapt in niusings high,. 
Think that thou boldest converse with some Power 
Invisible and strange, such us of yore 
Greece, in the shades of piny ftbrnalus, 

The abode of Pan, or Ida’s hoary caves, 

Woi'shipp'd ; and our old Druids, 'mid the gloom 
Of rocks aud woods like these, with multcr’d spell 
Invoked, and the Joud ring of choral liarps. 

Hast tliou oft mourn’d the chidings of (he world, 
The sound of her disi|uiet, lli.it ascends 
For ever, mocking the high tliroiic of God 7 
Hast thou in yoiilli known sorrow! Hast thou droop’d, 
Heart-stricken, over youlli and beauty's grave, 

And ever after thought on the sad sound 
The cold earth made, wliich, cast into the vault, 
Consign'd thy heart’s best treasure—« dust to diist?» 
Here l.ipt into a sweet forgetfulness, 

Hang o’er the wreathed water-fall, and think 
Thou art alone in this dark world and wide. 

Hero Melancholy, on the pale crags laid. 

Might muse herself to sleep ; or Fancy come, 

Witching the mind with'tender cozenage, 

And shaping Uiiuys tJint nre not ; here all day 

Miglit Meditation listen to the lapse 

Of the white waters, (l.ishing througli the cleft, 

And gazing on the many sliadowing trees. 

Mingle a pensive moral as she gazed. 

nigh o'er thy head, amidst the sliivcr'd slate, 

Bcliold, a sapling yet, the wild asli bend 
Its dark red berries clust’ring, as it wish'd 
In the clear liquid mirror, cre it fell, 

To trace its beauties : O’er the prone cascade, 

Airy, and light, and elegant, the hirch 
DispLiy.s its glossy s'ern, amidst the gloom 
Of alders and jagg'd fern, and evermore 
Waves her light pensile foliage, as she wooed 
Tlic passing gale to whisper Matteries. 

Upon the atlvcrsc bank, wither’d, and strlpt 
Of all its pleasant leaves, a scathed oak 
Hangs desolate—once sov’reign of the scene, 

Pcrliaps, proud of its beauty and its strength, 

And branching its broad arms along the glen * 

O speaks it no remonstrance to the heart? 

It seems to say, u So shall the spoiler come, 

The season that shall shatter your fair leaves, 

Gay children of the summer 1 yet enjoy 

fnran npri0ht Mtgiitrato, a bnmoae, tlDcoru, oad iCDiibla Uan.-* 
Honkead, Oct. 17, 1798.« 
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Your pleasant prime, and lift your green heads high, 
Exulting; but the storm will come at last, 

Thai shall lay low your strength, and give your pride 
To the swifMiurrying stream of age, like mine.* 

And so severe Experience oft reproves 
The gay and careless children of the worM; 

They hear the cold rebuke, and then again 
Turn to their sport, as likes them, and dnnee on ! 

And let them dance; so all their blooming prime 
They give not up to vanity, hut learn 
That wisdom and that virtue which sh.all best 
Cestcad them, when the evil da^ draw nigh, 

And the brief blossoms of their spring-time fade 

Now wind we up the glen, and hear below 
The dashing torrent, in deep woods conceal'd; 

And now again, white-flashing on the view, 

O'er the huge craggy fragments. Ancient <.tream, 
That mtirmur'st through the mountain soliludeit, 

The time has been when no eye mark'd tliy course, 
Save Ilia who made the world! Fancy might dream 
She saw thee thus bound on from age to age 
ITnsecn of man, wliilst awful Nature sat 
On the I'cnt rocks, and said, ■ These liniints be minc.n 
Now Taste has ni.irk’d liiy features; lierc and there 
Touching with tender hand, but injuring not, 

Thy heaniies—whilst along thy woody verge 
Asi'ends the winding pathway, and the eye 
Catches at intervals thy varied falls. 

Out loftier scenes invite us; pass the hill, 

And through the woody hanging, at whose feet 
The tinkling Ellen winds, pursue thy way. 

Yon bleak and weather-whiten'd rock, immenbe, 
Upslinots amidst the scene, craggy and sleep. 

And like some high-cmbaUled citadel, 

That awes the low plain shadowing. Half-way up 
The purple heath is seen, but bare its brow, 

And dccp-inti'encli’d, and all beneath it spread 
With massy fragments riven from its top. 

Amidst the rrn|);s, and scarce discern’d so high, 
Il.uigs here and there a sheep, by its faint bleat 
Discover'd, whilst the astonish’d eye looks up, 

And marks it on (he precipice’s brink 
Pink its scant food secure:—And faros it not 
E’en bO with you, poor orphans! ye who climb 
The rugged path of life without a friend; 

And over broken crags bear hardly on 
With pale imploring looks, that seem to say, 

M My mother!«« she is buried, and at rest, 

Laid in her grave-clothes; and the heart is still, 

The only heart that throughout all the world 

Beat nnxionsly for you! Oh, yet heat on; 

lie who sustains the bleating lamb shall Feed 

And comfort you : meantime the Heavens’ pure beam. 

That breaks above the sable moualain’s brow 

Lighting, one .tfter one, the sunless crags, 

Awakes the blissful confidence, that here, 

Or in a world where sorrow never comes, 

All .shall he well. 

Now through the whisp'ring >sood 
We steal, and mark the old and mossy oaks 
Ifilboss rhe mountain slope; or die wild ash, 


With rich red clusters mantling; or the birch 
In lonely glens light-wavering; till behold 
The rapid river shooting through the gloom 
Its lucid line along; aud on its side 
The bordering pastures green, where the swink'd ox 
Lies dreaming, heedless of the numerous flics 
That, in the transitory sunshine, hum 
Bound his broad breast; and farther up the cot. 
With blue light smoke ascending: Images 
Of peace and comfort! the wild rocks around 
Endear your smile the more, and the full mind, 
Sliding from srcnc.s of dread magnilioeiicc, 

Sinks on your charms reposing: Such repose 
The sage may feel, when, fill'd and half-opprest 
With vast conceptions, smiling he returns 
To life’s consoling sympathies, and hears, 

With heart-felt tenderness, the bells ring out; 

Or pipe upon the mountains; or the low 
Of herds slow winding down the cottaged vale, 
Where day’s Last sunshine Ungers: such repose 
He feels, who following where his Shakspeare leads, 
As in a dream, through an enchanted land, 

Here, with Macbeth, in the dread cavern hails 
The Weird Sisters, and the dismal deed 
Without a name; there secs the charmn<l isle, 

The lone domain of Prospero, and, hark! 

Wild music, such as earth scarce seems to owu, 

And Ariel o’er the slow-subsiding surge 
Singing her smooth air quaintly: such repose 
Steals o’er her spirits, when through storms at sea, 
Fancy has followed some nigh-founder'd bark, 

Full many a league, in ocean’s solitude 
Toss'd, far beyond the Cape of utmost Horn, 

That stems the roaring deep; her dreary track 
Still Fancy follows, and at dead of night 
Hoars, with strange thunder, the huge fragments fall 
Crashing, from mountains of liigh-flrifiing ice 
I 'fhat o’er her bows gleam fearful; till at last 
Slie hails the gallant ship in some still bay 
Safe moor’d, nr of delq^htful Tinian * 

(Smiling, like fairy isle, amid the waste). 

Or of New-/caland, where from shclfring rocks 
The clear cascades gush beautiful, and high 
Tlie woodland scenery tow’rs above the mast, 

W’hoso long and wavy ensign streams beneath. 

Far inland, clad in snow, tlie mountains lift 
Their spiry summits, and endear the more 
The sylvan scene around; the healing air 
Breathes o’er green myrtles, and (he Poe-bird flits, 


' Tbv iitiA of Tinian it about twelve niiios ioo(j and tin brouJ. 
Tbolauti rlioi In gentle slopet from the lieacb: but tbo nircnt ii 
freqnentif broken by valioyi of a tnoilernle deplb, tone of wli(<-b 
Irro{|alarly iravertn thn country. Tbetu vniloyt, and die Qradtinl 
twellingt of lh<‘ ground, to which ihoir dinbrent combloationa give 
rite, are boautifuily divertiKed by ibe mutiinl approacb of woodt 
and Iiiwnt, which border on each olbor, and cntvnd lu large tmeu 
over tbo whole iatand. The wochU arc miii{io>ed of (all tfireadlog 
treot, eiiimahle both for their fmit and utliity.'—The lawot are 
covered with an uniform tnrf, compoard of very line trefoil, inter- 
miKod with varioua Howert. lloncnariMu a great dlveraity of the 
niutl luxiirlant protpecu, Bi»»irding to the different Idendinga of 
the wooiit and lawnt, ihrougb ihe talloy* and along tho tlopet.— 
Tito nnimalt which onlivon ibe lendscnpo pnruko of ibe romantic 
mat of tbo iiland lUelf, and greatly increate ita beauty.— Ilundreda 
of tauie, nil milk wbitu, oa.vpl their etira, may Imi aven feeding to¬ 
gether; and ihu ftocki of domoatic poultry, with discordant uiulc, 
give (ho perfect Uua of ihu vljinity of faniia aud villagea. 

Arbor'^ Vojfnjfc. 
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Amiri the shade of aromatic shrubs, 

With silver neck and blucy-burnishcd viingf. 

Now cross the stream, and up the narrow track 
That winds along the mountain's edge, behold 
The pcasant'lass ascend : cheerful her look 
Rencath the umbrage of her broad black hat, 

And loose her dark>hrown hair; the plodding pad ■ 
That bears her, panting climbs, and with sure step 
Avoids the jutting fragments; she meantime 
Sits uiiconccrn'd, till, lessening from the view, 

Shu gains the suyimit, and is seen no more. 

All day, along that mountain's heathy waste, 

Rooted and strapl, and in rough coat succinct, 
liis small shrill whistle pendent at his breast. 

With dogs and gun, untired the sportsman roams; 

Nor iiuits liis wildly-devious range, till eve, 

Upon the woods, the rocks, and masy rills 
Ik'scending, warns him home: then he rejoins 
The social circle, just ax the clear moon. 

Emerging o’er the sable mountain, sails 
biteiii, and calm, and beautiful, and sheds 
Its solemn grandeur on the shadowy scene. 

To Music then; and let some chosen strain 
Of llnndel gently recreate the sense. 

And give tlie silent heart to tender joy. 

Pass on to the hoar cataract, * that foams 
Through the dark fissures of the riven rock ; 
Pronc-rnshing it descends, and with white whirl, 

Save where some silent shady pool receives 
Its dash; thence bursting with collected sweep, 

And hollow sound, it hurries, till it falls 
Foaming in the wild stream that winds below. 

Dark trees, that to the mountain's height ascend, 
O’cr-sliade with pendent boughs its mossy course, 

And, looking up, the eye beholds it flash 

Rene.ith the incumlient gloom, from ledge to ledge 

Shooting its silvery foam, and far within 

Wreathing its curve fantastic. If the harp 

Of deep poetic inspiration, struck 

At times by the pale minstrel, wliilst a strange 

And beauteous light fill’d his uplifted eye, • 

Hath ever sounded into mortal cars, 

Here 1 might think I heard its tones, and saw. 

Sublime amidst the solitary scene, 

With dimly-gleaming harp, and snowy stole, 

And cheek in momentary frenzy flush'd, ' 

The great musician stand. Hush, every wind 

That shakes the murm'ring branches! and thou stream 

Descending still with hollow-sounding sweep, 

Hush!—T was the hard struck the loud strings: ■ Arise, 
Son of the magic song, arise, 

And bid the deep-toned lyre 
Pour forth its manly melodies; 

With eyes on fire 
Caradoe rush'd upon the foe. 

He rear'd his arm—he laid the mighty low. 

O’er the plain see he urges his gorc-bathed steed' 

They bleed—the Romans * bleed! 

' Nnnt-VoU. 

* Tlifl.*ti/Hrrf,coni|tr<ibanUio({nsdnuriiliire, Herefbrdkbire, Ilreck- 
iiDcksItire, Moomoitlhtblre, oud ClamoreiiDiblie, wore Ibo brovpit 
(if iho Briion* ; rumctarm^ tbe aroiUcit and iDO>l renowuod loader 
Jtnlaiii had evrr priidiimi, nan thrir kiuf[. 


He lifts his lance on high. 

They flyl the fierce inv.idcrs fly! 

Fear not now the horse or spear, 

Fear not now the fncman's might; 

Victory the cry shall hear 
Of those who for their country fight; 

O'er the slain 
That strew the plain 

Stern on her sable war-horse shall she ride, 

And lift her red right-hand in their heart's blood deep 
dyed I» 

Return, iny Muse, the fearful sound is past; 

And DOW a little onward, where the way 
Ascends above the oaks that far below 
Shade the rude steep, let Contemplation lead 
Our slow steps; from this shady eminence 
*T is pleasant, and yet fearful, to look down 
Upon the river roaring, .and far off 
To see it stretch in peace, and mark the rocks 
One after one, in solemn majesty 
Unfolding their wild reaches; here with wood 
Mantled, beyond abrupt and bare, and each 
As if it strove with emulous dixdain 
To tow'r in ruder, darker amplitude. 

Pause, ere we enter the long craggy vale; 

It seems the abode of solitude. So high 
The rock’s bleak summit < frowns above our head, 
Looking immediate down, we almost fear 
Lest some enormous fragment should descend 
Witli hideous sweep into the vale, and crush 
The intruding vislLant; no sound is here, 

Save of the stream that shrills, and now and then 
A cry as of faint wailing, when the kite 
Comes sailing o'er the crags, or straggling lamb 
Bleats for its mother. Here, remote from man, 

And life’s discordant roar, might Piety 

Lift up her early orisons to Him 

Who made the world; wlio piled up, aged rocks! 

Your huge o'er-shadowing summits; who devolved 

The mighty rivers on their maxy course; 

Who b.'idc the seasons roll, and they roll’d on 
In harmony; who fill'd the earth with joy, 

And spread it in magnificence. O God ! 

Ttiou also mildest the great water-flood, 

The deep that utlcreth his voice; wliosc waves 
Toss fearful at thy bidding. Thou didst speak, 

And lo, the great and glorious Sun, from night 
Tenfold, upspringing, through the heavens' wide way 
Held his untired career. These, in their course, 

As with one shout of acchimation, proixe 
Thee, hord! thee, Father! tliee. Almighty King! 

Maker of Earth and Heaven: Nor le^ the flower 
That shakes its puqile head, and smiles unseen 
Upon the mountain’s van; nor less the stream 
That tinkles tlirough the cUff-encircled bourne, 
Cbeering witli music the lone place, proclaim 
■ In wisdom, Father, hast thou made them ull.> 

Scenes of retired sublimity, that fill 
With fearful ecstacy, and holy trance. 

The pausing mind! We leave your awful gloom. 
And lo, the Foot-way plank, that leads across 
The narrow torrent, foaming through the chasm 

' |)ok>Viiioc rock. 
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(Uilow; the rii(fced stones are wash'd and worn 
Into a thousand shapes, and hollows scoop’d 
By lonff attrition of the ceaseless gur{;e, 

Smooth, deep, and polish'd as the marble urn. 

In their hard forms. Here let us sit, and watch 
Thu stru{' 0 lin(' current burst its headlong way, 
Tluaiin^ the noise it makes, and miisinj; inucli 
On the strange changes of this nether woild. 

How many a^cs must have swept to dust 
The 8 till-succuudin 0 multitudes, that ■> fret 
Their little hourn upon (his rcsilcss scene. 

Or ere the sweepini; waters could h<ivu cut 
The solid rock so deep: as now its io.ir 
Comes liollow from below, ineihinks we hear 
The noise of generations, ns they pass, 

O'er the trail arcli of earthly vanity, 

To silence and oblivion. Tlic loud coil 
Ne’er ceases—ns the runninf; river soiinils 
Krom u 0 e to a('c, thoiii'h each particular wave 
That m.ide its brief noise, as it hurried on, 

Kvcii whilst wc speak, is past, and heard no more; 

So ever to the car of Heaven ascends 

Thu lon 0 , loud murmur of the rolling globe; 

Its strife, its toil, its sighs, its shouts, the same. 

But lot upon (he hilly croft, and scarce 
Distinguish’d from the crags, the peasant hut 
Forth peeping; nor unwelcome is the sight; 

It seems In Siiy, Thntigh solitude be sweet, 

And sweet are all the images that float 
Lik; S(inimcr>cloiids before the eye, and charm 
riic pi'nsive wanderer’s way,’l is sweeter yet 
To (bink (bat in tbis world a brother lives. 

And lovelier smiles the scene, that 'mid the wilds 
OF rocks and moiiiitains, the heinused thought 
Ileiiicmhcrs of humanity, and calls 
The wildly>roving faucy back to life. 

Here then I leave my harp, which I have touch’d 
With careless hand, and here 1 hid farewell 
'Po Fancy’s fading ])iclurcs, and farow'cll 
The idc.it spiiit iliat abides uiisccn 
'Mid rocks, and woods, and solitudes. I hail 
Rather the steps of (Culture, that ascend 
The jiveciptce's side. She bids the wild 
Bloom, and adorns with beauty not its own 
TIiu ridged mountiin’s tract; she speaks, and lo 
The yellow liarvi*st nods upon the slope; 

And through ihc dark and matted moss iipshoots 
The huiiaing clover, smiling to the sun. 

'riicse are iliy offspring, Culture! the green liurb 
Is ihinc, that decks with rich luxuriance 
The pasture’s lawny range; tlic vellow com, 

That waves upon the upland ridge, is thine; 

Thine too the elegant abode, that smiles 
Amidst (he rocky scene, and wakes the thouglit, 
The tender thought, of all life’s charities. 

And senseless were my heart, could 1 look back 
Upon the varied way my feet have trod, 

Without a silent prayer that heaUh and joy, 

And love and happiness, may long abide 
In the romantic vale where Ellen winds. 


SUMMER EVENING, AT HOME. 

MAV, 1799. 

Comb, lovely Evening I with thy smile of peace 
Visit my humble dwelling, welcomed in 
Not with loud shouts, and the throng’d city’s din, 
But with such sounds as bid all tumult cease 
Of the sick licart; llie grasslioppcr’s faint pipe 
Beneath the blades of dewy grass unripe, 

Thu hicat of the lone lamb, tbu carol rude 
Heard indixtiiictly from tlie village green. 

The binl's List twitter from the b&lgu-row scene, 
Where, just before, the scatter’d crumbs I slrew’d, 

To ]>ay bim for his farewell song—all these 
Touch soothingly the troubled ear, and please 
The stilly-stirring fancies—though my hours 
(For I have droop’d beneath life’s early show’ rs) 

Pass lonely oft, and oft rny heart is sad, 

Yet I c.in leave the world, and feci most glad 
To meet thee, Evening, here—here my own hand 
Has deck’d with trees and shrubs llie slopes around, 
And whilst llic loaves by dying airs are fann’d, 

Sweet lo my spirit cofties the Farew'cll sound. 

That seems to say—• Forget the transient tear 
Thy pale )outh shed—Repose and Peace are here.* 

WINTER EVENING, AT HOME. 

DF.CE\IDP.n v8, 1799. 

Fair Moon ! that at the chilly d.iy’s decline 
Of sharp Dccctnher, through rny cntuige pane 
Dost lovely look, smiling, though in thy wane; 

In tlioiight, to scenes, serene and still as thine, 
Wandeis my heart, whilst I by turns survey 
Thee slowly wheeling on tliy evening way; 

And tbis luy fire, whose dim, unequal light, 

Just gliiiiiiusring, bids caeli shadowy image full 
Sombrous and strange upon the dark'ning wall, 

Ere the clear tapers cli.iso the deep’uing night! 

Yet thy still orb, seen tliroiigh the freezing haze, 
Shines calm and clear without, and whilst I gaze, 

1 think—'around me in this twilight room'~ 

I but ren^rk mortality’s sad gloom; 

Whilst liope, and joy, clouilless and soft appear 
Ill the sweet beam that lights thy distant sphere! 


THE SPIRIT OF NAVIGATION AND DISCOVERY.* 

INStmiDliiU TO TUP. flPV. UR VI.NCPNT, HEAD-MASTER 
OF WESTMINSTLII SCHOOL. 

1 . 

Stsrn Father of llie Storm! who dost abide 
Amid the solitude of tjie vast deep, 

For ever list’ning to the sullen tide 
And whirlwinds, that the billowy desert sweep; 

> Tbefftllowine noli<A)waipref)Ked to thiioa itc Krit sppearsnoe: 
« Thu followiDi; ibo lotroduciiou 10 a la'go Poem iDtuodod to 
hsvH lioon wriuea od ibe luliject of Naral Diaoovury, froa iho Mr- 
liwi period to our ono time*, to cooiUt of ten book* or cantot; but 
uooiidering the gruatneii nnd estont of ibe ibeme, I found ibe 
metre, adopted in tbu i.reicnt emy, too confined s I bite, bow- 
erer, publiihi-d it ft* it in, reMrving tbu for a diffeteat 

mode of treating it, unl««» it should Iw ibonght by better jndgei 
than myeelftbnttbo pretuot ■innsa miulit, wilh propriety, bo em¬ 
ployed ;_tbo Following U therefore olTorud to tbe public merely na 

n spedmon.* 
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Thou at the distant death-shriek dost rejoice, 

The rule of the tumpestnoiis main is thine, 
OutstrctchM and lone; thou utterrst thy voice, 

Like solemn thunders, •Thesewitd>vaveBaromine, 
Mine their dread empire, nor shall man profane 
Th* eternal secrets of my ancient rei(jn.» 

II. 

The voice is vain! secure, and as in scorn, 

The gallant vessel ijoes before the wind— 

Her parting sails swell stalely to the morn— 

She leaves lljc green earth and its hills behind— 
Gallant before the wind she goes, her prow 
High bctiriog, and disparting the blue tide 
That foams and Hashes in its rage below; 

Meantime the liclmsman feels a conscious pride. 
And wliile far onward the lung billows swell, 

Looks to the lessening land, which seems to fare¬ 
well'. ^ 

III . 

Father of Storms! then let thy whirlwinds roar 
O’er seas of soliury amplitude : 

Man, the poor ten.iiit of iliy lorky shore, 

Man, tliy terriric empire h.iili siihdiied; 

And though thy waves, loss his nigh-founder’d bark 
Where no dim watch-light gle.ims, still he defies 
Thy utmost r.igc, and in his buoyant ark 
(iocson, regardless of the dark'ning skies; 

And o'er the mountain-surges as they toll, 

Subdues his destined way, and speeds from pole to pole. 

IV. 

Behold him now, far from Jiis native plain, 

Where high woods shade some wild Hesperian bay. 
Or green isles glitter in the southern main, 
fiissire.iirung ensign to the morn display. 

Beholil him, where the North’s pale meteors dance, 
And icy rocks roll glimni’ring from afar,< 

Fearless through night and solitude advance; 

Or where the pining sons of Andamur 
(When dark eclipse has wrapt the lah'ring moon) 

Howl to the doimoa of the dread monsoon ! 

V. 

Time was, like them, poor Nature's shiv'ring child, 
Wand’riiig the beach, and hy the salt spray beat. 
He watch'd the melancholy surge, or smiled 
To see it burn and bicker at his feet; 

In some rude shaggy spot, by fortune placed, 

lie dreamt not of strange lands, and empires spread 
Beyond the rolling of the wat'ry waste; 

He saw the sun shine on Uic mountain’s head, 

But knew not, whilst lie liail'd the orient light, 

What myriads bless'd his beam, or sicken'd at the sight. 

‘ The following ii a beontiful doicriplion of ibu appearaoco ofoo 
IM-Mouuialni— 

■ Tho ice that tuul parled from ibe matn body, iboj had now limo 
to admire, ai it no loogor obitriictcd tlwir coiirne, the Tanou. 
■ha|io« in wbicb ilia broken friigmetiU apiiearfii, were Indeed >er]r 
curSuua and auu.iDf;. Uoe rAinnrkublo pieio dvicribed a mafjnifi- 
c«Dl arch 10 large and uompletely formed, ibal a sloop of consi¬ 
derable burden might hnre lallud tfarougb It wilbout lonurinj bar 
masis. Another ruprosented a eburth with windows, pillars, and 
domes, eic.s—PniPFs's Yotfitge to the North. 


VI. 

From some dark promontory, that o’er-bent 

The flashing w’avi.'s, he licanl tlieir ceaseless roar. 

Or carol’d in lus light canoe content; 

As bound from creek to creek it grared the shore; 
Gods of the storm the dreary sp.ice might sweep, 

And shapes of death, and gliding spectres gaunt, 
Might flit, he thought, o’er the remoter deep; 

And whilst strange voices cried > Avaunt, Avaunt !• 
Uncertain lights, seen through the midnight gloom, 
Might lure him sadly on to liis cold wat'ry tomh. 

VII. 

No city, then, amid the calm clear day. 

O’er the blue watern' undulating line, 

With hattlements and fans that glitter'd gay. 

And piers, and lhrongin(' masts, was seen to shine. 
No cheerful sounds were wafted on the gale. 

Nor liiimm’d the shores with early iruUistry; 

But mournful hird.s in hollow cliffs did wail, 

And there all day the cormoiant did cry. 

While with sunk eye, and matted drip[>ing locks, 

The houseless savage slept beneath the foam-beat rocks. 

VIH. 

Thus slumli’ring long upon the dreamy verge 
Of instinct, sec, he roiisos from liis trance!— 

Faint, and as glimmering yet, the Arts emerge, 

One after one, from ilarkiiess, and advance 
Beauteous, as o'er the llcav’ns the stars' still way. 

Now sou the tract of his domiiuoii wide 
Fair smiling, as the dav-spring, cities gay 

Lift iliclr proud heads, and oVr the yellow tide, 
Whilst sounds of fervent industry aiisc, 

A th(Ais:ind pennants tloal hright-sireamingin the skies! 

IX. 

Genius of injured Asia! once siibllinc 

And glorious, now dim seen amtd the storm 
And melancholy clouds of sweeping time. 

Who yet dost lialf reveal llunc awful form, 
Pointing, with sadden'd aspect and slow hand, 

To vast cmpormnis, desolate and waste; 

To wrecks of unknown cities, sunk in sand; 

'T was at thy voice, Arts, Order, Science, Taste, 
ITpsprii^g, the Hast adorning, like the smile 
Of spring upou the banks of lliy own swelling Nile. 

X. 

'T was at thy voice huge Enterprise awoke, 

Th.iC, long on rocky Aradiis reclined, 

Slumber'd to the hoarse surge that round her broke. 
And hollow pipings of the idle wind ; 

She heard thy voice—upon the rock she stood 
Gigantic—the rude si'ciie slic mark’d—she cried, 

* Let there be intercourse, and the great flood 
Waft the rich plenty, to these sliores denied !■ 

And soon thine eye delighted saw aspire, 

Crowning the midland main, thy own Imperial Tyre. 

XI. 

Queen of the Waters! who didst ope the gate 
Of Commerce, and display in lands unknown 
Thy vent'rous %uil, e’en now in ancient state 
Methinks 1 sec tkee on ihy rocky throne; 
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1 «ee Ihcir ma&sy piles thy cothons ‘ rear, 

And on the deep a solemn shadow cast; 

1 traverse thy once-echoing shores, and hear 
The sound of mighty gcncriitions past: 

I see thy kingly merchants* Uirong’d resort. 

And gold and purple gleam o’er all thy spacious port. 


Hymn'd round her uncoutli altar? Virgins there 
(Amid the brazen tymbal’s hollow ring) 

And aged priests the solemn feast prepare; 

To lier tlteir nightly orisons they sing; 

That she may look from her high throne, and guide 
The wand’ring bark secure along the trackless tide. 


I mark thy glitl’ring galleys sweep along— 

The steady rowers to the strokes incllue, 

And chaunt in unison their choral song— 

White through their oars the ivory hcnrlics shine— 
The line-wrought sails, whirh looms of Egypt wove, ^ 
Swell bcniiliful beneath the bending mast, 

Hewn from proud Lebanon's immortal grove; 

The oaks of Bashan brave tlie roaring blast! 

So o’er the western wave tliy vessels float, , 

For verdant Egypt bound, or Calpe's cliffs remote. 

XIII. 

Queen of the waters! throned on thy seat 
Amidst the sea, thy beaut} and thy fame 
The deep, th.a rolls iow-niurmuring at thy feet, 

And all (he mullitiide of isles, proclaim! 

For llioc Dainaseiis piles her woolly store; 

To thee their flocks Arabia’s princes briug; 

And Sheba heaps her spice and glitl’ring ore, 

«The ships of Tarshish of thy glory sing: 3 
Queen of the waters’ wlio is like to thee, 

Itcplcnish'd in thy might, aud throned on the sea?* 


I XVT. 

Her on his nightly watch the pilot views 
Careful, and hy her soft and tranquil light, 

Along th* uncertain coast his track pursues; 

And now he sees great Carmel’s w’oody height, 
Where nightly fires to grisly Uanl hiiin; 

Hound the rough cape he winds—meantime far on 
Thick eddying scuds the hollow surf upturn; 

He thinks of the sweet light of summer gone! 

He thinks, perhaps, dash'd on the rugged shore, 
lie never shall behold his babes' loved mother more! 

XVH. 

Slow comes the morn—hut ah ! what demon form * 
(While pealing thunder the high concave rends) 
Hises more vast amid the rushing storm! 

With dreadful shade his horrid bulk ascends 
Dark to the driving clouds—beneath him rnai’s 
The deep—liis troubled brow i$ wrapt in gloom; 
Ah, it moves onwards; see I more huge it soars! 

Who shall avert the poor sou-farcr’s doom? 

Who now shall save him from the spcctic’s might 
That treads the rocking waves in thunder and in night? 


XIV. 

The purple streamers fly, the trumpets sound, 

Th' advent’roiis hark glides on in tran(|uil state,' 
The voyagers, with leafy garlands crown'd, * 
Draw back their arms together, and elate 
Sweep o’er the surge; the spray amusive flies 
Beneath the stroke of their unwearied oars; 

To their loud shouts the circling coast rt'plies; 

And now o’er the deep ocean, where it roars 
They fly—till slowly Icss’ning from the shore. 
Beneath the haze they sink—sink, and arc seen no more. 


When Night descends, and with her silver bow 
Tiic Queen of Heaven ^ comes forth in mdiance 
bright. 

Surveying the dim eartli and seas below; 

Why from afar resounds the mystic rite 

' Cothoni, srUfleloE htrbouii. 

* E/ekiol, xxTii, 3 . ■ And My nnlo Tyros, 0 ibOD thit srt lituato 
nt thu entry of ilic mb, «bich art« mori'luolof ibo pro,< 11 ) foriuSDy 
tsli!S, Thus snilh tho Lord God ; O Tyrm, ibou bast said, I am of 
perfect iieaniy. 4 * Thy border* are in ihemidHt tiftboicas, ihy 
build is bava parfuctvd ihy beauty. S. Tbuy ha>« made all (by 
■bip-linards of lir-trrns of Sanlr they have taken radars from Le- 
bani'D to make masts for tbae. 6. Of ibe oaks of Uasban havo tbey 
made thine oers: (be company of ibe Aihnriies bare made tby 
benches of ivory, brought out of tbo isles of Gbittim. 7. Fine 
Jiaen with broldoroil work from Egypt wns that whiih (bou ipread- 
est forth to lieth; sail : blue and purple from ibu ikies oFElishah 
was that which corered ihue.i 

^ Ezekml, xxvii, a 5 .~k The ship* of Torthisb did sing of ibce In 
tby ronrkei j aed tbou wail replenished, aud made very glorious in 
the midst of the seas.* 

* Aslarle, or tbe Mono, ibe goddess of the Sidonians, Mllod tbo 
pnen of Hoaoen,—* Tbe women knend their dough to moke rakes 
to Ibe Queen of ileaven.* Joremtoh, chap. pH. 


XVMl. 

Dread phantom! art thou he whose fearful sway, 
As Egypt’s hoary chronicles have told, 

The clouds, the whirlwinds, and the seas obey, 
Typlion! of a.specl hideous to behold? 

O spare the wretched wanderers, who, led 

By flattering hopes, have left the peaceful shore! 
Behold they shrink—they bend with speechless 
dread— 

From their faint grasp drops the unheeded oar! 
It answers not, hut mingling seas and sky 
In clouds, and wind, and thunder, rushes by. 

XIX. 

Hail to thy light, lord of the golden day, 

Who, bursting through the sable clouds ag.iin, 
Dost cheer the seaman’s solitary way, 

Aud with new splendour deck the lucid main; 
And to! the voyage past, where many a palm,* 

Its green top only seen, the prospect hounds. 
Fringing the sunny sea-line, clear and calm— 

Now hark! the slowly-swelling human sounds! 
Meantime the bark along the placid bay 
Of Tamiatis keeps her easy-winding way. 


Here rest we safe from scenes of peril past, 

No danger lurks in this serene retreat; 

No more is heard the roaring of the blast. 

But past'ral sounds of scatter'd flocks that bleat, 

t Wtter-Bpouu are more ffisqaeut oeor the capes of Latlkea, 
Groqjo, tod Carmel, ibaa la aay other parts ofthe^editerraocaa 
Sea.—Siuvr’s Trovek. 

> The coast of Egypt Is uot dlscovcrud till Us trees are sceo. 
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Or eveniTi{r herds that o’er the campaign low; 

Here citrons tall and purple dates around 
Delicious fragrance and cool shade bestow; 

The shores with murmuring industry resound; | 
While through the vernal pastures where he strays, I 
Thu Nile, ‘ as with delight, his mazy course delays. 

WA'rea-PARTY ON BEAULIEU BUUR, | 

IN THE MEW FOREST, JUMt:, I 799 . 

I . I 

I THouGBT *t wis a toy of the fancy—a dream | 

That leads with illusion the senses astray, 

And 1 sigh’d with delight, as we stole down the stream, 
While Eve, as she smiled on our sails, seem’d to say, I 
■ Rejoice in my liglit, ere it fade fast away! • ! 

II . 

We left the loud rocking of ocean behind, 

And stealing along the clear current serene, 

The Phaedria ‘ spread her while sails to the wind, 

And they who divided had many a day been, 

Gazed with added delight on the charms of the scene! 

UI. 

Each bosom one spirit of peace seem’d to fed. 

We heard not the tossing, the stir, and the roar 
Of the ocean without, we heard but the keel, 

The keel that wont whispering along the green shore, 
And the stroke, as it dipp'd, of tlie feathering oar. 

IV. 

Beneath the dark woods now as winding we go, 

Wliat sounds of rich harmony hurst on the ear ; 
Ihirk! cheerly the loud-swclIIng clarionets blow— 

Now the tones gently die, now more mellow we hear 
The horns through the high forest echoing clear. 

V. 

They cease, and no longer the echoes prolong 
The swell of the concert: in silence we Hunt— 

In silence! O listen I ’t is woman’s^ sweet song— 

The bends of the river reply to each note, 

And the oar is Reid dripping, and still from the boat. 

VI. 

Mark the sun that descends o’er the curve of the flood! 

Seize, Wilmot,4 the pencil, and instant convey 
To tlio tablet the water, the hanks, and the wood, 

That their colours may live without change or decay, 
When these beautiful tints die in darkness away. 

VII. 

So, when wc arc parted, and toss'd on the deep, 

And no longer the light on our prospect shall gleam, 
The semblance of one lovely scene we may Keep, 

And remember the day, and the hour, like a dream ! 
W’hen we sigh’d witli delight as we stole down the 
stream. 

I The many turninga of tlio river Mile mark the dlitonco from 
Cairo 10 be near two bundrod miloi, thoagb in a direct road 4 will 
imrue amount to balfibat number.—S uaW. 

• * Cniter belonging to Moth. Ogle, wq. 

* Mr» Sheridan. 

* Tin Wilmot, wall known for her groat talenu in drawing, etc. 
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fairy sketch. 

SCENE—NETI.F.Y- ABBEY. 

I. 

TnEhE was a morricc on the moon-light plain, 

And music echo’d in the woody glade, 

For f.ty-like foi lus, us of TitunU’s train, 

Upon d summer eve, beneath the shade 
Of Netloy’s ivied ruins, to the sound 

Of sprightly minstrelsy did beat the ground:— 

■ Come, take Itands! and lightly move, 

While our boat, in yonder cove. 

Rests upon the dark’ning scu; 

Gome, take hands, and follow mc!« 

JL 

Netley! thy dim and desolated fane 

Hath heard, perhaps, Utc spirits of the night 
Shrieking, at times, amid the wind and ruin; 

Or haply, wlien the full-orb'd moon shone bright, 
Thy gliminVing aisles have echo’d to the song 
Of fairy Mab, who led her shadowy masque along. 
Now, as to the sprightly sound 
Of moon-light minstrelsy we beat the ground. 
From llte pale nooks, in accent clear, 

Now, mclhinks, her voice I hear. 

Sounding o’er the darksome sea, 

■ Come, take hands, and follow me!« 

III. 

• Here, beneath the solemn wood, 

When paly-blue is all the sky, 

And the moon is still on higli. 

To the murmurs of the flood. 

To the glimpses of the night. 

We perform our airy rite;— 

Care and pain, to us unknown, 

To the dark'ning seas are ilown, 

IV. 

• Hear no more life’s fretful noise, 

Heed not here pale envy’s sting, 

Far from life’s distemper’d joys; 

To (he waters murmuring, 

To the shadows of the sky. 

To the moon tJiat rides on high, 

To the glimpses of the night. 

We perform our airy rite. 

While care and pain, to us unknown. 

To the dark'ning seas arc flown.* 

THE SNOW-DROP. 

BY W. SCROPE, ESQ. 

Beneath the chilling airs, when I behold 
Thee, lovely flow’r, recline thy languid head; 

When I behold thee drooping, pale, and cold, 

As sorrowing for thy vernal sisters dead; 

Mciliinks I mark the orphan child of woe, 

Exposed to hardship from his earliest birth, 

Bending beneath the wintry storms that blow, 

His only portion a rude spot of earth; 

Yet sure, like thine, meek flow'r, his spring draws near. 
And Hcav'n’s sweet sunshine shall inhale each tear. 
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LATINE REDDITUM. 

Fbioorb sub ri{;ido tc, vcris flosctilc, cerno, 
Mutantem tcncrum Ian(>uidulugiquc caput, 
Atque ita pallcntcni, tumulntas sola sororcs 
Sen plorcs, tcmpus quas liicnialo premit. 

Sic pallet (dixi) duserla orbata jnvvntas, 

Dtim jam tempestas dosuper aira siicpit; 

Sic caput inolinat, nidtH iDrlemcntia miiiidi 
Duni ferit, cl solo in Iramitc mocsta nitut. 

At cicb ver venint, vcnict ci(u milinr aura 
llauriat ct Ucrymam lux rcdiviva brevcm! 

MONODY ON THE DEATH 01'DK WARTON. 

Arr/ne, BouxdXcxa;, fiovsui yr,ysT’ 

luYLL. I, 

Oa! I should ill thy (*enVons cares requite, 

Tliou who di<l8t first inspire my timid muse. 

Could 1 one tuneful tear to t'loc refuse. 

Now that thine n|[cd eyes arc closed in ni|[iit, 

Poor Warton!—Thou hast stroked my stripling head, 
And soinclimcs, mingling kind reproof with praise, 
My path hast best directed through the maze 
Of thorny life—by thee my steps were led 
To that romantic valley, high o'erliiing 
With sable woods, where many a minstrel rung 
liis hold hnrp to the sweeping w.ilcrfall, 

Wtiilst Fancy loved around each form to call 
That fill the poet’s dream: to this retreat 
Of Fancy (won by whose enticing lay 
I have forgot how sunk the simimer's day), 

TIinu first did guide my not unwilling Feet; 

Meantime inspiring the gay breast of youth 
With love of taste, of science, and of truth. 

The first inciting sounds of human praise, 

A parent’s love excepted, came from thee; 

And hut for thee, perhaps, my boyish days 
Had dll pass’d idly, and whate’nr in me 
Now live of hope, been buried. 

[ was one, 

Long bound hy cold dejection's numbing chnin, 

As in a torpid trance, that deem’d it vain 
To struggle; nor my eyc>Uds to the sun 
Uplifted »biit I heard ihy cheering voice!*— 

I shook iny deadly slumber off; I gazed 
Delighted round—awaked, inspired, amazed, 

I mark'd another world, and in my clioico 
Lovelier, and deck’d >8iih light!—On fairy ground 
Methought 1 buoyant trod, and heard the sound 
As ' f enchanting melodies, that stole, 

Stoic gently, and entranced my captive soul. 

Then all was life and hope I ’T was thy fust ray, 
Sweet Fancy, on the heart—as when the day 
Of Spring, along the melancholy tract 
‘ Of wintry Lapland, dawns; the cataract, 

From ice dissolving on the silent side 
Of some white precipice, with paly gleam 
Descends, while the cold hills a slanting beam 
Faint tinges: till, ascending in his pride, 

The great Sun from the red horizon looks, 

And wakes tha tuneless birds, the stagnant brooks. 


And sleeping lakes! So on my mind’s cold night 
The ray of Fancy shone, and gave dcliglil 
.\nd hope, past utterance.— 

Thy cheering voice, 

O Warton! hade my silent heart rejoice, 

.\nd waked to love of Nature: every breeze. 

On itrhln’s brink, was melody: the trues 
Waved in fresh beauty; and the wind and rain, 

That shook the hattlementH of Wykeham’s fane, 

Not less delighted, when w'ilh random pace 
I trod the cloister’d aisles: and, witness thou, 
Ontliarinc,^ upon whose foss^mcircled brow 
We met the morning, how 1 loved to trace 
'riic prospect spread around—the rills below, 

'riiat shone irrigiioiis in the fuming plain ; 

The rivci’s hend, where the dark h.iigc went slow. 
And the pale light on yonder limc'woin Linc.^ 

So pars'd my days with new delight—meantime 
To fvcariiing’s lender eye tlinii dulst unfold 
The classic page, and what high bards of old, 

NYitli solemn notes, and minstrelsy sublime, 

Nave chaunted, we together heard ; and thou, 

Warton I wouldst bid me IKiun, till a tear 
Sprung to mine eye * now the bold song wc hear 
or Greece’s $igliilei» master-bard the breast 
I Heats high,—with stern Pclidcs to the plain 
I We rush ; nr o’er (he corpse of Hector slain 
I Hang pitying ;—and lo! where pale, oppresC 
With ugc and grief, sad IViam comes,4 with beard 
All white, he bows, kissing the hands besmear’d 
With bis last hope's best blood!^ 

The oaten reed ® 

Now from the mountain sounds; the sylvan muse, 
Ilccliiiod by the clear stieaui of Aretliuse, 

Wake'S tlic Siciliuii pipe;—the sunny mead 
Swarms with the hues, whose drowsy lullaby 
Soctiies the reclining ox with half-clotcd eye; 

While in soft cadence lo the m.idiigat, 

From rock to rock the whispcriitg waters fall! 

Iliil who is he,? that, by yon wretched cave, 
bids lieav'n and e.arlh bear witness to his woe? 

And liaik! how hollowly the occan-vvnvc 
Kclioes his )>liint, and niiirmuisdccp hclow!— 

• Hast"—let the tall ship Mem the tossing tide, 

Th.il he mav leave his cave, and hear no more 
The Lenini.in surges iinrcjoiciiq; ro.ir— 

And he great Fatc^ through the dark world tliy guide,9 
Sad I'hiloc tutes!»— 

So Instruction bland 

With young-eyc<l Sympathy, went hand in hand 
' Cailinrino>llill. 

* St trua« Hospital. > Homer. ^ See the last Book. 

^ sleiXdav 

XJjCocv ).d6s youvara, xa't xu-ra ;^ei/so(( 

&opof6voui, atol xrdvov t/ca;. 

HoMsn. II. 24 . i.. 477 * 

* Throcrituk. 

’ PhtIucluUiB, see Sophocles—Youthfal iiupressiooi od first read¬ 
ing it. 

* AIsydAV] —SoPil. 

9 tpips VUV 9T<1;^MV, yMpUV 

Aedp*, St pii}>'xOpov, ^upfpoupov ipol. 
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0 *er classic fields; and let my heart confess 
Its holier joy, ^licn 1 essay'd to climb 
The lonely heights, where Shakspeore sat sublime, 
Lord of the mighty spell: around him press 
Spirits and fairy-forms:—He, ruling wide 
His visionary world, Itids terror Ail 
The sliiv’ring breast, or softer pity thrill 
E'en to the inmost heart; within inc died 

All thoughts of this low earth, and higher pow’rs 
Seem'd in my soul to stir—till, strain’d too long. 

The senses sunk:— 

Then, Ossian, thy wild song 
Haply beguiled tb* unliecdcd midnight hours. 

And, like the blast that swept Rerrathron’s tow'rs, 
Came ■ pleasant and yet mournful t to my soul I 
» Sec! o’er th’ autumnal heath the grey mists roll!—* 
Hark! to the dim ghosts’ faint and feeble cry. 

As on the cloudy tempest they pass by! 

Saw ye huge Loda's spectre-shape advance, 

Through whicli the stars look palc!»— 

Nor ceased the trance 

Which hound the erring fancy, till dark night 
Flew silent by, and at my window-gnite 
Thu morning bird sung loud—nor less delight 
The spirit felt, when still and charm’d 1 sate 
Great Milton’s solemn harmonics to hear, 

That swell from the full chord, and strong and cIcMr 
(Beyond the tuneless couplets’ weak control) 

Their long-coiumingling diapason roll, 

!n numerous sweetness.- 

Nor, amidst tliu quire 
Of pealing minstrelsy, was thy own lyre, 

Warlon, unheard;—as Fancy pout’d the song, 

The measured music flow'd along, 

Till all the heart and all the sense 
Felt her divincst inlluenco 
In throbbing sympathy:—« l*repare the car, * 
And whirl us, Goddess, to tlic war. 

Where crimson banners fire the skies, 

Where the mingled shouts arise, 

Where the steed, with fetlock red, 

Tramples * the dying and the dead;’ 

And amain, from side to side, 

Death his pale horse is seen to ride!— 

fivfA^cel T* ivuv^pot 

Kai xtvTtos <xpar)v Ttdvxou 

Ou TToiXd/t ^57 rojfiov hiyxO^ 

Kp&r* ■nXviyijot v6rou, 

Tflj i]usTipcti 

“Uppaiov opoi Ttupensp'pzv i/xol 
Srivov dvTiTUWOv y^ztpot^oiiivta. 

Nuv S', u x/c^vat, yXOxtov t« 

Acltro/uisy u/ta;, Xr/tro/jcsv 

• Ai|»JS OWTTOTS iTCtSstVTej. 

Zi ^/xplaXov, 

Kaf f^’ edTrXoca upipnrta^, 

Lvd* ii MsydXv] J/loipct 
rv&)/*YI Te ptXwV, x' cl) TtSt'JOStpVTOip 
Actlpcav, Of reetr* ‘nixpaviv. 

Sophocles, PkUoct. l. t4oI1* 

* See Wiirton'a Ode lo Fancy. 


Or rather, sweet Enthusiast, lead 
Our foolsleps to the cowslip mead. 

Where (as the magic spell is wound) 

'Dying music floats around:_ 

Or seek we some grey Ruin’s shade, 

And pity the cold Beggar * l.iid 
Beneath the ivy-rustling tow'r, 

At the dreary midnight hour, 

Scarce slieitcr’d from the drifting snow; 

While her dark locks the bleak winds blow 
O’er * her sleeping infant's’ cheek! 

Then let the shrilling trumpet speak. 

And pierce in louder tones the car, 

Till, while it peals, we seem to hear 
The sounding march, as of the Theban's song; * 

And varied nninhers, in (heir course, 

With gatli’ring fullness, and collected force, 

Like the broad cataract, swrull and sweep along!» 
Struck by the sounds, what wonder that I laid, 

As thou, O Warton, didst tlic theme inspire. 

My inexperienced hand upon the lyre, 

And soon with transient touch faint music made, 

As soon forgotten.- 

So I loved to lie 

By the wild streams of FlAn poesy. 

Rapt in strange miisings: hut when life began, 

I never roam’d, a vision.iry man 

(For taught l)y thee, I learnt with sober eyes 

To look on life’s severe realities); 

I never made (a dream-distemper’d thing) 

Poor Fietiuii's realm my world; hut to cold truth 
Subdued the vivid shapings of niy youth: 

Save when the drisly woods wci'c uiurmiiriiig. 

Or some hard crosses had my spirit bow’d: 

Then I have left, unseen, the careless crowd, 

And sought the dark sea roaring, or the steep 
That hr.ivcd the storm; or in the forest deep, 

As alt its grey leaves rustled, woo’d the tone 
or the loved lyre, that, in iny spring-tide gone, 

Waked me to transport: 

» 

Kightcen summers now 

Have smiled on Itchin’s margin, since the time 
When these delighlful visions of our prime 
Rose on niy view in loveliness,—And Ifiou, 

Friend of my muse, in thy de.ilh-l>ed art cold, 

Who, with the teiidercst inuches, didst unfold 
The shrinking leaves of Fancy, else unseen 
And slicltcrlcss: therefore to tlice are due 
Whate’er their summer swet^tness; and I strew, 
Sadly, .such flow’rets as on hillocks green, 

Ur mountain-slope, or hedge-row, yet my hand 
May cull (with many .a recollection bland, 

And mingled sorrow), Warton, on thy tomb. 

To whom, if bloom they boast, they owe tbeir bloom ! 


THE BELLS OF OSTEND.* 

BEAUTIFUL MOHNING, AFTEK A STORM. 

No, I never, till life and its shadows shall end, 

Can forget the sweet sound of the Bells of Ostend! 

I AlIndiDQ to aonp iiaibclin Hat*t In Warion'a Oila to Fumr. 

* See Warton'■ Ode on >Ve»t'i tronelation of Pimlur. 

* This and the nine followitiQ pieoei were fim piiblitlied under 
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The day set in darkness, the wind it blew loud, 

And rung as it pass’d, through each murm'ring shroud :* 
My forehead was wet with the spume of the spray, 

Aly heart sigh'd in secret for those far away; 

When slowly the morning advanced from the East, 

The toil and the noise of the tempest was ceased; 

The peal, from a land I ne’er saw, seem’d to say, 

« Let the Stranger forget every sorrow to day;* 

And I never, till life and its shadows shall end, 

Gan forget the sweet sound of the Hells of Ostend. 

Yet the short-lived emotion was mingled with pain— 

I thought of those eyes I should ne’er sec .'iguin; 

1 thought of the kiss, the last kks, wliicli 1 gave, 

And a tear of regret fell unseen on the wave. 

I thought of the schemes fond affection hml plann'd, 

Of the trees, of the tow’rs, of my own native laud— 

Hut still the sweet sounds, ns they swcll’d to the air. 
Seem’d tidings of pleasure, tlinugli mournful, to hear; 
And 1 never, till life and its shadows shall end, 

Can forget the sweet sound of the Hells of Ostend' 


STOHMY KVEMNG AT WEYMOTIl'II, 

ON ItRAlUNG THE MISSES THOMSON, OF PORTMAX- 
SQUARE, SINO PEROOLF.Sl’s CELEBRATED hPAX, PA\.» 

As I roam, hoary Ocean, alone on thy side, 

And hear, swelling-hollow, the dash of the tide; 

I think, when my heart is with sadness opprest, 

’T is the dirge of the dead in thy caverns that rest! 

But when ev’ning has dosed on the turbulent din, 

And the song of sweet harmony cdiocs within; 

Every thought is shut out, but of lender delight, 

Like the roar of thy billows that rock to i|ic night! 

O happy, if thus, when each tumult was past, • 

Every passion unfcit, as unheard blows the blast; 

The heart m the mansion of love might be blest, 

While peace with such melodies sung it to rest! 


THE LAPLANDER’S SONG. 

SCENB—THE NORTH-SEA. 

T IS now mid winter’s reign, 

O’er the unmoving main 
The Icc is stretch’d in dead expanse, 

Above, the meteors dance, 

Whilst o’er the star-light hills afar, 

The rapid rein-deer whirls the shadowy car. 

SONG. 

No sound is heard over the plain. 

Yet a' light, that is softer than morn, 

Sits still on the tract of the niuio, 

And decks the cold ice-hills forlorn: 

O’er the snow, through the forests, in silence I ride, 
And mark the swift shadow that flits by my side. 


the title of ■ Snaller 8ei-Plece» sod Epltaphi,* and loicribed to 
her Gime* (Ae Duekeu oj DtvtMthlre. 

* Shroadft are tiie rope* of the matt. 


■ Yet fleeter and fleeter speed on, my rein-deer, 

Till we rest in the juniper grove;* 

My whistle no more on the hills thou sliall hear, 

Hut in freedom slinit go, 

O’er the rocks and the snow, 

Or at home be carcst by my love. 

«I sigh, as foilorn o’er the mountains I stray, 

O when shall I g.ize on her charms? 

The long summer's <lay 
Shall speed happy away, 

And then, when the stars of the winter shine clear, 

Slic shall wake, and the pines, as tiicy murmur, shall 
hear, 

And again hide her head in my arms !* 

A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN, 

ON THE CITADEL AT PLYMOUTH, RETURNING, AS THE 
SHIP, IN WHICH HER HUSBAND SAILED, DISAPPEARED. 

■ I SEE the dim sail no more— 

It is pass’d like the track of the wind; 

And thou mayst forget, on some far sever’d shore, 

The friend lltou hast left behind. 

Rut every warm blcs.sing my soul can l>e8tow, 

Go with thee wide over the main; 

And mayst thou—oh never—my wretchedness know, 
Till MC meet—meet in transport—again! 

« Thy voice—now I hear it no more— 

'rimt spoke so endearing and kind; 

I hear but the sound of the surges that roar, 

And the se.i-liird that cries in the wind : 

And cold hangs the evening, ihu rack hurries fast, 

And wet is my h.iir with the rain; 

O how many a night shall he heavily past, 

Ere 1 rust on thy bosom .again! 

* When darkness descends on the sea, 

Wilt thou to thy cabin retire, 

And think with a tear of affection on me, 

And luy desolate evening fire? 

IIow mournful, alas, will that evening low’r! 

1 shall watch, as it falls, the cold rain; 

And count every night, every morn, every hour, 

Till I rest on thy bosom again.» 

LINES ON FALCONER. 

WRITTEN FOR CLARKE’S ELEGANT EDITION OP FAL- 
CONER's EXQUISITF. POEM, nTIIE SHIPWRECK.m 

What pale and bleeding Youth ( while the fell blast 
Howls o’er the wreck, and fainter sinks the cry 
Of struggling wretches, ere o’crwhclm’d they die) 

Yet floats upborne upon the driving mast?-* 

' I fenr there l« not ranch niUur* In ibU, considerioo the gene¬ 
ral diaracler of the Leplaoden; bet I muet leave it to tbeiodul- 
genco of the render. He n ill, however, recollect the beautiful ballujl 
■0eacelleuity tronalatcd by Cousot:— 

The enowi) arc diuolving on Torne’d rude sldo, 

And ihe icF, O Lulloa, roll* down thy dark tido ; 

Tby dark etream, Lulleu, flow* freely away, 

And tbe anowKlrop unfold* it* pale beauliettoday. 

The whole loog 1 * o* delicate in leotiment, a* it U atrlklng In 
pooiical beauty. 

• Two with Arion yet the na*t upbore. 

That now above die ridge* reach’d the (bore.—SA/ptorrcA, b. iil. 
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O poor Arion, has thy sweetest strain, 

That charm'd old ocean's wildest solitude, 

At this dread hour his darksome miglit subdued? 
Let sea-maids thy reclining head sustain; 

And wipe the blood, and briny drops, that soil 
Thy looks, and give once more thy wreathed shell 
To ring with melody:—Oh fruitless toil! 

Hark! o’er thy head again the tempests swell; 

Hark! hark! again the storm's black d.Tmons yell 
More loud; the billowing deep reclaims his spoil! ' 
Peace! Peace! and weeping sca-maids sing thy knell! 


• STOKF/S-BAY. 

APRIL, lSo3.* 

As light upon the sea the wherry goes, 

Nor flitting bird, nor murmurs from the shore, 

Nor waters, parted by the wliisp’ring oar. 

Have power to break the spell, or discompose 
Tlic rapt and quiet spirit! Wlicn my heart 
Oft throbs with sad remembrance, thus I love 
To lose a silent hour: the clouds tlcparl. 

One after one, of shadowy thoughts, nor move 
A sigh, or move unfelt: then every cross 
Of upland life, and every hearifult loss 
No more the mind with ditrk suffusion blot, 

Rut, like tlie clouds of the aerial haze, 

Silent and soft, and fading as we gaze, 

Stray o’er the spirit, and disturb it not! 

So, scarcely felt, the cares of life subside! 

Rut prouder feelings swell the patriot’s heart, 

And tears of conscious animation start, 

When, stately streaming o’it the morning tide, 

He sees the tall ships in their glory ride 

Each partial thought, e'en like the passing wind. 

Is gone—new triumphs flash upon iiis mind— 

Whilst to each meaner object senseless grown. 

He for his country breathes, and lives, and feels, alone. 


EPITAPH 

ON -WAIMESLEY, ESQ. IN ALVEItSTOKE CRURCn, 

HANTS. 

On I they shall ne'er forget thee—they, who knew 
Thy soul benevolent, sincere, and true; 

The poor, thy kindness rhccr’d, thy bounty fed, 

Whom age left shiv'ring in its dreariest shed; 

Thy friend.s, who sorrowing saw tlice (when disease 
Seem'd first the genial stream of life to freeze) 

Pale from thy hospitable home depart, 

Tliy hand still open, and yet warm thy heart! 

Rut how shall she her love, her loss, express— 

Thy widow, in this uttermost distress, 

When she with anguish licars her lisping train 
Upon their buried father call iu vain? 

I Fslcosor wBi ihtpwrocked tint in the Britannia, and ofler- 
wnrds toit In the Aurora. 

■ The Author at the time slowly recOTeriD(; from a snvero ilU 
ne»B: and he cannot omit this 0 |iportunily of etjtrcsslD^ his sratl- 
tudo to Mr James Noolh, of Bath; and lo hli brother Dr Henry 
Bo« la*, physician oo the staff to the military hospital at Forioo, 

near Gosport. 

* Ship* at Spiihead. 


She wipes the tear despair had forced to flow, 
She lifts her look beyond this vale of woe, 

And rests (while humbled in the dust she kneels) 
On him who only knows how much she feels. 


EPITAPH ON THE REV. JOHN lIONEYWOOIn, 

W THE CATIIEDHAL AT HATH. 

Qua vox ex imo pcrvciiit missa sopulchrol 
« Dcsinc tu conjux, sola rclicu, qneri. 

Ed anima exultans conlis spatlatur et alte 
Dcspicit humanas, libera, hTta, vices! 

Te solum fido rcminiscitur anxia amorc, 

£t pallium ' fraetas plornt amicitias;' 

Donee tempus erit, cum niihila enneta rcccdeut, 
Nosque itcrurn, aterno fcedcrejungetamor!> 


AGE. 

Are, tlion the loss of health and friends shalt mourn! 
Rut thou art passing to that night-still bourne, 

Where labour sleeps* The linnet, cliitt’ring loud 
To the Slay morn, sliall sing; thou, in thy shroud, 
Forgetful and forgotten, sink to rest, 

And grass-green be the sod upon thy breast!' 


ON A YOUNG WOMAN, 

WHO DIED AT EICHTFRN, I.EAVINO AN INFANT GUILD. 

Hf, whom 1 loved, betray’d—forsook! 

1 left iny hahe in helpless years, 

For deep despair was on niy look, 

And gave my bloom of youth lo tears. 

Pity mu not; but, maidens fair, 

Who pass as gay as suniiner by. 

Think that yc hear a voice—• Beware, 

Lest ye too broken-hearted die.n 


RUBENS' LANDSCAPE; 

WRITTEN IN LONDON, MAY l8o3, SUORESTED BY A 
’ MAGNIFICENT PICTOllE, IN TIIU POSSESSION OP SIR 
GEORGE BFAUMONT.® 

Nay, let us gaze, even till the sense is full, 

Upon the rich creation, shadow’d so 

' Tbo rendor may remember a beautiful Utile ballad iu Beou* 
moot und Elelfbor’h lUimtt 

Layn I'urlond on my bearie. 

Of tlio dismal yew; 

Maideiii, uillon-branchc* bear. 

Say 1 died true. 

My loTo we* falto, but I was true 
From my bonr of blrlb; 

Vpon my barb'd i)ody He 
Lightly, eentlo earth. 

* These Lloe* woro Hrst {tublished wiib'lbe following Dedication : 
■ To Laov Bkaumo-vt I liuTe a particular ploaiure in inscribing 
ibeac verAes; not to much on account of tbu klndnew and bOApilolity 
I bare mytelf expurieuced from her Ladj^bip and Sir George Beau¬ 
mont, at thatl have an opportunity of making a tmall return of gra' 
titode, for tbe greateit obIi,<;BllQn* c'onferrad by ber family,^ upoa 
ooe who Uvei not tu thank lhem.-.my Father. (n)—Mng a^th, i8u3.r 

(n) Tiifl Bar. William Thomas Bnwie*. prMoiiteJ lo tlie Iivtuga of 
Uphill and Draaoa, Soineraet, by John Wiiles, a«l. 
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That not great Nature, in her loftiest pomp 
Of living beauty, ever, on the sight. 

Hose more magnificent; nor aught so fair 
Hath Fancy, in her wild and sweetest mood, 
Imaged of things most lovely, when the sounds 
Of tilts cold cloudy world at distance sink. 

And all alone the warm idea lives 
Of what is great, or beautiful, or good, 

In Nature’s general plan. 

So the vast scope, 

O Rubens I of tby mighty mind, and such 
The fervour of thy pencil, pouring wide 
The still illumination, that the mind 
Pauses, absoib’il, and sc.irrely thinks wliat pow’rs 
Of mortal art the sweet enrhantinont wroiiglit. 

She sues the painter, with no liiinian (ouch, 

Create, embellish, animate at will, 

The: mimic scenes, from Natiin;’s ampler range, 
Caught, as by iiiKpiratinn, while the clouds, 

High wand'ring, and the fairest form of things 
Seem, at his bidding, to emerge, find burn 
With radiance and with life! 

Let us, subdued 

Now to the magic of the moment, lose 
The tlioiiglits of life, and mingle every sense 
Even in the scenes before us' 

The fresh mom 

Of summer shines; the white clouds of the East 
Arc crisp’d; beneath, the bluey champaign steams; 
The banks, (lie meadows, and the flow’rs, send up 
An incensed exhalation, like the meek 
And holy praise of Him, whose soul’s deep joy 
The lone woods witness: Thou, whose hcait is sick 
Of vanities; who, in the throng of men, 

Dost fed no lenient fellow'ship; wliosc eye 
Turns, with a languid carelessricsh, around 
Upon the toiling crowd, still murm’ring on, 
Restless;—0 think, in summer scenes, like these. 
How sweet llic sense of quiet gladliness, 

Tliat, like the silent )>reath of morning, steals 
From lowly nooks, and feels itself expand 
Amid the works of Nature, to the Power 
That made them; to the awful thought of Him 
Who, when the morning stars shouted for joy, 
bade the great sun from tenfold darkness burst, 

The green carlli roll in light, and solitude 
First hear the voice of man, whilst lulls and woods 
Stood eminent, in orient hues army'd, 

His dwelling,—and all living Nature smiled. 

As in this pictured semblance, beaming full 
Before us! 

Mark again the various view— 

Some city’s far-off spires and domes appear, 
Breaking the long horizon, where the morn 
Sits blue and soft: what glowing imagery 
Is spread beneath!—Towns, villages, light smoke, 
And scarcc-sccn wiudmill-sails, and devious woods, 
Check'ring’mid sunshine the grass-level land, 

That stretches from the sight: 

Now nearer trace 
The form of 11*668 distinct, the broad brown oak, 


The poplars, that, with silvery trunks, incline, 
Shading the lonely castle: Bakes of light 
Arc flung behind tlie massy groups, that, now 
Enlarging and enlarging still, unfold 
Their separate hcaulies.—Rut awhile delay— 
Pass the foot-bridge, nod listen (for we hear, 
Or think wc hear her), listen to the song 
Of yonder milk-maid, as she brims her pail, 
Whilst in the yellow pasture, pensive near, 

Thu red cows ruminate. 


■ Break off, break off,» for lo! where, all alarm'd, 

The small birds,' from the late resounding perch. 

Fly various, hush’d their early song; and mark, 
Beneath the darkness of the brnmhlc-haiik 
That overhangs the half-seen brook, wliere nod 
The flow’ring rushes, dew-besprent; with breast 
Buddy, and emerald wing, the king-fisher 
Steals tliroiigli the dripping sedge away : wliat shape 
: Of terror si'ares the woodland habitants, 

Marring the music of the dawn? Look round, 

I See, where be creeps, beneath the willowy stump, 
Cuw’ring, and low, step silent after step, 

The booted Fowler: keen bis look, and fixt 
Upon the adverse bank, while, with firm hand, 

He grasps the deadly tube: his dog, with ears 
Thing back, and still and steady eye of fire. 

Points to the prey; the boor, intent, moves on 
Panting, and creeping close bencadi the leaves, 

And fears lest even the rustling reeds betray 
His foot-fall; nearer yet, and yet more near. 

He stalks: Ah! who shall mvc the heedless group, 

The speckled partridges, that in the sun, 

On yonder hillock green, across the stream. 

Bask unalarin’d beneath the hawthorn bush. 

Whose aged houghs the crawling blackberry 
Intwinesl 

And thus, upon the sweetest scenes 
Of human loveliness, and social pc.iee 
Domestic, when tlic full fond heart reclines 
Lpon its hopes, and almost mingles tears 
Of joy, to think tliat in tliis hollow woild 
Such bliss should be its portion; Then (alas! 

Tlic bitter cliangcl, t/teu, with Iiis unheard stop, 

In darkness slifouded, yet approaching fast, 

Death, from amidst the sunny iluw’rs, lifts up 
His giant dread anatomy, and smites, 

Smiles (be fair prospect once, whilst ev’ry bloom 
Hungs rivcl'd, and a sound of mourning fills 
The lone and blasted valley: But no sound 
Is here of sorrow or of death, though she. 

The country Kate, with shining morning cheek 
(Who, in the tumbril, with lier market-geer, 

I Sits seated high), seems to expert the flash 
' Exploding, that shall lay the innocent 
And feather'd tenants of the landscape low. 

Not so the clown, who, heedless whether life 
Or death betide, across the splashy ford 
Drives slow; the beasts plod on, foot following foot, 
Aged and grave, with lialf-crccted cars, 

’ Tho yaiDtliiaip« ix on to torftn b xcnli*, that nil theta rircum- 
tlunces tin) laott nccaTiiieljf delincatoi] Tbo LinU arc ^aflinchei. 
tpnrrowt, otr. 
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As now his wjiip above their matted manes 
llaD{j8 trcm’lous, while the dark and shallow stream 
Flashes beneath their fetlock: he, astride * 

On harness saddle, not a sidelong look 
Deigns at the breathing landscape, or the maid 
Smiling behind; the cold and lifeless calf 
Her sole companion; and so mated oft 
Is some sweet maid, whose thrilling heart was form’d 
For dearer fellowship. But lift the eye, 
j And hail the abode of rural ease.—The man 
Walks forth, from yonder antique hall, that looks 
The mistress of the scene; its turrets gleam 
Amid the trees, and clieerful smoke is seen, 

As if no spectred shape (though most retind 
The spot) there ever wander'd, stoled in white, 

Along the midnight rhaiuhers; hut quaint Mah 
Her tiny revels led, (ill the rare dawn 
Peep'd out, and chanticleer his shrill alarm 
Beneath the window rung, then, with a wink 
The shadowy rout are vanish’d! 

As the morn 

Jocund ascends, how lovely is the view 
To liim who owns (he fair doin.iiii! the friend 
Of his still hours is near, to whom he vow’d 
Ills tnitli. her eyes rellect his bliss; his heart 
Beals high with joy; his little children play, 

Pleased, In his pathway; one (he scatter’d llow’rs 
Straggling collects, the other spreads its arms. 

In speechless blandislimeot, upon the neck 
Of its caressing nurse. 

Still let US gaze, 

And image ev'ry form of l>cai ifcl I joy 

>Yhicli scenes like these bestow, that charm the sight, 

Vet soothe the spirit: all is quiet here, 

Yet cheerful as the (;r<M‘n sea, when it shines 
111 some still hay, shines in its loneliness 
Beneath the breeze, that moves, .and hardly moves, 

The placid surface. 

On the balustrade 

Of the old bridge, that o’er the moat is thrown, 

The fisher with his angle leans intent. 

And turns, fiom the bright pomp of spreading philns, 
To watch the nimble fry, that glancing oft 
Beneath ilie grey arch slioot! O happiest he 
Who steals through life, untrouhied ns uusccu! 

The distant city, with its crowded spires, 

That dimly shines upou his view, awakes 
No thought, but that of pleasure more composed. 

As (be winds whisper him to sounder sleep. 

He leans upon the faitlifiil arm of her 

For whom his youthful heart heat, fondly beat, 

\Vbcn life was new : time steals away, yet liealth 
And exercise are bis; and in these shades, 

Tlio’ srifneUmes be has mourn’d a proud world’s wrong, 
He feels an independence that all cares 
llrcasts with a curol of content; he Ileal'S 
Thu green leaves of his old paternal trees 
Make music, soothing as they stir : the elm, 

And poplar with its silvery trunk, (hat shades 
Tlie greensward of the bauk before his porch, 

Are to him as comp.inions,—while he (urns 
* With more endearment to the living smile 
I Of those his infants, who, when he is dead, 
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shall bear the music of the self-sauic trees 
Waving, till years roll on, and Uieir grey hairs 
Go to the dust in peace. 

Away, sad thought 

Lo where the morning light, ibiough die dark wood. 
Upon (lie window*pane is flung, like fire. 

Hail, Life, and Hope; and tliou, gnat work of art, 

That 'ifiid this populous and busy swarm* 

Of men, dost smile serene, ns with the hues 
OF fairest, grandest Nature; maysi thou speak 
Not vainly of th‘ endearments and best joys 
That Nature yields. The manliest heart that swells 
With honest English feelings (while (he eye, 

Sailden'd, but not cast down, bebohls far off 
The darkness of (he onward rolling stoini), 

Charm'd for a moment by this mantling view, 

Its anxious tumults shall suspend : and » Such,* 

The pensive paliiot shall exclaim, ■> iliy scenes. 

My own beloved coiintiy, such (he abode 
Of rural peace! and while the soul has warmth, 

And voice has energy, the brave nrm strength, 

England, (bon sbalt not fall! The clay shall come, 

Yes, and now is, that thou shalt lift lliyself, 

And woi! to him who sets upon lliy shores 
His hostile foot! Proud victor though he be. 

His bloody inarch shall never soil a llow’r 
That hangfs its sweet head, in tliu morning dew, 

Oil thy green village banks! bis muster’d hosts 
Shall he roll’d hack in thousands, and ibe surge 
Biii*y them ! Then, when Peace illumes once more, 

My coiintiy, tliy (;rceu nooks and inmost vales, 

It will be sweet amidst the forest glens 
To stray, and think upon the distant storm 
That howl'd, but injured notU 

At lliougbts like these, 

Wliat bctirt, what English buirt, but shall beat high? 
Moantiiiii*, its keen flash pass’d, lliine eye intent, 
Beaumont, shall trace the master-stiokes of art. 

And view ili* ussOmblage of the (inisb'd piece, 

As with bis skill, who form'd it: Biidcr views 
Savage, with solitary pines, hung high 
Amid the broken crags (where scowling wait 
The licrcc banditti), slerti Salvator’s band 
Shall aptly shade : O’er Poussin's eliist'ring domes, 

With ainple umbrage, the black woods shall hang, 
Ruiicatli whose Wtaving gloom (he sudden flash 
Of broken light, upon the brawling stream 
Is flung below. 

Aerial Claude shall paint 
The grey fane peering o'er the summer woods, 

’J'lie azure lake below, or distant seas, 

And sills, in the pellucid atmosphere, 

Soft gleaming to the morn : Dark on the rock, 

>> hero (he red lightnings hurst, shall Wilson stand, 
Like mighty Shakspeaie, whom the imps office 
Await: Nor olt, sweet Gainsborough, shall thee 
The muse forget, whose simple landscape smiles 
Attractive, whether we delight lo view 
The cottage chimney through the high wood peep, 

Or beggar beauty stretch her litiic band 
With look most innocent; or homeward kine 

* Written in London. 
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Wind tbrouijh the hollow road at evenUde, 

Or browxe the stra^jQlioc branches. 

Scenes like these 

Shall charm all hearts, while truth and hcduty live, 
And Nature’s pictured loveliness shall own 
Each master’s various toucli; but chiefly thou. 

Great Bubens, shall the willing senses lead, 

Enamour'd of the varied imagery. 

That fills the vivid canvas, swelling still 

On the enraptured eye of taste, and still 

New charms unfolding; though minute, yet grand, 

Simple, yet most luxuriant, every light 

And every shade, greatly opposed, and all 

Subserving to one magical effect, 

Of Truth and Harmony. 

So glows the scene; 

And to the pensive thought refined displays 
Tlic richest rural I'ocm : oh may views 
So pictured animate thy classic iiiiiid, 

Betumont, to wander 'mid Sicilian scenes, 

And catch (he bcntiiics of (he Pastoral Hard,' 

Shadowing his wildest landscapes.—Aetna’s fires, 
riehty'cian rocks, Anapiis* holy .stream, 

And woods of ancient Pan . the broken crag 
And (he old lislier here; the purple vines 
There bending; and the smiling boy, * set down 
To guanl, who, innocent and happy, weaves, 

Intent, liis rushy basket, to ensnare 

1 'hc chirping grasshoppers, nor secs the while 

The lean fox mediutc her morning meal, 

Eyeing hU scrip askance, whilst f.trtlicr on 
Another (reads the purple grapes—he sits, 

Nor aught regards, but the green rush he weaves. 

O Beaumont! let this pomp of light and .shade 
Wake thee, to paint the woods, iliut the sweet Muse 
Has consecrated: then the sninrner-sccnes 
Of Phasidurnus,^ clad in richer light, 

Shall glow, the glancing poplars, and dear fount; 
W’hile distant times admire (as now we trace 
This sniiiiner-maniling view) hoar ^Etna’s pines, 

The vine-hung grotls, and branching planes, tliat shade 
Tlic silver Arcihuaa's stealing ware. 


ON THE HARP, AND DESPAIR, OF COWPER. 

SwBEY bard! whose tones great Milton might approve, 
And Shakspeare, from high fancy's .sphere, 
Turning to the sound his ear, 

Bend down a look of sympathy and love; 

O swell the lyre again, 

As if in full accord it pour'd an angel's strain! 

But all! what means that look aghast, 

K’en while it seem’d, in holy trance, 

On scenes of bliss above to gUuce ? 

Was it a fiend of darkness pass'd I 
Oh speak- 

paleness is upon his cheek— 

' Tbe(K»'llii>. AllvdiDg to adeiisn of iliuitretlncfthep/eMreiyire 
rMamWr of tbe rooerablo Sicilisv, by |iaiuliDf;i of Sir Guorc«, from 
now (ranilatiOBt of Moiwn Setbehy, Rogort, Uowiey, W. Speouer, 
flsd tbo iBilior. 

* Ho*tf**| »*» Uken from Uie firit idyll of Theoeritui, 

* Ses tbo oxi)al«ito loDdaeape fi> tbe Mvealh Idyll. 


On his brow the big drops stand, 

To airy vacancy 

Points the dread silence of his eye, 

And the loved lyre it fulls, falls from his nerveless hand! 

K Come, peace of mind, delightful guest, 

O come, and make tliy downy nest 
Once more on his sad ))eart;» 

Meek Faith, a drop of comfort shed; 

SwL'ct Hope, snppoi t liis .aged head; 

And Charity, avert the burning dart! 

Fruitless the pray’r—the night of deeper woes 
Seems o’er the head e’en now to close; 

In vain the path of pniity he (rod, 

In vain, in vain, 

He pour'd from fancy’s shell his sweetest hermit strain— 
He lias no hope on earth—forsake him not, O God! 


PROSPERO’S ADIEU TO ARIEL. 

«Now he free, and fare thee well,« 

My spirit, my loved Ariel. 

To freedom and delight resign'd, 
Speed upon the viewless wind, 

Speed upon the wind, or play, 
Following swift the summer ray, 
Buoyant on the western hreexe. 

Over hills and over seas! 

Or in (lie bell of shcU'ring flow’r. 
When passing steams (lie vernal sliow'r, 
Couch upon (he trembling stem, 

Yet shake not from its cup the gem; 
Then nwuy, away, away, 

Where (he ruinhow-tmts decay! 

Never more shalt thou perform 
My fearful hcsis amid the storm, 

Pour the ln;hliimg’s angry blaze, 

Whilst nil around is wild ani;i/e! 

Never more sh.ilt thon go forth, 

M Upon the sharp wind of the North, 

Or do my ercandsx in the deep, 

Where the dead of ages sleep! 

A thousand fathoms now below, 
Thus my wizard wand f throw. 

Ceased for ever is the spell, 

Thou be free, and fare thee well. 


LINES 

WRITTEN m BRRMlllU. GARDEN, SEPT. l8o8.' 

Comb, and where these runnels fall, 

Listen to my madrigal! 

I 

Far from all sounds of all the strife 

That murmurs through the walks of life; 

From Grief, Inquietude, and Fears, 

From scenes of Riot, or of Tears; 

• 

* Tliit aod tbe plocvt wbicb follow, dowa to tbe Lines on a ■ Sun¬ 
dial in tbe Ghurchyirda (iovlailTcb ware publjihed Mparatuly in 
a volume antltlad, •> Poumi written cblofly at BrembUI, In Wlll- 
•b!to,> dedlcatad to tbo (^ntvM of Cork and Orrery, 
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From Passionc, cank'ring day by day, 
That wear the inmost heart away; 
From pale Detraction's envious spite, 
That worries where it fears to bite; 
From mad Ambition’s worldly chace; 
Come, and in this shady place, 

Be thine Gontenlmenl's humble joys. 
And a life that makes no noise, 

Save when Fancy, musing long. 

Turns to desultory song;' 

And wakes some lonely melody, 

Like the water dripping by. 

Come, and where these runnels fall, 
histen to my madrigal! 

Brem/ii7/ Carden, Sept. i8o3. 


OLD TIME’S HOLIDAY, 

SUGGESTED ON SEEING A PICTURE OP TIME PLATING ON 

A HARP. 


fipexoLi Tia^to; ;^/99vos oOk>a Trayseyorreiv, 
Kat peava; fOeY^iJ-S'Juv psponav. 

Quoted from Camden. 

Thougb (wtft tba noneDU psu slonQ, 

To lome they icarcoly lenn to moro ; 

WbiUt Faocy atoga bor eltin aong, 

Of Hope, of Joysoce, and of Loro. 


As through a valley far remote I stray'd, 

Methought, beside a mould’ring temple’s stone, 
The tale of whose dark structure was unknown, 
1 saw the form of Time: his scythe's huge bUde 
Lay swathed in the gr.iss, w'hosc gleam was seen 
Fearful, as oft the wind, Uic tussocks green 
Moved stirring, to and fro: the beam of morn 
Cast a dim lustre on his look forlorn ; 

'When touching a responsive instrument, 

Stern o'er the chords his furrow’d brow he bent: 
Meantime a naked boy, witli aspect sweet, 

Play’d smiling with the hour-glass at his feet! 
Apart from these, and in a verdant glade, 

A sleeping Infant on the moss was laid, 

O’er which a female form her vigils kept. 

And watch'd it, softly-breathing as it slept. 

Then I drew nigh, and to my Jist'ning ear 
Came, stealing soft and slow, this ditty clear: 

a Lullaby, sing lullaby,— 

Sweetest babe, id safety lie; 

I thy mother sit and sing, 

Nor hear of Time the hurrying wing. 

a Here, where innocence reposes, 

Fairy sylphs, your sports delay; 

Then the breath of morning roses 
From its bed of bliss convey. 

a Lullaby, sing lullaby— 

Sweetest babe, io safety lie; 

1 thy mother sit and sing, 

^ Nor hear of Time the hurrying wing.* 

* Aod Ftney, void of lomw, taros to ions.—PssvsLt- 


Hush’d in sweet slumber, its calm eye-lids closed, 

One little hand upon its heaving breast, 

Amidst the flow’rs a beauteous Child reposed. 

And ring-doves murmur’d it to stiller rest. 

Uusoen, far off, the mult'ring thunder roll’d, 

Unheard, far off, the meteor lightnings play d; 
When all was sunshine here, and clouds, like gold, 
Hung, 08 delaying, o’er the shadowy glade. 

I turn'd, and lo! a bevy bright and fair 

Gome dancing, youths and virgins in a throng. 
Heard yc the animated air 

Rich tones of pleasure and of hope prolong ? 

((Golden lads and lasses gay,i* 

Now is life's sweet holiday: 

Time shall lay by his scythe for you. 

And Joy the valley witli fresh violets strew.w 

Then sweeter came, methought with accents clear, 
The song, in soft accordance lo mine car. 

It said. • O Youth, still joyous on thy way, 

Aiayst thou he found; now that her purple wing 
The njoroing waves, and the fresh woodlands sing. 
Nor let cold wisdom's voice thy heart dismay. 

Telling thee Hope aud Pleasure last not long; 

That Age will come, like pilgrim poor and old, 

And wan Disease, with cheerless aspect cold; 

But listen to my mirtU-inspiring song: 

The shadow’d landscape, and the golden sun, 

The skies so pure, the vernal pastures green, 

And hills and vales, at distance, softer seen, 

Invite thee, life’s glad race secure to run; 

Thine every joy the smiling prospect yields— 
To-morrow to fresh streams and fairer fields.** 

As light of hciirt they pass’d along. 

At once the dark Musician changed his song: 

• Who, in tender transport lying. 

While die gentle wiiurd sings, 

Thinks not of the hour that’s flying, 

Or the noise of human things?* 

I look’d, and saw upon a lake, alone, 

Stealing beneath the bank, a little boat 
(Upon whoae sail the beams of morning shone) 

Soft on its shade without a murmur float. 

AlTial rocks gleam’d o’er the woods remote: 

On all things round there was a silence deep, 

Save when at times was heard the turtle's note, 

Or distant pipe, or bell of wand’ring sheep. 

Upon the bank myrtles and lilies grew, 

And spreading woodbines mark'd a sylvan cave, 
And sometimes, deck’d with flow’rs of various hue, 
The green-sward slope descended to the wave. 

Aod in that boat, with look that witness'd joy 
And hope, a beautiful and winged Boy ^ 

Sat at the helm, and as the breezes fann'd 
His yellow-stirring hair, filling the sail 
Gently, he smiled, and lifted in his hand 
A blooming May-thorn, whilst the Wizard sung, 

Old Time, as he himself were beautiful and young, 
And seem’d with moody joy the fairy sight to hail: 

* Goldeo Lads and Latasa Boat 
All follow tlwe, and tom co doat.—Ssasmaaa. 

* Tc^morrow to freah wooda, aod paaurea oaw.— Mistos. 

* Ipao gobenator mldaoa In pappo Capido.—Om. 
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« Bless the hour Endearment fjtvca! 

Who on earth’s cold climate lives, 

But has felt his heart rejoice, 

Wlien woman’s smile, and woman’s voice, 
Hath sent, witli magical control, 

All sweetness to the soften'd soul? 

« Oh! Happiness, where art ihoii found 
(If indeed on mortal ground) 

But with faithful hearts alone. 

That Love and Friendship have made onc>— 
In tenderness and faith sincere, 

In affection’s sweetest tear.* 

It was a livelong holiday; 

And in that boat, far from the faillilevs crowd, 
They who true love and mutual iriuil avow’d, 
Pursued in peace their solitary way. 

And it was bitm to sec the manly yoiitli, 

Whose look )>e8pokc sincerity and irtith, 

Gaze upon her he loved, as he could hicss 
Th’ Almighty Being, in the living light 
Of whose warm suit he felt such happiness, 

Whilst team of tr.inspori almost dimm'd liis sight. 
To tenderness .*ind confidence resign'd 
On his protecting bosom she reclined 
Her licad: and so, beneath the glcamy sail, 

They passed, amid the sunimcr>shining vale. 

Meantime the hoar Musician sings, 

Hiding the sliadow of his sahle wings 
■ Gome, and forget tlie coil of human things! 

The sound of many sorrows, tli.it ilism.iy 
The slirinking he.irt of man, here dies away! 

Come, pure Endearment, be this moment ihinc; 
Kiss from the lid the tears that rapturous slime, 
And let one Spirit of Affection s<iy, 

Blest hours, but ah! too transient, could yc stay 
Your rapid flight, bow sweet were life’s long way!* 

How where a gloom of thicker myrtles grew, 

The fading vision lessen’d from my view. 

As far away the stealing sIkuIows flout, 

Stilt ev’ning slowly sheds her uiribragc lio.ir, 

One streak of light strays from the parting boat. 
And softest sounds die on tlic lUbtant shore. 

1 stood like one who with delighted eyes 
Pursues the noon-tide rainbow as it flies; 

When from a cloud that s.ipphire-hright appear'd, 
Words, like the sound of waves remote, 1 heard: 

« Mortal, would thy search obtain 
True wisdom in a world of pain ? 

Oh, when all the valleys ring 
To music of life’s opening spring, 

Let not Flattery's syren lay 
Lure thy trusting heart astray. 

Let Gaiety’s glad dance and song 
Detain, but not detain thee long. 

Love’s enchanting visions gle:im, 

But, ah 1 they are not what they seem! 

Nor yet let sullen Care destroy 
Vernal hopes, and summer joy! 

Use the present, but not so 
That it may lead to years of woe. 

Take the joys the Heav’ns impart, 

With a meek, a thankful heart; 


And think them, when they steal away. 

But as companions of a day. 

Love, and youth's delightful spring, 

Time shall bear with rapid wing; 

But, when Passion’s hour is past, 

Fidelity and Truth shall last; 

Last till life’s few sands are run I 
And Nature views thn Milking Sun! 

Nor think that then the parting knell 
Sounds o’er the grave a last Farewell; 

For higher, purer joys remain, 

Far beyond yon starry plain; 

Where sorrow shall no loss deplore. 

Where Time and change shall he no more.* 

1 look'd, and saw no more the boat, the stream; 
Pas.s*d like the silent pictures of a dmim :— 

. I turn’d to the s.ime spot, where with white beard 
That Phantom-Minstrel o’er his harp inclined; 

1 saw alone his Shadow vast, and heard 

The soumi of mighty pennons, clanging ia the wind! 


PICTURES FROM TllEOCUlTUS. 

INSCRIBED TO .SIR CEOBCR BEAUMONT, BABT. 


Thftsrarc' iiiiuirtcU morely vrlili s view of colllna (tin oUcnlioDof 
ArlixiB to snitiu of tliA rninDniic nn<l I'ii'lnTOiquu rirvumklniiccs 
«lii< h tlUlinguihh thn PiiHtomU of ilie olU Ki< illnn. Tb(;y arc not 
menot to tie liNirei (rauMlaiktnt, and I hj>u BideitAit oiilj lliosj 
l>KKxai;M whiili nppeored jioelical, and would form LnndMtfipox. 


FROM IDYL. I. 

Ac?w Tt T& etc. 

Goatherd, bow sweet above tlic lucid spring 
The high pines wave with breezy murmuring! 

So sweet thy song, wbose music might succeed 
To the wild melodics of Pan's own reed. 

TUYnsis. 

Mot'c sweet thy pipe's enchanting melody 
Than streams that fall from broken rocks on high. 
Say, by the nyiii)dis, that guard the sacred scene, 
Where lowly tamarisks shade diusc liilincks gicen, 
At noon-tide shall we lie?— 

No; for o’er-w'earied with die forest chace, 

Pan, the great Hunter God, sleeps in this place! 
Beneath the branchiug elm (while thy sad verse, 

O Thyrsis, Daphni.s' sorrows shall rehearse) 

Fronting the wood-nymph’s solitary seat, 

Whose fountains flash amid the dark retreat; 
Where the old statue leans, ' and brown oaks wave 
Their ancient umbrage o'er the past’ral cave; 

There will we rest, and thou, as erst, prolong 
The sweet enchantment of the Doric song! 


FBOM THE SAME IDYLL. 

Tol{ Je/zeTcc to yipav — 

Mare, where the beetling precipice appears, 

The toil of the old Fisher, grey with years; 

‘ 1 hsTS porpossly sltered diia inat'e from tbo origiasl. 
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Mark, as to drag the laden net he strains, 

The lab ring muscle and the swelling v£ins! 
There, in the sun the cluster'd vineyard bends, 
And shines empurpled, as tlie morn ascends I 
A littiojboy, with idly-happy mien, 

To guard the grapes upon tlie ground is seen; 
Two wily foxuf^creeping round appear 
(The scrip that holds his morning meal is near); 
One breaks the .bending vines; with longing lip, 
And look askance, one eyes the tempting scrip, 
lie plaits and plaits his rushy net all day, 

And hopes the va];r.int grasshopper his prey; 
lie plaits liis net, intent with idle care, 

Nor liceds how vineyard, grape, or scrip may fare. 


FHOM TR1% SAME. 

II« Tfix ee/5 TQiJ’ oxa Aapvtj— 

Whehe were ye, Nymphs, when Dapfanis droop’d 
love 1 

In fair Peueus' Tempe, or the grove 
Of Pindux ? Nor your pastimes did ye keep, 
Where huge Anapus' turreut waters sweep; 

On ^^tna’s height, nh ! impotent to save, 

Nor yet where Akis winds his holy wave I 


FllOM THE SAME. 

12 n«v, ITkv, k'tz ijTt xar' &psx. 

Pan, Pan ! O mighty hunter, whether now, 

Thou roamest o’er Lyccus’ shaggy brow, 

Or Mcrnalus, outstretch'd in amplest shade, 

Thy solitary footsteps have delayM ; 
laiavc Ilelicc's romantic rock awhile, 

And haste, oh haste, to the Sicilian isle; 

heave the dread monument, approach'd with fear, 

That Lyc.aonian tomb the gods revere. 

Here cease, Sicilian Muse, the Doric lay;— 

Come, Forest King, and bear this pipe away; 
Daphnis, subdued by love, and bow’d with woe. 
Sinks, sinks for ever to the sliadcs below! 


FROM IDYl.. VII. 

Vltpf od'ov, etc. 

He left 115 , —we, the hour of parting come, 

To Praxulamtis* hospitable home, 

.Myself and Eucrilus, together wend. 

With young Amynticiis, our blooming friend: 

There, ail delighted, through the summer day, 

On beds of rushes, pillow'd deep, we lay; 

Around, the lentisks, newly cut, were spread; 

Dark elms and poplars wliisperM o'er our head: 

*A hallow'd stream, to ail the wood-nymphs dear, 

Fresh from the rocky cavern murmur’d near: 

Reneath the fruit-leaves' many-inantling shade 
The gr.asshoppcrs a coil incessant made; 

From the wild thorny thickets, heard remote, 

^he wood-lark trill’d his far-resounding note; 

Loud sung the thrush, musician of the scene, 

And soft and sweet was heard the dove’s sad note 
lietwccn. 


Then ycl ow bee,, whose mnrmur «,olhed the ear. 

W ent idly (l.tline round the fountain elear. 

Slimmer and autumn seem’d at once to meet, 
killing with redolence the blest retreat 
While the ripe pear came rolling to o.ir feet. 

FROM IDVI,. XXII. 

When the famed Argo now secure had pass'd 
The crushing rocks, i and thsit terrific strait 
That guards the wintry Pontic, the tall ship 
Kcacli'd wild Behrycia’s shores; bearing like Gods 
Her God-descended Chiefs. They, from her sides. 
With scaling steps descend, and on the shore, 

Savage, and sad, and heat by ocean winds, 

Stiew’d their rough beds, and on the casual fire 
The vessels place. The brothers, by themselves. 
Castor and red-hair'd Pollux, wander far 
Into the forest solitudes. A wood 
Immense and dark, shagging the mountain side, 
Before them rose; a cold and sparkling fount 
Well’d with perpetual lapse, hcnealli its feet. 

Of purest water clear; scalt’ring below, 

Streiins, as of silver and of crystal, rose, 

Bright from the bottom : Pines, of stateliest liciglit, 
Popl.ir, ami plane, and cypress, branching wide. 

Were near, thick border'd by the scented tiow'rs 
Tliai lured the honey’d bee, wlicn spring declines, 
Thick swarming o’er the meadows. There all day 
A huge man sat, of savage wild aspect; 

Ills breast stood roundly forward, his broad back 
Secni’ti .is of iron, xucli as might befit 
A vast Colossus sculptured. Full to view 
The muscles of his brawny shoulders stood, 

Like the round itiountain-xioncs, the torrent wave 
lias polish’d : from his neck and back, hung down 
A lion’s skin, held l>y its claws. Him first, 

The red-hair’d youth address’d : > • Hail, stranger, hail, 
And say, what tribes unknown inhabit here.# 

• Take to the seas thy ‘hailI ask it not, 

Who never saw before, or thee, or thine.* 

■ Courage’ thou secst not men that arc unjust 
Or cruel!» 

* Courage! sliall I learn from theeT* 

u Thy heart is savage; thou art passion’s slave.* 

I « Such as I am tliou scest; hut land of thine 
I tread not.* 

«Come, these hospitable gifts 
Accept, and part in peace.* 


My gifts are yet in store. ■ 


Of this clear fount?* 


■ No: not from thee. 


a Say, may we drink 


• Ask, when wan ihirst has parch'd 


Thy lips.* 

' nocki«lilcbwora»appoM«lto mike ods agilBit tbs other, esil 
socruftb (bo thl|i (but B(iuinp(ed to pen between. 

* The (lielugue wbicb eniDeit ia bishly chararterlitio lo the ori- 
eioal, but ioiai Iti effect le trooaleilon. I bare eodetvoered to 
proterve it on accouoi nf Its wildness end siaffuisriiy. 
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• What present shall I give to iliec?* 

«None. Stand before me as a man; lift high 
Thy brandUh'd arms, and try, weak pugilist, 

Thy strengtli.w 

• But say, with whom shall I contend?* 

• Thou seest him here; nor in his art unskill'd.* 

<(Then what shall be the prise of him who wins?* 

« Or thou shah be my slave, or 1 be thine.* 

* The crested birds so 6ght.* 

« Whetliur like birds 
Or Hons, for no other prize fight we!* 
lie said:—and sounded loud his hollow conch; 

The gaunt Bebrycian brethren, at the sound. 

With long lank hair, come flocking to the shade 
Of that vast plane. 

Then Castor hied, and call'd 
Tlie hero chiefs from the Magnesian t ship. 


Tq these JHctures from an Ancient^ I have ventured 
to addy as Tiotes, some Pictures from the Modern 
School* 

FROU THE EXHIBITION, i 8 o 5 . 

What variOBt objvdB ttrik« with xariooi force, 

Achitim, Hebe, and Sir Waihin'a bor»e 

Here •amiDer scene*, tbure Pcotland’a stormy ridge, 

Lords, Ladles, Noeb's Ark, nod Cranford Bridge! 

Some that display the olegant design. 

The lucid oolonri, end the flowing liuo; 

Some tbnt night make, alas * Walsh Porter (n) stare, 

AoU wonder how the devil they got there! 

Lkox M—»». 

How clear • strife of light and shade is spread! 

The fhee how touch'd with Nature's loveliest red 1 
The eye, how eloqueut, end yul must neck ! 

The glow subdued, yet wnniUag ou thy cheek! 

M'*~ve ! I ranrk, alone, thy beauteous face, 

Bat all Is nttnre, dignity, and grace i 

Don. Him HincRR.—Horrnan. 

0 HIDE ibose tempting eyes, that fanlifos* form ! 

Those looks with feeling and with nature warn, 

The nock, the soflly-swetling bosom bide, 

.Nor, wanton gales, blow the light vest aside , 

For who, when beauties more than life excite 
Silent applause, can gaze witbont delight? 

But inoocence, enchanting maid, Is thine. 

Thine eyes In liquid light unconscious shine ; 

And may thy breast no other feelings prove. 

Than those of sympathy and mutual love! 

EEHIDITION, 1807. 

Blind Fiddler. Wilkir. 

Will nlrlb Lufelgn'd the cottage chimney rings. 

Though only « vocal with four hdille^trings !• 

And see the poor blind Fiddler draws his bow. 

And lifts latent hii llmeHlunotlag toe; 

While yonder Maid, aa blythe as birds In June- 
Yon almost hear her whistle to the tone! 

Hard by, n Lad, la ImltntJve gnlse, 

Fix’d flddfooliko, the hrokea bellows plies. 

Before the hearth, with looks of honest joy, 

The Father chimps 10 the chitiering ^y ; 

Aod snaps bis lifted thambs with mimic glee. 

To the glad of^Id m hla Mother'a knoe! 

* ^ #1^ fIroK the eoontry where it waa bnilt. 

^ A giillimin w*U haewa for his taste* aod fin* cellsctioa. 


Toanxx’s Morning. 

Up, for the morning shines with welcome ny, 

And to the snnny sea-beech let ns stray. 

What orient bnei proclaim the masier’s hand! 

How light iho wave upon thebalf-wot sand! 

How beautiful the suu as still we gaze. 

Streams all diffusive, through the opening base! 
Artist—when to the thunder's pualiug sound, 

Fire, mix'd with bail-stones, ran upon the ground ; 
When iHirtinl darkness the dread prospect bid, 

Aod sole aspired the aged pyramid, 

Sobiimity thy genius seem’d to guide. 

O'er Egypt's champaign desolate and wide; 

But here delightful Iwauty reigas olone. 

And decks the morning scene with graces all her own. 

Sin Gsoncs BaAOHORT'a Kem/lek. 

How shall I praise tbeo, Beaumont, whose nice skill 
(^in mould the soft and shadowy scene at will. 

Chastise to harmony each gaudy ray, 

Simple, yet grand, tba mountain scene display; 

Tht- Labe where sober ov’ntD,y seems to sleep. 

Hills far retiring into umbrage deep; 

Blend all with classir, pure, poetic taste, 

Au'l strike the more with forms and colonrs chaste Y 

CaLCot’s Markef-Dag. 

TuEoi'cn the wood's maze our eyes delighted atray, 

To mnrk the Rustics on tbo Market Day. 

Rrneatb the branches winds the long white road; 

Here peeps the rustic cottager’s abode; 

There, In the morning sun, the children play, 

Or the crone cTOops along the dusty way. 

LooTnr.aaoDao's Scene im France. 

Aetist, I own thy genius ; but (bo touch 
Muy be too restless, and the glare too much: 

And sure none ever saw a landscape shine, 

Basking in beams of such a sun as thine. 

But folia forvlddew upon his phis. 

And panting cried, • oA, Eonf, Aou> hot /t It I> 

Wkst's Death of Ifeban. 

Teas to Britannia's triumphs on the main : 

See Nelson, pale nod fulntlng, 'mid the slain, 

Whilst Victory sighs, stern in the garb of war. 

And points through clouds the rocks of Trafalgar! 

Hero cense the strain—hut while thy bulls shtllrlde, 
Britain, dark shadowing the taniultuoui tide, 

Jlluy other Nelstins, on thesuoguine main, 

Guido, like a God, the battle’s hurricane; 

And when ihu funeral's transient pomp is past. 

High hung the banner hush'd the battlo's blest, 

Hay the brave character to ages sbino. 

And Genius (a) consecrate the immortal shrine. 


WRITTEN AT SOUTHAMPTON-CASTLE.* 

INSCRIBED TO THE MARQUIS OF LANSDOWNE. 

Tns Moonlight is without,—and I could lose 
An hour to gaze, thoufjli Taste and Splendour here, 

As in u lustrous fairy palace, reign ! 

Rej;ardlcss of the lights that blaze within, 

L look upon the wide and silent sea. 

That in the shadowy moonbeam sleeps 

Uow still, 

Nor heard to murmur, or to move, it lies; 

I cordially pay ibis tribute to West, whose htadaess end hen^ 
veUui.e equal his ufenis. J|j 

1 SottibamptOD-Castla is a magnlfleent pile, erected by the Mar^ 
quia of Lanadowne, commanding the moat striking views of the 
river, the Isle of Wight, the Naw-Forest, etc. 
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Shining in Fancy's eye» like the soft gleam, 

The eve of pleasant yesterdays! 

The clouds 

Have all snnk westward, and the host of stars 
Seem in their watches set, as gasing on, 

While night's fair Empress, sole and beautiful, 

Holds her illustrious course, through the mid heavens, 
Supreme, the spectacle, for such she looks 
Of gazing worlds :— 

How different is the scene, 
That lies beneath this arched window's height I 
Thu Town, that murmured through the busy day, 

Is hush’d: tlic Rooh one solemn breadth of shade 
Veils; but the tow’rs, and taper spires above, 

The pinnets, and the grey embattled walls, 

And masts that throng around the southern pier. 

Shine all distinct in light; and mark, remote, 

O’er yonder elms, St Mary’s modest fane. 

Oh! if such views may please, to me they shine 
Ilow more attractive! a few years have pass'd, ■ 

Since there [ saw Youth, Health, and Happiness, 

All circling round an aged Sire,* whose (idirs 
Arc now in peace gone down : he was to me 
A Friend, and almost with a Father’s smile, 

Hung o’er my infant muse. The cheerful voice 
Of Fellowship, the song of Harmony, 

And Mirth, and Wit,> were there. 

That scene is pass’d,— 
Cold Death and Separation have dissolved 
The evening circle of once-happy friends! 

So has it ever fared, and so must fare, 

With all.—I see the moonlight wat’ry tract 
TJiat shines far off, beneath the forest-shades! 

What seems it, but the mirror of that tide, 

Wliich noiseless, ’mid the changes of the world, 

Holds its inevitable course, the tide 
Of years departing? to the distant eye 
Still seeming motionless, thongli hurrying on, 

From moru till midnight, bearing, as it Hows, 

The sails of pleasurable barks I These gleam 
To-day, to-morrow other passing sails 
Catch the like sunshine of tlie vernal morn. 

Our pleasant days, are as the moon’s brief light 
On the pale ripple, passing as it sliinesi 
Rut sliall the pensive bard for this lament. 

Who knows how transitory are all worlds 
before his eye who made fliem ? 

Cease the strain; 

And welcome still the social intercourse 

Tiiat soothes the world’s loud jarring, till the hour, 

'When universal Darkness wrapping all 

This nether scene, a light from heav’n shall stream, 

Through clouds dividing, and a voice be heard, 

• Here only pure and lasting bliss is found.* 


• L&te bean of WlocbMter, Dr Newton Octet 

* I apeak tbla of Hr Sheridan, who waa often oftba party. 


the winds. 

Whkw dark November bade the leaves adieu, 

And the gale sung amid the sea-boy’s shrouds, 
Meihought 1 saw four winged forms, that flew. 

With garments streaming light, amid the clouds— 
From adverse regions of the sky, 

In dim suedession, they went by— 

Tlie first, as o’er the billowy deep he past, 

blew from his brazen trump a fur-resounding blast. 

Upon a beaked promontory high, 

With streaming heart, and cloudy brow severe, 

Mark’d ye the Father > of tlie frowning year? 

Dark vapours roll'd o’er the tempestuous sky, 

W'hen creeping Winter from his cave came forth; 

• Stern Courier of the Storm! (he cried,) what 

Froi^the North ?» 

NORTH WIND. 

■ From the vast and desert deeps, 

Where the lonely Kraken sleeps, 

Where fix’d, the icy mountains high 
Glimmer to (he twilight sky; 

Where, six lingering months to last, 

The night has closed,—the day is past,— 

Father, lr> ! I roine, 1 come: 

I have heard the wizard's drum, 

And the wither’d Lapland hag, 

Seal, with mutter’d spell, her bag: 

O'er mountains white, and forests sere, 

1 flew, and with a wink am here.* 

WINTER. 

u Spirit of unwearied wing, 

From the Rditic’s frozen main, 

From the Russ's bleak domain. 

Say, what tidings dost liiou bring?* 

* Shouts, and the noise of battle!* and again 
The winged wind blew loud a dca<lly blast; 

• Sliouts, and the noise of flattie,* the long maiu 
Seem’d with hoarse voice to answer as he past. 

The moody Soutli went by, .'ind silence kept; 

The cloudy rack oft hid his mournful mien, 

’And frequent fell the sliow’rs, as if he wept 
The eternal havoc of this mortal scene. 

He had heard the yell, and cry, 

And howling dance of Anarchy, 

Where the Rhone, with rushing flood. 

Murmur'd to the main, through blood:— 

He seem'd to wish he could for ever throw 
IJis misty mantle o’er a world of woe. 

But rousing him from his depending trance, 

Cold Euras blew his sharp and shrilling bom; 

In bis right baud he bore an icy lance, 

That far off glitter'd in llic frost of morn; 

The Old Man knew the clarion from afar, 

* Wliat from the East ?«• he cried, 

EAST WIND. 

• Shouts, and the noise of War!:* 
«< Far o’er the land hath been tny flight, 

O'er many a forest dark as night, 

* Then coiiiei the Fntbor of the Tempett forth.—T iiuhmr. 
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O’er champaijjns where the Tartar'speeds, 
O’er Wolga’s wild and piant reeds, 

O'er die Cirpathian summits hoar, 

Beneath whose snows and shadows frore, 
Poland's level lenpih iinFoMs 
Her trackless woods and wild’rinp wolds, 
J.ike a spirit, seeking rest, 

I have pass’d from east to west, ' 

Wliile sounds of discord and lament 
Hose from the earth, whete’er I went! 

I care not; htirryittp, as in scorn, 

1 shook niy lance, and blew my horu; 

The day shows clear; and merrily 
Alonp the Atlantic now I fly.» 

^Vho comes in soft and spicy vest, 

I'rom the mild rcpiotis of the West? 

An azure veil bends wavinp o’er bis head,® 

And sbow’rs of violets from his bands are shed. 

’T is Zephyr,—with a look as younp and fair 
As when bis lurid winps convok’d 
That beautiful aud penile maul 
Psyrlie, ' transported through (lie air, 

The blissful couch cf Love’s own God to share. 

Winter as'aunt! thy happard eye, 

Will sr.ire him, as be wanders by, 

Him and the timid butterlly. 

He briiips apain the luorti of Ilfay. 

Tlie l.irk, amid (he rlc.ir blue sky, 

Carols, but is not seen so liipli. 

And all the winter’s winds fly far away! 

I cried, « (), Father oFlho world, whose mi(;hc, 
The storm, the darkness, and the winds obey, 
Oil, when will thus the lonp tempestuous uijjht 
Of warfare and of woe he roll'd away! 

: Oh, when will cease the uproar and the diii, 

I And Peace breallic soft, * Summer is coininp iul’'' 


1 ON WILLIAM SOMMERS, OF lillEMHIIX. 

When will the prave shelter thy few prey hairs, 

O aped man 7 Thy sand is almost run, 

And many a year, in vain, to meet the sun, 

Tliine eyes have roll’d in darkness: want and cares 
ll.ive been tliy visitants from mom to morn. 

While, triMnblinp on existence thou dost live, 

Accept what human charity can pive; 

But htindinp thus, timc>p.ilsied, and forlorn, 

Like a scathetl oak, of all its hoiiphs bereft, 

Cod and the pravu arc thy best refupc left. 

When the bells riinp, and summer’s smilinp ray 
Welcomed apain the merry Whilsuntide, 

And all my humble villapers were pay; 

I saw ihi^ sittinp on the hiphway side, 

To feel once more the warm sun’s blessed beam: 

Didst thou then think upon thy own pay prime, 

On such a holiday, and the plad time 
When thou wert younp and happy, like .i dream 
Now perish'd? No; the murmur’d praver alone 
Rose from the tremblinp lips towards the Tlirone 

* AlladtSV to B beautiful fable of Psfciie. carried by Xepbyrto 
l« narr^^iio Cupid. 


Of Mercy; that ere sprinp return’d apain, 

And the lonp winter blew its dreary blast, 

To sweep (he verdure from tbe fadinp plain, 

Tby burden would be dropt, tliy sorrows past! 

O blind and aged man, bow’d down with cares, 

When will the grave shelter thy few grey hairs? 

mm 

THE VISION ARY; 

on THE YOUISG poet’s PAnADlSB. 

IHSCHIBED TO MRS WILMOT. 

1 urn« lillle dwnro wben the folloninn Poem was wrlttea, that a 
youn^ Poet, a most inlcreitia^ esampli) (batini; bis estremH re- 
iii;ious ineliiniholjr) of such o <haiBi-ier as 1 would di»nrilie, 
c} 04 t*d bis eyes upoo Ibis world io his sisc yeor. 1 allude to 
Henry Kirbu White. TbtiiiBb a c^nuiae Poet, yood sooio was 
bis distingufsbod liiaracteristic. 

■ Oh ! lend that lute, sweet Archimage, < to me, 

Knoiiph of rare and heaviness 
The weary lids of life depress. 

And doubly blest that gentle lieart shall be, 

That WOOS of Foesy tbe visions bl.ind. 

And strays forgetful o’er enchanted land ! 

Oil! lend that lute, sweet Archiinago, to me.» 

So spoke, with ardent look, yet eyebrow sad, 

>M)cn he had pass'd o'er many a mountain rude, 

And many a wild and weary soliiiide, 

’Mid a green vale, a wand’ring Miiistrel-lad. 

With eyes tb.it shone in soften’d flame, 

Willi wings and w.nnd, young Fancy came; 

And as she touch'd a trembling lute. 

Tile lone enthusiast stood entranced .and mute. 

It was a sound that made Ins soul forego 
All (houghb of sadness in a world of woe. 

u Oh, lend that lute'» he cried! • Hope, Pity, Love, 

Shall listen , and each valley, rock, and grove, 

Shall witness, us with deep delight 
Fiom orient morn to dewy-slculing night 
.My spirit wrapt in trance of sweetness high, 

Shall diiiik the i>eart>relL sound with (ears of ecstacy!* 

As thus he spoke, soft voices seem’d to say, 
ii Come aw.ay, come away; 

Where .shall the heart-sick minstrel stray, 

Bill (viewing all things like a dream) 

By haunted wood, or wizard stream? 

Tliat, like a liertnit weeping, 

Amid the grey stones creeping; 

With voice distinct, yet faint, 

Calls on Repose herself to hear its soothing plaint. 

• For him, romantic Solitude 

Shall pile sublime her mountains rude; 

For him, with slmdes more soft imprest, 

The lucid lake’s transparent breast 
Shall show the banks, the woods, the hill, 

More clear, more bcuiitiful, more sull. 

For him more musical sliall wave 
The pines o’er Echo's moonlight cave, 

* Cbi«f Uaglclan, or Faucy. 
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While ftounds ns of a fairy lyre 
Amid the shadowy cliffs expire!* 

• 

This valley where the raptured Minstrel stood, 

Was shaded with a clrclin(> slope of wood, 

And rich in beauty, with that valley vie<l, 

Thessalian Tempo, crown’d with verdant bay, 

W’herc smooth and clear Pcncus winds his way; 

And Ossa and Olympus, on each side, 
nise dark with woods; or that Sicilian plain 
Which Areihusa’s clearest waters lave, 

By many a haunt of Pan, and wood-nymph’s cave, 
riin(;’riu(;, and lisl’nin(' to the Doric strain 
Of him, 1 the Bard whose music nrii(>;ht « succeed 
To the wild melodies of Pan's * own reed!* 

This scene, the mistress of the valley, licid, 

Fancy, a ma{pc maid; and at her w’ill, 

Aerial caslles crown’d ilic ('loamy hill, 

Or forests l ose, or lapse of water well’d. 

Sometimes she sat with lifted eye, 

And mark'd the dark storm in the western sky; 
Sometimes she look’d, and se.irce her breath would 
dr.iw, 

As fearful things, not to he told, she t».iw; 

And somctinius, like a vision of the air, 

Ou wings of shifting light she tio.iied here and there. 

In the breeze her (•arments Ilvw, 

OF the hiiglitcst skiey blue, 

Lucid as the tints of niorn, 

When Summer trills his pipe of com: 

Her tresses to each wing descending fall. 

Or, lifted by the wind, 

Stream loose .and iinconnncd, 

Like golden threads, heneatli lier myrtle coronal. 

The Ust'ning Passions stood aloof and mute, 

As oft the west-wind touch'd her trembling lute. 

Bill when its sounds the youthful Minstrel heard, 
Strange min{»lcd feelings, not lo Imj express'd 
Bose undetined, yet blissful on his breast, 

Aud all tile soften’d scene in sweeter light appenr’il. 

Then Fancy waved lierw’and, and lo! 

An airy troop went heck'ning by: 

• (iorue from toil and worldly woe; 

Come live with us in vales remote,* they cry. 

These arc the flitting phantasies; the dreams 
That lead t)ie heait thiougli all tliat elfin land, 
Wficre half-seen shapes entice with whispers bland. 
Meantime the clouds, imprest with livelier beams. 

Boll, in the lucid track of air, 

Array’d in colour’d hredc, with semblances more fair. 
Tlie airy tioop, as on they sail, 

Thus the pensive stranger hail: 

«1u the pure and argent sky, 

* There our distant chambers lie; 

The bed is strew'd with blusliiug roses, 

When Quietude at eve reposes. 

Oft trembling lest her how’rs should Fade, 

In the cold earth’s humid shade. 


Come, rest with us,* evanishing they cried— 

■ Come, rest with u8,» ihe lonely vale replied.* 

Then Fancy beckon'd, and with Hmiling mien, 

A radiant form arose, like the f.ur Onecn 
Of Beauty : from her eye divinely hiight, 

A richer lustre sliot, » more attractive light. 

She said, « Willi r.iirei* tints I can adorn 
The living lantlscape, fairer than the morn. 

The summer clouds in shapes romantic roll'd 
And llio.He that C(l{;e the fading w'cst, like gold; 

The lake tliat sleeps in sun-liglil, yet impress'd 
Willi shadi'S more sweet tlian real, on its breast; 

Mid baffling stones, beneath a partial ray, 

The small brook liuddUiig its uneven way; 

The biucY fading hills, the silvery sea. 

And every scene of summer speaks of me: 

But most I wake the sweetest wishes warm. 

Where the fond gaze is turn'd on woman’s breathing 

forin.n 

So passing silent through a myrtle grove, 

Beauty liisc led him to the how’r of Love. 

A nicllnw light rhinugli the dim coveit stray’d, 

And opening loses canopied the shade. 

Why docs the hurrying pulse unbidden leap? 

Behold, in yonder ('lade tli.it Kym(ih asleep I 

flic heart-struck .Minstrel han|;s, with ling’ring gaze' 

O'er every charm his eye imp.ission’d strays! 

An edge of white is seen, and scarcely seen 
(As soft she breathes), her coral lifis between; 

A lambent ray stc.ils fioni ber li.ilf-rlosiMl eye, 

As her breast beaves a sbort imperfect sigh. 

« Steep, winds of summer' o’er the leafy bow’r, 

Nor move the Light bells of the nodding flnw’r; 
fiost, hut .1 sound of Stirling leaves might seem 
To break the charm of her dcliciouH dream! 

And ye, fond, rising, llirnl)hin(' ihoiigliis, away, 

Lest syren Pleasure all the soul betray!» 

Oh! turn, and listen to tlie ditty 
Fioin the lowly cave of Pity. 

Oil shmijhfer's plain, u>/u7c Falour grieves. 
There he sunk to rest, 

^Ind the ring-dove seaVerd leaves 
Upon his bleeding breast’* 

Her face was hid, while her ]>a]c arms enfold 
What seem'd an urn of alabaster cold; 

To this she prc>s'd her heavin;; bosom bare: 

The drops that gather’d in the dunk abode 
Fell dripping, on her long dishcvcll'd hair, 

And still lier tears, renew'd, and silent, flow'd; 

And when the winds of autumn ceased to swell, 

At times was beard a slow and melancholy knell! 

'T was in the twilight of the deepest wood, 

Beneath whoso bmighs (like sad Cocytus, famed 
Tlirou(;li fabling Greece, from lamentation^ named) 
A river dark and silent (low'd, there stood 
A pale and melancholy Man: intent 
His look upon that drowsy stream he bent. 


1 


' Theocrilu*. 

* MsT«navaTW dsi^Tspov aeXov emoiati.—Jdyl. i. 


' UaUefined fsetingi of ihliiQ* remoto from conmoD life. 
* From lamonttiion namixt, and loud lamcBl.-— Milion. 
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As ever couDtiag (when the fitful breeze 
With sirange and hollow sound sting through the trees) 
Counting the sallow leaves, that down the current went. 
He saw thorn not>-* 

Earth settm'd to him one universal blot. 

Sometimes, as most distemper’d, to and fro, 

He paced; and sometimes fix’d his chilling look 
Upon a dreadful book, 

Inscribed witii secret characters of woe; 

While gibb’ring imps, as mocking him, appear’d, 

And airy laughter mid the dusk was heard. 

Then Fancy waved her wand again, 

And all that valley that so lovely smiled, 

Was changed to a hare champaign, waste and wild : 
« What pale and pliantom>Iiorscman tides amain?* 

’T is Terror,—all the plain, far on, i*! spicad, 

With skulls and bones, and hndics of ihe dead! 

From his black trump lie blew a louder blast. 

And earthquakes mutter'd .is the Giitnt pasv'd. 

Then said that Magic M.iid, with aspect hland, 

K T is tliinc to seize his phantom sj^car, 

*T is thine lih sable trumpet to roinin.ind. 

And thrill the inmost heart with shuddering fear.* 

But hark! to Music's softer sound, 

New scenes, and fairer views accordant rise. 

Above, around, 

The mingled measure swells in air, and dies. 

Music, in thy charmed shell, 

What sounds of holy magic dwell? 

Oft when that shell was to the ear applied. 

Confusion of rich harmonies, 

All swelling ros^, 

That came, as with a gently^swcUing tide; 

Then at the close. 

Angelic voices seem’d, aloft, 

To answer, as it died, the cadence soft. 

Now, like the hum of distant ocean’s stream. 

The murmurs of the wond’rous concave seem; 

And now cxultingly their tones prolong 
The chorded Paeans of the choral song. 

Then Music, with a voice more wildly sweet 
TIian winds that pipe on the forsaken shore, 

W’lien tlic last rain-drops of the west are o’er, 
Warbled: « Oh, welcome to my blest retreat, 

And give my sounds to the responsive lyre: 

With me to these melodious groves retire. 

And such pure feelings share 
As, far from noise and folly, soothe thee there.* 

Here Fancy (as the prize were won. 

And now she hail’d her favourite sou) 

With energy impatient cried, 

« The weary world is dark and wide, 

Lo! 1 am with thee still to comfort and to guide. * 

• Nor f^r if, grim before thine eyes, 

Pale worldly Want, a spectre, low’rs * 

Wbat is a world of vanities 
To a world as sweet as ours? 

I 1 have j^ced Hnsie Utt, ai I tblok a perfect nnileat ear 1 b- 
pli« Ibahlgheit degree of caltlvatlOD. 


When thy heart is sad and lone, 

And loves to dwell on pleasures flown, 

When that heart no more shall bound 
At some kind Voice's well-known sound. 

My spells thy drooping languor shall relieve, 

And airy spirits touch thy lonely harp at eve.* 

■ Look!—Delight and Hope advancing 
(Music joins her thrilling notes), 

O’er tlie level lea come dancing: 

Seize the vision as it floats. 

Bright-eyed Rapture hovers o’er them, 

Waving light his seraph wings,' 

Youth exulting flies before them, 

Scattering cowslips as he sings! • 

* Come now, my car pursue,* 

The wayward Fairy cried, 

« And high amid the fields of air, 

Above the clouds, together we will ride, 

And posting on the viewless wind. 

So leave the cares of earth, and all its thoughts, behind. 
I can sail, and 1 can fly. 

To all regions of Ihe sky, 

Or the shooting meteors cuurse, 

On a winged griffin-horsc!» 

She spoke: wlien Wisdom’s self drew nigh, 

A noble sternness in her searching eye,— 

Like Pallas helm’d, and in her hand a spear 
As not in idle w.irfarc bent, but still— 

As resolute, to cope, witli every earthly ill. 

In youthful dignity severe, 

She stood;—* And shall the aspiring mind. 

To Fancy be alone resign’d ? 

Alas !• she cried, « her witching lay, 

Too often leads the heart astray. 

• Still, weak minstrel, wouldst thou rove, 

Drooping in the distant grove, 

Forgetful of all tics that bind 
Thee, a brother, to mankind? 

• Has Fancy’s feeble voire defied 
The ills to poor humanity allied? 

Can she, like Wisdom, bid thy soul sustain 
Its post of dutv in a life of pain ? 

Can she, like meek Religion, bid thee bear 
Contempt and hardship in a world of care? 

« Yet let not my rebuke decry, 

In all, her blameless witchery, 

Or from the languid bosom tear 
Each sweet illusion nourish'd there. 

■ With dignity and truth combined, 

Still may she rule the manly mind: 

Her sweetest magic still impart 
To soften, not subdue, the heart: 

Still may she warm the chosen breast. 

Not the Sovereign, but the Guest. 

Then shall she lead the blameless Muse 
Through ail her fairest, wildest views; 

To mark, amid the flow'rs of morn, 

The bee go forth with early horn; 

Or when the moon, a softer light 
Sheds on the rocks and seas of night, 
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To hear the circ1iii(r Fairy Bands 
Sin{', ‘Come unto these yellow sands. • 

Sweeter is our light than day, 

Fond enthusiast, come away f 

■ Then Chivalry again shall cull. 

The Champions to her banner’d hall!* 

« The pipe, and song, with many a mingled shout, 
Ring through the forest, as the Satyr-rout 
D.ineu round the dragon-chariot of Romance: 

Forth pricks the F.rrunl Knight with rested lance: 

Imps, D.'einons, f'ays, in antic train succeed, 

The waud’ring maiden, and the winged steed! 

The multuriiig Wiziird turns, with haggard look, 

The bloody leaves of the accursed book. 

Whilst Giants, from the gloomy castle-tow’r, 

With lifted Rats of Steel, more dreadful low’r! 

At times, the magic shall prev.iil 
Of the wild and wond rous Tale; 

At times, Iiigli rapture sliall prolong 
The deep, eniliusiastic Song! 

Hence, at midnight, Thou shalt stray, 

Where dark Ocean flings its spray, 

To hear o’er llcav’n’s resounding arch 
The Tliundcr-Gord begin his inarch! 

Or mark the flashes, that present 
Some fai'-off shatter'd monument; 

Whilst along the rocky vale, , 

Red fires, mingled with the hail, 

Run along upon tlie ground, 

And the tliiinilers deeper sound 
The loftier Aliise, with awful mien, 

Upon a lonely rock is seen ! 

Full is the eye iliat speaks the dauntless soul; 

She seems to he.'ur the gathering tempest roll 
Renc.tih her feet; Shu bids an eagle fly, 

Rreasliiig the whirlwind, llirough the dark-red sky! 

Or, with elated 10011., lifts high the spear, 

As sounds of distant buttles roll more near. 

« Now deep-husli’d in holy trance, 

She sees the Pow’rs of lloav’ii advance, 

And ‘ wheels, instinct with Spirit,' bear, 

Cod s living Chariot through tlie air— 

Now on the wings of morn she seems to rise, 

And joins the strain of more than mortal harmonies. 

a Thy heart shall beat, exulting as she sings, 

And thou shalt cry, ‘ Give me an Angel’s wings!’ 

« With sadder sound, o’er Pity’s cave, 

The willow in the wind shall wave; 

And all the iisl’ning Passions stand, 

Obedient to thy great command. 

■ With Poesy’s sweet charm imprest, 

Fancy, thus shall warm tliy breast. 

I 

' I aeed not meolton, I truit (bntioi; llio notro), the ■wild and 
wondrousn >Tbalal«:> aOboren,* lo eicelioatiy traodAlod l>y Ur 
Soibcby : Nor will any una, pcwaoMing th* b<;art of a Poei, uu«(Q(*t 
lotliHTy •Hi.h oxquiaiio romaaco* os Scott's - Lay of ihoLosiMio- 
xtr«I,» ■ Maroi ou.s and let am add, Ur Itoie'i trauslaiion of 
• Parili«oo{ie do Dlois.s 

* Ad iiiiperfscL duscriptloa of lublinity, tikea frona acbspier la 
Exodus, lo whab oaly (laadei's Music (Isroaf m £pjrpO pretead 
to do jnstioe. 


Still her smiling tniin be thine, 

Still her lovely visions shine. 

To cheer, beyond my boasted pow’r, 

A sad, or solitary hour. 

s Thus let them soothe awhile thy heart, 

* Come like shadows, so depart;* 

But never may the witching lay 
fasad ouch sense from life astray; 

For vain the Poets muse of Gre, 

Vain the magic of his lyre, 

Unless the touch subdued impart 
Truth and Wisdom to the heart!a 

WRITTEN AT CADL^NI)/ SOUTHAMPTON 

RIVER. 

INSCRIBED TO ANDREW DRDMMOND, T-'SQ. 

Iv ever Sea-maid, from her coral cave, 

Beneaih the hum of the gre.it surge, lias loved 
To pitss deligliied from her green abode. 

And, sealed on a summer hank, to sing 
No earthly music : in .a spot like this, 

The Bard might feign he heard her, as she dried 
Her golrlen hair, yet dripping from the main. 

In the slant sun-l^am. 

So the pensive Bard 

Might image, warm'd with this enchanting scene, 

Th’ ideal form; but, though such liiings are not, 
lie, who has ever felt a thought reGned; 

He, who has wander’d on the sc.*! of life, 

Forming delightful visions of a Home, 

Of beauty and repose;—He, who has loved, 

With Glial warmth, his country, will not pass 
Without a look of more than tenderness 
On all the scene; from where the pensile birch 
Rends on the bank, nmid tbe cluster'd group 
Of the dark hollies; to the woody shore 
That steals dimiuish’d, to the distant spires 
Of Hampton, crowning the long lucid wave. 

White iu the sun, bctiealh the forest-sh.’idc, 

Full shines the frequent sail, like Vanity, 

As she goes onward iu her glittering trim. 

Amid the glances of life's transient morn, 

Calling on all to view her I 

Vcetis> there, 

That slopes its green-sward to the lambent wave. 

And show’s tlirougii softest haze its woods and domes, 
With grey St Catharine’s^ creeping to the sky, 

Seems like a modest fair, who charms the more, 
Concealing half her beauties. 

To the East, 

Proud, yet complacent, on its subject realm. 

With masts innumerable throng'd, and hulls 
Seen mdislinct, but foimidahle, mark, 

Albion's vast Fleet, that, like tlie impatient storm, 
Waits hut the word, to thunder and Hash death 
On him, who d.ires approach, to violate 
The shores and living scenes that smile secure 
Beneath its dragon-watch! 

t A beiHtlful seat of Beary DreBBoad, Mq. 
a Tbe fete of Wisht. 

a Tbe bighett slow ly-riilng eBiaeace ie dw I»Ie of Wight, laea 
from tbe River. 
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Long may they smile! 
And long, majestic Albion (while the sound 
From East to West, from Albis> to the Po, 

Of dark contention hurtles,) mayst thou rest, 

As calm and beautiful this sylvan scene 
Looks on the relluent wave that steals below. 

ON A LANDSCAPE, 

PAINTF.D BT MISS COWARD, OP BATH. 

How lovely shines the Pictured Scene, array’d 
As with the hues of nature, hills and woo<ls, 

And ocean-stream remote! The bro.id brown oak 
Stretches his ancient arm^, and length of btiadc, 

High o’er the nearer glens ; and the wild .i.sh. 

Hangs wavering on the upland croft, whose ridge, 

Wiih distant slicep, amid the goss nn<l fern, 

Is dotted : gleams of momentary light 
Shoot o’er the long-retiring sands, and fall 
Direct upon the halticmeiit and tow'rs, 

Of Carey’s* inould’ring Castle; the low sliore 
Stretching far on its level line, reveals 
Thesilvcr-shiniiig main, that spreads })eyond, 

To the pale ray of tnoniing; through those hills. 

On either side blue-op’ning, the dim sails 
IJang, as departing: one, with partiallight 
Touch’d, ere it fades j the other looks a speck. 

Which the first airy spleen would tlissipate, 

So brief and evanescent seems its shade. 

So charms the lucid Landscape! oh, when life 
Was new, 1 thoiiglit the smiling world was such, 

So sweet, so softly shadow’d! Fiincy then 
Call'd up all pleasant scniblnncus, that shone 
In the aerial distance, and the eye 
Of young poetic Rapture, as it glanced 
From scene to scene, in vernal beauty gay, 

Saw only, in this weary world, the smile 
Of peace, and love’s sweet sunshine. 

As the Child,^ 

Th.it play’d in summer by a devious stream, 

Enticed by bcck'ntng Fairies from his path,^ 

> Tlifi KIbc. 

* View—^arey^^tlle, Pembrolceihire. 

> Tho 4‘iirioua morjr whirU I bovo eadsavoitreii lo ap|>Iy. niay >>o 
foaod tn Giraliius Canlirentiit.—See Sir Rilhard IIoabe'ii Truffjt/a- 
tion, Vol. I, p. iSR. 

* The followin,' la the curlou* tale of aRpurtlllion olliidod lo : 

* A youth of twelve years old ran awuy, and bid hiinitelf undrr 
thubolluw bank of a river; and after famint; in that aitiiaiion lor 
two dayi, two Ultla men. of pi({iBy stature, appeared lo him, siiy- 
Ibr. ‘if you will tximewithns, we will lend you into acoonliy full 
of delijjlits and sports.' AiieniinR and risioR np, ha t. Ilowed his 
Rnidcs through a path, at Krsi lalilerranenns and dark, into a most 
beaulifut i-ouniry, adorned with rivers and mindowv, woods uud 
plains, but obscure and not ilinminuied with th • riill lj{>lii of the 
sno. As often as they retarnud rroin nur upper heiniiphere, they 
raprobaiid our anibiiion, intideluie*, aud inu>n«iaocies. The boy 
froqueutly returned to our hemisphere, soiociiines by tlm wny he 
had brst gone, sonetiuies by unotber. at hrst in rnaapnny wiib 
other persous, snd uftorwardt aloue, and made biinsetf kimwn only 
to his noihur, declaring to her the ntunnurs, euttire, and sliitu of 
that people. Bi*idr desired by her to bring a present of roIJ, with 
WbItA that region abounded, he stulu, while at play with ibo kiiig's 
ton, the gulden ball with which be uscil to divert Inmself, and 
hnM|bt It to bis mother in great husle ; and when lie re.ii bed the 
doer of hia father’s hunse, but not unpursued, and was unterin;; it 
la a fsaat harry, bia foot stumbled on tlte threshold, aud Inllmg 
dowa late the room whore hla mother was sitting, the two pigmies 


Who said, « Come follow us, and wc will show 
Scenes beautiful, and rarejn lie follow’d them, 

Tlii'ough siihterrancous windings, dark and strange, 
Till now they btiw a country, fairer far 
Than tliis Terrene: a pale and peaceful light 
Sat on the volt's, more clear titan of the moon. 

And softer than the sun’s: aerial youths 
With golden •> ti esses like the morn,» he hail'd 
His fellows! u Here, I wilt for ever livc,» 
j He cried, 1 1 love not the sad earth I left; 

Re this sweet land iny home.* So day by day, 

He sought that land of shadows, till eL<ile, 

One morn, he told to Matron Truth the tale, 
u And bring,» she sternly cried, ■ (for I would know 
If true or false thou spcak’si,) from that strange land 
Some token.* By ihc secret path he sought 
The vale of fairies, and at setting sun, 

Rroiight in his hand a golden bull, .and sliow’d 
Delighted: when the unsubstantial toy 
At once fell from his grasp, and while loud laughs 
Of unseen imps were heard, he stood abash’d, 

And s:iw the treasure vanish’d, and (he eye 
Of Truth more stern. He sought in vain, at morn, 

The well known-palli, by (he same river’s side; 

But every trace w.is lust, and the wild way 
For ever hid from mortal search! 

So fares 

The fond and youthful vot’ry, in the realm 
Of g.ay Imagination !^Ix>ve, and Hope, 

Buoyant and bright, are his associates then. 

All fairy children ; and his hc.irl iss.id, 

When on (he real tils of this hard world 

He thinks.-He woes poor Fancy's imagery, 

And when indignant Truth, with stern rebuke 
Appears, he looks around, and they arc gone! 

So seem’d the scene to me, and so the toys 
Of early Fancy shone, wlien this wiile world, 

I thought all loveliness, and deck'd with hues 
Soft as this Pictured Scene ! 

These things were dio.xins 
Brief shadows of a solidary hour, 

No more:—for ill beseem’d ii, in a world, 

Where we iiiusi blru{'|jle li.ird, speil-buund to sit 
And image air) iikelilioods, and forms 
riiat fade, ere we can say they are; and lose, 

So idly lose, the dignity of Tiulh, 

Of Virtue, and of Manhood. Elvj indeed 
The poor Enthusiast, till his hairs were grey, 

Miglit still he dreaming by a summer brook, 

Jn ruminating fancy, gend’ring forms, 

hike countless inst'cls, of distcmper’<l tliouglits, 

That Wisdom, waking fioni her somhrous trance, 
Would brush away. 

Therefore such things I loved, 

But loved them as companions of an hour, 

Lonely, or sad, forgoticu in tlie crowd. 

•eueJ the liali which boJ JrApped from hi* band, aod depnrltid, 
•IiowIdr the boy uvnry mark of conteiupi uod dcriaioa, Oo re- 
nnvrriRR from bia fall, coDfoiindud with khiime, aod (‘xerrallng ibe 
uvil cflumwl of bta moiber, bo roturiicd by ihu uiual truck to the 
■ulilcrniDeoasroed, bat found noappeoranre of uny powuRe, though 
ho searched tor It ou ibu banks of the river for near the space of a 
yuar.*—Sit R. Hoaes's Trautlatlom of (iiral4»». 
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Slill they were near my heart, and still mine eye 
Sought every charm of nature ,* every light * 
That deck'd her forests, and each ev'ning scene. 
When west away the crimson clouds were hung, 
Seem’d like a tender thought. 

Therefore I prize,- 

Though all romantic visions long have down, 
Which never when they flatter’d most, deceived, 
Yet wearied oft with many a sight and sound 
Of Kiidiicss in the living world, 1 prize 
A view like this—^s beautiful, ns still— 

And pray that peace and happiness may wail 
Thy latest years, fair Artist, whose nice touch 
lias thus in softest light array’d a scone. 

That Happiness and Peace, might wish their own. 


THR LAST SONG OF CAMOKNS. 

INSCIITBEU TO LOUD VISCOOXT STRANCFORO. 

The morning shone on Tagus’ rocky side; 

And airs of summer Mvcll’d the yellow tide, 

When rising ftoni liis nielanclioly bed. 

And Faint, an<l feebly by Antonio ‘ led, 

Poor Camoeiis, subdued by want and woe, 

Along the winding maigin wander’d slow. 

His Harp, that uiice could each warm feeling move. 

Of patriot glory, or of lendcrest Jove, 

His sole and sable friend^ (while a f<iint tone 
Rose from the wires) placed by a mossy stone. 

How beautiful the sun ascending shines, 

From ri<l{'e to ridge, along Ihe purple vines! 

How pure tlie a/iirc of the op’ning skies' 

How resonant the nearer rock replies 
To call of early mariners! and, harkl 
The distant whistle from yon parting hark, 

That down the channel as serene she strays, 

Her grey sail mingles with the morning haze, 

Bound to (iXplorc, o’er Ocean’s stormy reign, 

New lands that lurk amid the lonely main ! 

A transient fervour touch'd the Old Man's breast,— 
lie raised liis eyes, so long hy earc deprest. 

And wliiie they shone with momentary fire, 

Ardent he struck the long-forgotten lyre. 

K From Tagus* yellow-sanded shore. 

O'er the billows, us tlicy roar, 

O’er the blue sea, waste and wide, 

Our bark threw back the hurniiig tide, 

By northern breezes cheerly borne. 

On to tlic kingdoms of lltc morn ! 

Bianco, whose cold shadow vast 
Chills the Western wave, is past! 

, • Huge Bojador, frowning high, 

Thy dismal terrors wc defy! 

But who may violate the sleep. 

And silence, of the sultry deep; 

* The fsliliral Indiao who ailendoJ him In all hU torrowt, a 
aallvo of Java. 

* Antonio, ■ who alnm ihrou0b LUbon, and at <bored 

tba prodaco with hii broken-hearted master.*—STKANGFoao’a Pre¬ 
face. 


Where beneath th' intenser sun,' 

Hot showers descend, red lightnings run? 
Whilst all the pale expanse beneath, 

Lies burning wide, without a breath j 
And at mid-day from the mast. 

No shadow on the deck is cast! 

Night hy night, still spcii the same, 

Strange lights along the cordage flame, 
Perhaps, the Spirits of the Good,> 

That wander this fonwiken Hood, 

Sing to the seas, as slow we float, 

A solemn and a holy note! 

■> Spectre 3 of the Southern Main, 

Thou harr’st our onward way in vain, 
Wrapping the terrors of tliy form. 

In (he Thundci'’s rulling storm! 

Fearless o’er th’ indignant tide, 

Oil to the East our galleys ride, 

wTriumphl—For the toil iso’er— 

We kiss the far-sought Indian shore! 
Glittering to (he orient ray, 

The Banners of (lie Cross display. 

■ Docs my heart exulting bound? 

Alas 1 forlorn, I gaze around: 

Feeble, poor, and old, I stand, 

A stranger in my native land. 

«My sable slave—(ah, no! my only friend. 
Whose steps upon iny ruggetl path attend—) 

Sees, but with tenderness that fears to speak, 

The tear that furrows down my aged cheek! 

My harp is silent,—famine shrinks mine eye,— 

‘ Give me a little food for charity !‘» ♦ 


MELODIES OF REMEMBRANCE. 

INSCRIBED TO THE AUTHOR OP THE «• PLEASURES OF 

MEMORY. •» 


Quo deaidorio velcm revocaiaui nmorr* ? 

I oacd noi. perbapi, tsy (ai tbo lltio Import* ft) that ibo fbHowing 
were wrilteo Id early Yoatb. 

Yes! I have wisli’d that one, like thee. 

If such the world could often send, 

Might place a tender trust in me. 

And think I was indeed a friend I 

1 would not praise her vermeil cheek. 

Her smile of youth, her eye of fire; 

Nor trembling, when 1 could not speak, 

Gaze with tumultuous fond desire. 

' Groiiinc tbo Line. 

* Li|;bl* callud by the PortaEueie • Carpo Sanetv'$t" aappoied to 
bo (ho Spirit* of Saint*, hovenan ou tbo abroud*. 

* The terrifle Pbantom of (ho Capo, describud ) y (^moen*. 

* t^nmoons, tbo ifreat Poet of Portu(;a|, I* luppoted to have ffono 
to the Easl-lndiei in the same *hlp with the lir*t Ditcoveror, round 
tfae t^pe of Good-Hope, Vasoo de Gnma. Thia I* not the ca*e. 
tboai;b be wrote (be noble (loem deacriptive of the voye^. He went 
to Indio iooo year* afterward*, but ih j j'eneral Idea i* lufRcieot for 
poetical purpoae*. Ill* aubaequent aorrowaand poverty, In bia na¬ 
tive land, are well known. 
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But I would look to Hea/n, and pray, 

Tliat every mom with joy might shine, 
And « AngcU,» when in peace site lay, 

■ Might bleu her with a love like mine!*) 


Vain hodings cease! hush every sigh! 

]t is her smile, her hand,-her voice! 

B Roioircl* with beating heart I cry;-~- 
4t God only knows how we rejoice !• 


Oh! could my wannest prayers prevail, 
Health, and Hope, and Joy, were thine; 
To bid no griefs that heart assail. 

Would be the pride, the bliss of mine. 

Then only breathe one pray'r for me, 
That far away, where’er 1 go, 

The heart that would have hle<l for thee, 
May feel, through life, no other woe. 


Ah, no! forgive the vain, intruding thought, 

And let me, • • • •,! love thee as I ought: 

Love thee with warmth no language can express, 
With ecstasy, subdued by tenderness ! 

Love thee v/ith fervent fricnddiip, that would bear. 
All griefs ithetf, so thou wert free from care! 

Love thee with honour, hy each action shown. 

That iield thy peace far dearer than my own ! 


How shall I see those pleaSiint fields again, 

When I shrill mils, where’er mine eyes I bend, 
The look, the smile, of that beloved friend, 

Who made tliis world, so oft a world of pain. 

To me, oh, mure than h.ippyl—ICvcry scene 
Was here familiar, from lifc'searlv mbrn. 

The trees, the tow’r, the cliff, the hill-top thorn; 

And, long-aeeiistorn'd on my arm to lean, 

I oft have heard her suv, (hat «search around 
The earth, no spot more blissful could be found.» 

Thy path is now beyond those fading hills. 

And many a fear my anxious bosom fills, 

Which F.incy shapes in solitude' hut yet,— 

1 know thy wa* in and honest heart replies, 

(A tear of accusation in tliine eyes) 

« Oil! can I ever these or ihce forget 
Well! he thou happy! hut I fear, the day 
Will come, when 1 with acliing heart sh.ill say 
(Watching the melancholy show’rs of eve), 

• W’hy didst thou ever these green valleys leave'* 


1 SHiLL look back, when on the main, 
Back to my native isle. 

And almost think 1 hear .again 
Thy voice, and view thy smile. 

But many days m.ay pass away, 

Ere 1 again shall see 
Amid the young, the fair, the gay,— 

One who resembles thee. 

Yet when the pensive thought shall dwell, 
On some ideal maid. 

Whom Fancy’s pencil pictured well, 

And touch'd with softest shade; 

The imaged form I shall survey. 

And pausing at the view, 

Recall thy gentle smile, and say, 

• Oh, such a maid 1 knew!» 


Why seems my heart oppress’d and cold, 

And why do fears unbidden start. 

When 1 approach the scenes that hold. 

The only treasure of my heart 7 

Perhaps she may have breathed my name, 

In solitude, when node could hear; 

Or thought, in alisencc loved the same. 

Of all my fortunes, with a tear. 

Ah, since my feet so far have ranged, 

Pale sickness may have mark4.*d her cheek; 

And I may see her looks, how changed, 

'’i ^ But never-never hear her speak! 

n« renilvr mf ;>l8oe mnj name be like» boat, with the exception 
of^loe. Orlfa, or Dorotby 1 


THE SYLPH OF SUMMER ; 
on, AIR. 

A'S INVOCATION. INSGIUOnn TO W. SOTHROY, L’SQ. 

^The folloi^inQ wus vrrttien ai pan of a projected Poem on the 
•• CLKavsTs,* —\ia, Eahtm, (''lar, WAtra. The suhjeci i« !d 
eiory rfApoci iiipahin nf iliu higlicAl ptietitnl ornament. 1 luave 
it to abler nriters, baviu{j cIobihI my book for ever.] 

■ God said, let there l>o light, and there was light !> ■ 

At once the glorious Sun, at bin command, 

; From space illimitahie, void and dark, 

' Sprung jiihilanr, and angel Hierarchies, 

Whose long Hosannah peal'd from oib to orb. 

Sung, Glory be to Thee, God of all worlds! 

Then beautiful, the ball of this Terrene 
Roll’d in the beam of fiist-created day, 

And all its Elements obey’d the voice 
Of Him, (he great (Creator; Air, and Fire, 

Aud Earth, and Water; each its ministry 
Perform'il, while (>)iaoH from his ebon throne 
heap’d up; and so magnificent, and deck’d, 

Anti mantled in its ambient atmosphere. 

The living world began its state! 

To Tlice, 

Spirit of Air I I lift the vent'rous song. 

Whose viewless presence fills the living scene, 

Whose element ten lliousaml thousand wings 
Fan joyous; o’er whose fields the morning clouds 
Ride high; whose rule the lightning-shafis obey, 

And the deep thunder's long-carceriiig marclt! 

The Winds too are thy subjects; from the breeze, 
That like a child upon a holiday 
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On the hiph mountain's van pursues the down 
Of the grey tliistle, ere the autumnal show'r . 

Slnnis soft, and mars his pastime; to the King 
Of Hurricanes, that sounds liis mighty shell. 

And bids Tornado sweep the Western world. 

Sylph uf the Summer Oale, to thee 1 call! 

0 come, when now gay June is in her car, 

Wafting the breath of roses, as she moves, 

Oome to tins garden how’r, which 1 have hung 
With (endrits, and the fragrant eglantine, 

And mandrake, rich with many-mantling stars. 

'T is pleasant, wlien thy breath is on the leaves 
W'ithoiit, to rest in this emhowering shade. 

And mark the green Hy, circling to and fro, 

<)’er the still water, with his dragon wings 
Shooting from bank to hank, now in quick turns, 
Then swift athwart, as is the gu/er’s glance, 
Puisuing still his mate; they, with delight, 

As if they moved in morris, to the sound 
Amiisivc of this ever-dripping riH, 

Now in advance, now in retreat, now round, 

Dart through their mazy rings, and seeiii to say 
0 The Summer and the Sun arc ours.» 

but thou, 

Sylph of the Summer Gale, delay awhile 
Thy airy lliglit, whilst here Francesca leans, 

And, charm'd hy Ossian’s harp, seems in the breeze 
<1 To lipur Malvina’s plaint;* thou to her car 
Come iinperreived, u like music of tlic song, 

» From (jona’s vale of streams;* then with tlic hec. 
That sounds his horn, busied from flow’r to llow’r. 
Speed o’er the yellow meadows, breathing ripe 
Their summer mrense; or amid the furze, 

Tii.it paints with bloom intense the upland crofts, 
With momentary essence tinge thy wings; 

Or in the grassy lanes, one after one. 

Lift light the nodding foxglove’s purple bell. 

'I hence, to the distant si;a, and where the flag 
Hangs idly down, without a wavy (‘iirl, 

Thou hover o'er the topmast, or extend 
The full and (lowing main-sail: «« Steadily,» 

The lielmsman cries, as now thy breath is heard 
Among the stirring coinage o’er his head, 

• So, steadi]y,» lie cries, as right he steers ; 
a Speeds our proud ship along the world of waves.* 

Sylph, may thy fav'ring breath more gently blow, 
More gently round the temples, and the check. 

Of Him, who, leaving home and friends behind, 

In silence musing on the rail-way leans. 

And watches every passing shade lliat marks 
The southern Channel’s fast-rcliimg line; 

Then, as the ship rolls on, keeps a long look 
Fix’d on llic Icss'ning Lizard,' the last point 
Of that delightful country, where he left 
All his fond hopes behind: it lessens still, 

Still,—still it lessens, and now disiippears. 

He turns, and only secs the waves that rock 
Boundless'.—Uow many anxious morns shall rise 
How many moons shall light the farthest seas, 

O’er what new scenes and regions shall he stray, 

' Tbe latt polot of CorDwaU. 


A weary man, still thinking of his home, 

Ere he again that shore shall view, and greet 
With blissful thronging hopes and starting tears, 

Of heartfelt welcome, and of warmest love! 

Perhaps, ab !—never!—So didst thou go forth, 

My poor lost Orotlier!'—— 

Tlie airs of morning, as entU-ing, phy’d, 

And gently round (lice, and their whisperings 
Might soothe (if aught could soothe) a boding heart; 
For thou wert hound to visit scenes of deatli, 

^''here tlic sick gale (alas, unlike the breeze 
That bore the gently-swelling sail along) 

Was tainted with the hre.itli of Pestilence, 

Who smote the silent camp, and night and day, 

S.it mocking on the piilritl carc.is.scs.— 

Thou too didst perUl)!—As the South-West blows, 

Thy hones, pcrli.ip.s, now whiten on the coast 
Of old Alg.irv.i.^ I, meantime, these shades 
Of vlll igo solitude (hoping, erewdiile, 

Fn welcome thee, from manv a toil restored) 

Still dock, and now thy empty iirn^ alone 
I meet, whete, swaying in the summer gale. 

The willow whispers in my evening walk. 

Sylph, in thy aity rohe, I sec thcc float, 

A r.tinhow o’er thv head, and in thy hand 
The migic instrument,! that as thy wing 
(fiueid, and p-iinied like the hiit'crfly's) 

Waves to and from, most miisically rings. 

Sometimes in jovance, ns the H.minting leaf 
Of ttie white popl.ir, somotim>;s sad and slow, 

As bearing pensive airs from Pity’s grave. • 

Soft cliihl of Air' thou tondest on his sstay, 

As gentle Artel at the bidding hies 
Of mightv Prospern; vet other winds 
Throng to his wizard best, inspiring some, 

Some mel.incholy, and vet soothing much 
The drooping wanderer in the fading copse; 

Some Irrnhie, with solitude, and death 
Attciidiini on their m.irch the wild Simoom,^ 

Hiding on whirling spires of burning sand. 

That move along the Nubian wihlcrness, 

.And bury dc'cp the silent carav.in:— 

Monsoon, up-sl.iriing from his half-year sleep. 

Upon the vernal slinres of Indostan, 

And tempesting with sounds of torrent rain, 

And hail, the d.irk’ning main:—and red Samccl 
Rl.isting, and wiih’ring, like a rivell’d leaf, 

The pilgiim, as he roams:—’•irocco® sad, 

That pants till summer, on the cloudless shores 
Of f.iinr P.irtlienope.l—Deep in the mine* 

Oft linking 'mid the lurid windings damp, 

The gli.istly fiend dial blous, when the pale light 
Quivers, and leaves die gasping wretch to die:— 

* Dr Henry Bowles, on ibe nie-licil staff, seat to Gibraltar daring 
tbe pi-stileotiui ieTcr tbt.re. 

* Soulb ooost ori'ortuftnl. 

* An urn U orected to his memory In Bromhill Gaidmi. 

^ ^iian liarp. 

* Simoom. Sameel, destructive winds in the desert of Asia.—See 
Baora, etc. 

* A wind ihat I* pariinnlarly fait at Naptei, Indncing extreme 
dajei'iion.—See Swinooniia, 

^ Naplua, * Dmups In mines. 
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Tlie imp/ that when the liollow curfew knoUs» 
Wanders the misty marish, ligliting it 
At night, with errant anil fantastic llame: 

Spirit of Air, these are thy ministers, 

That wait thy will; but thou art all in all, 

And dead without thee were the flow'r, the leaf, 
The waving forest rivell’d, the great sea 
Still, the lithe birds of lieav'n eatinct, and ceased 
The soul of melting music. 

This fair scene 

Lives in thy tender touch, for so it si‘ems; 

Whilst universal nature owns thy sway,—* 

From the mute insect on the summer pool, 

That with long cohweb legs (firm as on earth 
The ostridge skims) flits idly to and fro, 

Making no dimple, on the wat’ry mas.s, 

To the huge (jrainpns, spouting, as he rolls, 

A cataract, amid the cold cIlmt sky, 

And furrowing far and wide the northern deep. 

Tliy presence permeates and fills the whole* 

As the poor hulter/ly, that painted gay, 

Wiih mealy wiii([s, red, amher, white, or dropp’d 
With golden stains, floats o’er the yellow corn, 
Idly, as bent on pastime, while the morn 
Smiles on his devious voyage; if incloseil 
In the exhausted piLson, ^ wliencc thy hreath 
With suction slow i.s drawn ; lie feels tin; change 
Ilnwdiic! in palsied inanition drops ! 

Weak flags his weary wing, and weaker yet: 

Ills frame with tremulous roniiilsinn move's, 

A moment, and the next is still in death. 

* 

So were tlic great and glorious world itself; 

The tenants of its continents, all ceased ! 

A wide, a motionless, a putrid w.iste, 

Its Seas! IJow droops the languid mariner, 

hen not a hri;ath, along the heavy main, 

Strays on the sultry surface as it sleeps ; 

When far away the winds arc flown, to dasli 
The congregated ocean on the Oipc 
Of Soiilliern Africa, leaving, the while, 

The Hood's vast surface, noiseless, wavcicss, wluic, 
ficneatli Mosamhic's Jong-rcfleclcd woods, 

A gleamy mirror, spread from east to west, 

Where the still ship, as on a bed of glass. 

Sits motionless. Awake, ye hurricanes. 

Ye winds, that harrow up the wintry waste. 
Awake! for Thunder in liis sounding car, * 
Fl.ishing thick lightnings from the rolling wheels, 
And the red volley, charged with insLint death, 
W’ere music to this ling'ring, sick’ning calm. 

The same eternal sunshine; still,—all still,— 
WiUiout a vapour, or a sound. 

If thus. 

Beneath the burning breathless atmosphere, 

Faint Nature sick’ning droop; who shall ascend 
The height, where silence, since the world began. 
Has sat on Chimborazo’s liighcst peak, 

A thousand toisuso'er the cloud's career. 

Soaring in finest stlier 7 Far Mow, 

He sees the mountains burning at his feet, 

^ Ignis fttam, c^aonly cnlled lack o Lsatsm. 

» Air^««p> 


Whose smoke ne'er reach’d his forehead: never there, i 
Though the black whirlwind shake the distant shores, 

I The passing gale has murmur’d ; never there, 

I The eagle's cry lias echo’d ; never there 
Tlie solitary Condor's weary wing 
Hath yet ascended. 

Let the rising thought 
Beyond the confines of this vapoury vault 
Re lifted, to the boundless void of space, 

How dread, how infinite! where other worlds, 

Ten million and ten million leagues aloft, 

In other precincts with their shadows roll. 

There roams the sole erratic Comet, borne 

Willi lightning speed, yet twice three hundred years 

Its destined course accomplishing, 

Tlien whirl'd, 

Far from th’ attractive orb of central fire, 

R.ick ilirougli the dim and infinite abyss. 

Dread flaming Visitant! ere thou return, 

Empires may rise and fall; the palaces, 

That shone on earth, may vani.sli like the dews 
Of morning, scarce illumined ere they fly. 

Dread flaiiiiiig Visitant! who that pursues 
Thy long and lonely voy.ige, e'en in thought 
(Till thought itself seorri in the effort lost). 

Rut treinbliiigiy exclaims, « Tufrr is a God:- 
« There is a Gon, who lights ten thousand suns, < 
llottnd which revolve worlds wheeling amid worldn. 

11c launch’d thv voyage through the vast abyss, 

He hears his universe, through nil its orbs. 

As with one voice, proclaim, 

TaEiiE IS A God 1» 

Lifted above this dim diurnal sphere, I 

So Fancy, rising with her theme, ascends, , 

And voy.iging ill* illimitable Void, 

Where f!nniets flame, sees other worlds and suns 
F.mcrgc, and on this earth, like a dim speck, 

Looks down : nor in the wonderful and vast 
Of the dread scene magnificent, she views 
Alone, th’ Almighty Ruler, but the web 
Tli.it shines in summer time, and only seen 
In the slant sunbeam, wakes a moral tlioiiglil. 

In autumn, when the thin long spider gains 
The leafy bush’s top, he from his seat, 

Shoots the soft filament, like threads of air, ^ 

Scarce seen, into the sky, and thus sustain’d. 

Boldly asi’unds into the breezy void, 

Dependent on the trembling line he wove, 

Insidious, and ui^nt on scenes of spoil 
And Death:—So mnuiilsAmbition, and aloft, 

On his proud summit, meditates new scenes 

' Filed atiira. 

* Alr^llirundi, (n nolurRl history, a name Qhen to the loan Hla« 
rnents so fminenilj seen in auianu, shooiin;, about ilio air. These 
threads aro the work of spiders, es}>ecl»liy of that spot ies unlled the 
LniiiftrQ ;ed Fiold-Spldor; which, huvinj* mounted totheiiimmit 
of a hush or tree, darts from Its tall several of these tiiroads, till 
one it produced capable of supporting the creaiiire in the air : on 
Ibis it innonts in qnest of prejr, and fre<|uently rises to a very con- 
sidemhle height. Nor does the spider that lifts thus raised liielf, 
descend by ihe same thread; it often winds that np. and darts oat 
another more or lets long, as the creature intends a higher or lower 
fliglit.—J^Af/eitytAtrof Dietlonnry. 
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of plunder and dominion, till tlie breeze 
Of fortune change, that blows to empty air . 

Ilis feeble frail support, and once again 
Leaves him a reptile, struggling in the dust! 

Rut what the world itself, what, in his view, 
\^'hosc dread Omnipotence is over all ? 

A twinkling air-llircad in the vast of space. 

And what the works of that proud insect, Man? 

Ilis Sldiisoleiims, Fanes, and Pyramids, 

Frown in the dusk of long*revolving years, 

While generations, ns they rise, auci drop, 

Each following each, to silence and to dust, 

Point as they pass, and say, • It was a God * 

That made tliem :• hut nor date, nor name, 
Oblivion shows ; cloud only—rolling on. 

And wrapping darker, as it rolls, the works 
Of Man ! 

Now raised on Contemplation's wing, 
The blue vault, fervent willi uiinuinbcrM stars, 
lie ranges : speeds, as with an angel’s (light, 

From orb to orb; sees distant suns illume 

Tile lioundless space, then bends bis head to earth, 

So poor is all be knows! 

O'er sanguine fields 

Now rides be, arm'd and crcstetl like the God 
Of fable<t buttles : where be points, pale Death 
Strides over weltering carcases, nor leaves,— 

Out still a horrid sliadow, step by step, 

Stdks mocking after liim, till now tlie noise 
Of rolling nccl.imation, and the shout 
Of imillilnde oil niullitude, is past: 

The scene of all iiis triiimplis, wormy Earth 
(iloses upon his perisliahlc pride, 

I'ur «( dust he is, and shall to dust return!« 


The labour d hind strews here and there a crumb 
From Ilis brown bread; then heedless of the winds 
That blow without, and sweep the shiver’d snow, 
Secs from his broken tube the smoke ascend. 

On an inverted burrow, as in slate, 

He siU, though poor, the monarch of the scene. 

As pondering deep the garden’s future slate, 

Ills kint'dom; tlie rude instruments of deaih. 

Lie at his feet, fashion’d with simple skill, 

I With which he hopes to snare the prowling race. 
The mice, rapacious of his veriul hopes. 

So seated, on the spring he ruminates. 

And solemn as a Sophi, > moves nor hand, 

Nor eye, till Imply some more vcnl'rous bird 
(The crumbs exhausted tli.it he lately sirew'd 
Upon tlie gmundsil), with often dipping beak, 
And sidelong look, as asking Larger dole, 

Comes trotting to bis feet: and say, ye great, 

Yc miglily monarclis of this earthly scene, 

I \\ li,tt nobler views can clev.ile the heart 
; Of a proud Patriot King, than thus to chase 
I The bold r<ip.icious spoilers from the field, 

And with nil eye of merciful regard, 

To look on humble worth, wet from the storm, 
i And chill’d by indigence. 

I Rut thoughts like these, 

111 suit the radiant Summer’s rosy prime, 

And the snll temper of the calm blue sky. 

Thu sunny show'r is past; at iiiterv.ils 
Silent and soft the drops descend : and mark, 
Upon the blue b.ink of yon western cloud, 

Tli.it looms ilirert ag.iinst tb’ emerging orb, 

IIuw bright, how beautiful the rainbow hues 
Steal forth ! how stately bends the colour’d arcli 
Aliove the IiilU, and tinging at its font 


I The me.id and trees! Fancy might think young Hope 
Dili . Conscienre,. a small voice from Ileav’n roplica, ’’■'"‘s f"*- •‘”<1 w'l'' vye 


. Conscienro shall moot him in anolher world... I *■'' ■>1“. “nJ 

\\eeping to sec it fade, as all her dreams 

• Let Man then walk, meek, liumhlc, pure, and just, 

Thouirh meek, yet dignified, though bumble, raised, t , 

ci e’ I I . 1 . These, O Air! are but the toys, 

Tlie Heir of Life and Irnmorialily: i . ^ 

^ . , • I- Cl 11 I . _ u 1 li.it sumclimes deck thy fairy element; 

Conscious that 111 this awful world he stands, ^ ^ 

,, , 1 • ; So oft the eye ohsi*iv.int loves to tr.icc 

lie only of all living things, otd.iin u, '’,. 1,1 » .1 r 

, . ^ I i* I .n r* I I 1 he colour's, and the shadows, anti the forms, 

To I link, and know, and feel, riiESB IS A God !» 1 . .1 .. 

’ ’ * Tli.at w.imIcT o cr the vgeniig .timoi.pliere. 

a. 1 _ . r i«„ See, Ml the E-ist, ilio rare Parhelia ^ shine 

Child of the Air! though most I love to hear , . , ■ 1 

, ,V I .1 c •..« In mimic ghiiy, and so seem to mock 

Thy Hciille summons whisper, when the Spring, n i .1 1 i\ 

: nil, (Kixd p.irallel to the ascending orb) 

At the hrsl carol of the villiige l.iik, ) 1 , .1 « 

. I 1 •! 1 ... Tile maicsty, tlie splendour, and the form, 

Looksout and smiles, or June IS in her car; , . , ^ r! . . 

Not undehBhlfol i» H'c purer air Of 'I ';s‘rious Lord of Day, wl.o cl.ecm 

In Winter, »l.cn ll.c kem Nortl.-East is l.iph. The world, with liBl.t and l.cal. Tl.e llnlo-r.DU 

When Frost f.int!istic his cold garl.md weaves 
Of hritllc llow-rs, or soft-snccoc.hn„ snows 

Gather without apace, and heavy load ^ Siijht-Liehts shoot» 

File herry d sweet-brier, clinging to my pane. 

’i’he black-bird, llieii, that marks the riitldy pods ‘ Till® of ilie Penitn Eni,>eror. 

i» , , .11 •! Bnniv » AIhjui ten oVIoclk in lb® ojorDinK, I iDw, after an Anrort Bn> 

Peep Ihrouel. the snow, thouijh silent is his soon, , .i,e,„,,, l,. 

Yet, pressd by cold and liuugcr, ventures near. about three quurivra of an hour afterwanli, I wmt to view the 

licaveDt, and found the oppearance noinplcte;—I mean two ptaio 
The Robin-group familiar muster round Parhelia, or mork-«un«, tolerably briitbt end dutinn, Jo ibuiwo 

The garden-shed, where at his dinner set, iiueraeeiiona of a airooB and lar;;® portion of 0 Ualo-parallel w 

the horizon, paasing through the true Sun.—/'Ai/orepAloi/ Tnmtae- 

• $0 the Aral)! any, tpeakiag of the itiipondout monumentt In the tiomu —Poper Ajr WHinoN. 

diMorti. * Aurora Borealia. 
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Pule roriiscatioiis o'er the nortViern sky, 

Now l.iDcm(r to the cope, in slicets of tUme, 

Now wav’riij{j wild, as the retlected wave. 

On the arch'd roof of the umhrajjcous grot. 

Hence Superstition dreams of armaments. 

Of fiery conlliets, and of blee<Ung fields 
Of slaughter; so on great Jerusalem, 

Ere yet she fell, the flaming m'eteor glared, 

A waving sword ensanguined seem'd to point 
To the devoted city, and a voice 
Was heard,—* Depart, depart.* ‘ 

The Atmosphere, 

That with the ceaseless carry of its clouds, 

Encircles the round globe, I'csembics oft 
Thu passing sunsliine, or the glooms, that stray 
O'er every human spirit. 

Thin light streaks 
Of thought, pass vap’ry o'ci the vacant mind, 

And fade to nothing : Now fantavlic gleams 
iMay, (lashing, or expiring, of g.iy Hope, 

Or deep Despair ‘ then clouds of H<idness close, 

Jn one dark settled gloom, and all the man 
Droops, in dcspoudcjice lost. 

Aerial tints 

Please most the pensive Poet ; and the views 
Ho forms, though evanescent, and as vain 
As the Air's mockery, seem to his eye, 

Ev'n ns substantial images, and shapes. 

Till in a hurrying rack they all dissolve. 

So in the cloudless sky, amusive shines 
Ihe soft and mimic scenuiy; disiaiii hills. 

That, in refracted light, hang beautiful 
Beneath the golden car of Eve, ere yet 
The daydight, ling’ring fades. 

Hence, on the heights 
Of Appenine, far stretching to the south, 

The Goat-herd, while tfie west'ring sun, far off, 

Hangs o'er the h.izy ocean's hriin, hehuids 
In the horizon's famtly-glowing verge 
A landscape, > like the rainbow, rise, with rocks 
That soften’d shine, and shores that trend away. 
Beneath the winding woods of Sicily, 

And Etna, snioiild’ring in the still pale sky; 

And dim Messina, with her spires, and bays 
That wind amid llie mountains, and ilie tow'r 
Of Faro, gleaming on the tranquil slruils; 

Vnrual all, yet on the air impress'd, 

From light's refracted ruy,^ the shadow seems 
The ceruin scene: the Hind astonish’d views. 

Yet delighted, till at once, the light 
Changes, and all is vanish'd! 

But to him, 

How different in still air th' unreal view, 

* From Jotepkoa. 

* A cariuua eflfecl of vlaion In tbe air from refraction, by which 
ohjeoia appear dlalinct, and as real, which ure below tbu horizon. 
Tbia otusn appeara on the coast of Italy, ami bat been sometimes ol^ 
lerred from our shAraa, where a line of the opposite coast appeurs, 

* The Fata Miwflni are all esplaincd la books; thu efl'ect Is 
■acribod to reSnoSina and refrautiOM, at one alone will notcorre* 
•pond with th« d fc c i i. The tine whan they oceor is not the eveniog; 

I bm the looabig ft Mr oonniry Is towards tbe eveninff. 


Who wanders in Arabian solitudes. 

When, fdinl with thirst, he secs illuttve streams* 

Shine in the arid desert! 

All around, 

A silent waste of dark grey sand is spread, 

Like ashes; not a speck in heav'n appears, 

Rut the red sun, ht{;li in his burning noon, 

Shoots down iiitolcraltle lire : no sound 
Of beast, or bird, or moving insect, wakes 
The horrid stillness. Oh I what hand will guide 
The Pilgrim, panting in the trackless dust, 

To where the pure and sparkling fountain dicers 
The green Oasis?* See, (as now his lip 
Hangs parch'd and qtiiv’ring), see! before him spread 
The long and level lake! 

lie gazes—still— 

Hr gazes, till he drops upon the sands. 

And to the vision stretches, as he faints, 

His feeble hand. 

Come, Sviph of Summer! come, 
Return to these green pastures, that remote 
From Rery hl.isis, or deadly blistering frosts, 

Roncatli tlie Temperate Atmospliere rejoice. 

A Crown of Flame, a javelin in bis hand. 

Like the red arrow tliat the lightning shoots 
Tliiough night, impetuous steeds, and burning wheels, 
That, ns they whirl, flash to the cope of Heav'n, 
Pioclaim the Angel of the World of Fire! 

The Ocean-King, Lord of the Water, rides 
High on his his'^ing car, whose concave skirrs 
The azure deep bcne.ilh him, Mashing wide 
(As to the sun the dark-green wave upturns), 

And foaming far behind: Sca-hoiscs breast 
The hick'ring surge, with nostrils sounding far, 

And eyes that M.ish above the wave, and necks, 

WtiO!>e mane, like hrciikcrs whii'iiing in the wind, 
Toss through the broken foam: He, kingly, bears 
His IrUIcnt sceptre high, aiound him play 
Nereids, and sea-maids, singing as he rides 
Their choral song: huge Tiiion weltering on, 

With scaly train, at limes, his wreathed shell 
Sounds, th.it the caverns of Old Ocean shake, 

These shall the bard with loftier strains invoke. 

Rut milder thnii, soft Daughter of the Air, 

Sylph of the summer, come! the silent shower 
is past, and mid the dripping fern, the wren 
Peeps, till the sun looks through the clouds again. 

Oh, come, and breathe thy gentler influence, 

And send a home-felt quiet to my heart, 

Sooth'd as 1 hear, by ftls, thy whisper run, 

Stirring tlie tall Acacia’s pendant leaves, 

And through yon hazel alley, rustling soft 
Upon Uie vacant ear. 

Yon Eastern Downs 
That wcatlier-feoce the blossoms of the vale 
(Where winds from hill to hill the mighty Dike,* 

* The nimge: mo Dnaon. * Gruon tpott In ibnDwsrt. 

* Wnodsdlke, on the MarlboronsL Down*, op|(0»itti. 
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Of Woden named, wiih many an antique mound, 

The warrior's grave), bids Exercise awake, ■ 

And Ileallli, (be breeze of morning to inhale: 

Bleaniime, remote from storms, (he myrtle blooms 
Beneath my southern sasb. 

The hurricane 

May rend the pines of snowy Labrador, 

The blasting whirlwinds of the desert sweep 
The Nubian Wilderness^we fear them Dot,-~ 

Nor yet, my Country, do thy breezes bear, 

From citrons, or the blooming orange-grore, 

As in RousillonVjasmine^border’d vales, 

Incense at eve. 

But temperate airs are thine, 

England; and as tliy climate, so thy sons 
Faruike the temper of thine isle, not rude, 

Nor soft, voluptuous, or effeminate; 

Sincere, indeed, and hardy, as becomes 
Tliose who c.in lift their look elate, and say, 

M We strike for injured Freedom;* and yet mild, 

And gentle, when the voice of charity 

Pleads like a voice from Hcav'n: and, thanks to God, 

The chain, that fetter'd Afrie's groaning race, 

The murd’rous chain, that, link by link, dropp'd blood, 
Is sever'd; we have lost that foul reproach 
To all our virtuous boast! 

Humanity, 

England is thine! not that false substiiut;. 

That meretricious sadness, wliicli, all sighs 
For Urk or lambkin, yet can bear unmoted 
The bloodiest orgies of blood-boltcr'd France: 

Thinc is consistent, manly, rational, 

Nor needing the false glow of sentiment. 

To melt it into sympalliy, but mild. 

And looking with a gentle eye on all.— 

Tliy manners open, social, yet refined, 

Arc temper’d with reflection: Gaiety, 

In her long-lighted halls, may lead the dance, i 

Or wake the sprightly chord; yet Nature, Truth, 

Still warm th' ingenuous heart: there is a blush 
With those most gay, and lovely; and a tear 
Witli those most manly! 

Temperate Liberty 

Hath yet tbc fairest altar on tby shores; 

Such, and so warm with Patriot energy, 

As raised its arm, when a false Stuart > fled; 

Yet mingled with deep Wisdom's cautious lore. 

That wheti it bade a ■ Papal Tyrantn pause 
And tremble, held th’ undoviating reins 
On the fierce neck of headlong Anarchy. 

Thy Church * (nor here let zealot bigotry, 

Vaunting, condemn all altars but its own), 

Thy Church, majestic, but not sumptuous, 

Sober, but not austere, with lenity 
Tempering her fair pre-eminence, sustains 
Her liberal charities, yet decent slate. 

* Janei the Second. 

‘ There ia en oIUeaubliafaiaeatoFlIoniriaBB ia a hamlet beiouc- 
<ng to Brombill; sad 1 an happy to bear public teiilmony to ibeir 
iDoffenaite maaoera, aad eaempUry cooduct. Spookioi; of ihu 
Church of Eogiand, Ur Falcooer, la hiaeaergetic Sernoo oa ibe 
5th ofNoTemiter, Itefore the UaiTorahy of Oxford, tayt tnoai truly. 
■ Persecatioa ia not an article ia the Primer of Proteatania: wc 
hatft no oftlnioni on wkieA wo conldfound U.» 


The tempost is abroad; tlie fearful sounds 
Of armament, and gathering tumult, fill 
The ear of anxious Europe: If, oh God! 

It is thy will, that in the strife of death, 

When we have lifted the brave sword in vain, 

We too should sink, sustain us in that hour! 

Meantime be mine, in cheerful privacy, 

To wait tliy will, not sanguine, nor depress'd; 

In even couree, nor splendid, nor obscure, 

To steal through life among my villagers!— 

The hum of the discordant crowd, the buzz 
Of Faction, the poor fly Uiat threads the air 
Self-pleased, the wasp that points its tiny sting 
Unfclt, pass by me • like the idle wind 
That 1 regard not;» while the Summer-Sylph, 

That whispers through tlic laurels, wakes the tliought 
Of quietude, and home-felt happiness. 

And independence in a land I love! 

ON READING FRAGMENTS BY A YOUNG LADY, 

LATELY DECEASED. 

On I wert thou then some gentle spirit pure, 

Sent on tliU cartli, to teacli, exult, allure, 

And, scarce the task pciform’d, to close thine eyes 
On human griefs, and human vaniticst 

Yes! gentle Spirit, in the bloom of youth, 

'T was thine to teach Fuiili, Meekness, Wisdom, Truth ; 
To look on Nature witli a Rout’s glance, 

Yet scorn the sickly fnpp'ries of Uomance; 

With modesty and learning, > side by side, 

Will, without art, excel, yet feci no pride I 

Alas! a harder task remain'd,—to bear. 

Sleekly, ilie weight of sickness, and of care; 

The long-loved landscapes of the pe.accful Wye, 

And Riercefield's rocks, to leave without a sigh; 

In disappointmeot and distress, to cheer 
A Muihers grief, and steal away her tear; 

Then sink thyself, consuming by degrees, 

Bune.ath the wasting touch of slow disease; 

Sink, pale, and paler still, yet wear tlie while 
Thu Stiine calm sweetness, the same gentle smile! 

He who could see, slow-sinking into shade, 

Virtues, like these, unfolded but to fade, 

Nor feci one tear of gen’rous pity start, 

Though to tliy name unknown, lias not a human heart! 


THE HARP OF IIOEL; 

A LYRICAL BALLAD.* 


The fbllowlng Lyrtcsl Ballad, If it be sot very poetical, I trait, nlll 
1)0 foond free from the extrvmea of falae ilmpliciiy, or fatae nr* 
aameol. It ia foamled on m alory coDoecIcd wiih iiii old Welch 
tune. 1 have placed the ctrcamaiance in the Uice of preachlns 
the Craude, of which there ia to intereaiing an ac^onnt in 
Giraldna. 

PABT I. 

It was a high and holy sight, 

When Baldwin ^ and liis train, 

< Allndiaff to part of tha Book of Job, tranilated from the ori¬ 
ginal by tbia extraordinary yonag lady. 

* I ■ acrlbed to Sir Richard Colt lloara, Dart, 

* ArehbUhop ofCantorbnry, vrbopre^ed theCrnMdelnWalei. 
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>Vi(h citNB and crosier gleaming hriglit, 

Came clianting slow the solemn rite, 

To Gwentland’s* pleasant plain. 

High waved before, in crimson pride, 

The Banner of the Gross; 

Tlie silver Rood was then descried, 

^’hite deacon youths, from side to side, 

The funning censer toss. 

The monks went two and two along, 

And, winding through the glade, 

Sung, as they pass'd, a lioly song. 

And harps and citterns, ’mid the throng, 

A mingled music made. 

They ceased: when lifting high his hand, 

The while-robed prelate cried, 

• Arise, arise! at Christ’s command, 

To fight for his name in the Holy Land, 

Where a Saviour lived and died.» 

With gloves of steel, and good broathword, 

And plumed helm of brass, 
flocl, Landoga’s* youthful lord, 

To hear the father's holy word, 

Came riding to the pass. 

More earnestly the prelate spake— 

■ Oh heed no earthly loss 1 

He wlio will friends and home forsake, 

Now let him kneel, and fearless take 
The sign of the Holy Cross.* 

Then many a maid her tresses rent, 

And 8<id did her love implore— 

• Oh, go not thou to haniblimeiul 

For me, and the pleasant vales of Gwent, 

Thou never wilt sec more.n 

And many a mother, pale with fears, 

Did kiss her infant son; 

Said, ■ Who will shield thy helpless years, 

Who dry thy widow’d mother’s tears, 

When tliy father, who loved us, is gone?* 

• God,* with firm voice the prelate cried, 

■ God will the orphan bless; 

Sustain the widow’s heart, and guide 
Through the liard world, obscure and wide, 

The poor and fatherless.* 

Then might you sec a shade o’ercast 
Brave Mocl's ruddy hue, 

B(.t soon the moment’s thought is past,— 

« Hark, hark, it is the trumpet's blast!* 

And he grasp’d his bow of yew. 

Then might you see a moment’s gloom 
Sit on brave Hod’s eye; 

• Make in the stranger’s land tny tomb, 

1 follow Thee, be it my doom, 

0 Christ, to live or die! * 

I MMBOathililre. 

• Aaedoc* is slioated aesr the V/jt. » The river here melies ■ 
flee es^s. wboee risbt skreeo Is foraed hy ■ very exieniive sad 
Jeftf Mil, «vev| r«rt of which (1 stodded with uotttces, frota nlthia 
a few yards o{^dM.Wya to the ainust sownait of Its rise.B 

''%Mm’BBlHorteatandDe$erl/iti9« AreoHni 0 / TiH/ern. 


No more he thought, chough rich in fM, 

Of any earthly loss. 

But lighting, on his bended knee, 

Said, w Father, here 1 take from thee 
The sign of the Holy Cross. 

«1 have a wife, to me more dear 
Than is my own heart's blood; 

I have a cluld—» (a starting tear. 

Which soon he wiped, of love sincere, 

On his stern eye-lid stood). 

« To tliesc farewell! O God above, 

Thine is the fate of war; 

But oil! reward tiwvnlhian's ^ love. 

And may my son a comfort prove, 

When I am distant far. 

• Farewell, my harp!—away, away! 

To the field of death I go; 

Welcome the trumpet’s blast—the neigh 
Of my bold .ind barbed steed of grey, 

And the clang of the steel cross-liowl* 

Gwcnlliian sat in the hall at night, 

Counting the heavy hours; 

She saw the moon, with tranquil light, 

Shine on the circling mountain's height. 

And the dim castle towers. 

i Deep stillness was on hill and glen, 
i Wlien site heard a bugle blow; 

A trump from the watcli-towcr answer’d then, 
And the tramp of steeds, and the voice of men, 

; Were heard in the court below. 

The watch-dog started at the noise, 

I Then crouch’d at his master’s feet; 

He knew iiis step, lie heard his voice; 

But who can now like her rejoice, 

Who flies her own lord to greet? 

And soon her arms his neck enfold— 

■ But whence that alter’d mien? 

Oil! say, then, is ihy love grown cold, 

Or hast thua been hurt by the rubbers bold 
That wun in the Forest of Denn?tt 

> Oh no!» he cried, m the God above, 

Who all my soul can sec, 

Knows my sincere, my fervent love:— 

If aught my stern resolve could move, 

It were one tear from thee. 

* But I have sworn, in the Holy l^nd,— 

Need I the sequel speak ?» 

* Too well,* she cried, «I understand!* 

Then grasp'd in agony his hand, 

And hid her face on hU check. 

* lily loved Gwenlliian, weep not so, 

From the lid that tear 1 kiss; 

Though to the wars far off I go, 

Betide me weal, betide me woo, 

We yet may meet in bliss.* 

> The Welch tuoe U called the • BoinembraDce ef Gerenlhlaa, 
the naute of the woniD. 
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• Daughter of grief!* he gently said, 

And beckon’d her, i come near,— 

Now say, what would you give to me, 

If you brave Iloefs form might see, 

Or die sound of his bti^le hear?* 

• Hoel, my love! where’er thou art, 

All England I would give,* 

If,—never, never more to part,— 

1 now could hold thee to my heart. 

For whom alone 1 live.* 

He placed the white horn to her ear, 

And sudden a sweet voice 
Stole gently, as of fairies near, 

While accents soft ^hc seem’d to hear— 

• Daughter of grief, rejoice! 

« For soon to love and thee f fly. 

From Salem's hallow’d plain !»— 

The mirror caught her turning eye,— 

As pale in death she saw him lie. 

And sinking ’mid the slain. 

She turn’d to tlie strange Phantom-Man, 

But she only saw the sky, 

And tlie clouds on the lonely mountains’ van. 

And the Clydden-Slioots,* that rushing ran 
To meet the waves of Wye. 

Tims seven long years had pass’d away,— 

She heard no voice of mirth; 

No minstrel raised his festive lay, 

At the sad close of drizzly day, 

Beside the blazing hearth. 

She seem’d in sorrow, yet serene,— 

No tear was on her face; 

And lighting oft her pensive mien. 

Upon her languid look was seen 
A meek attractive grace. 

In beauty's train she yet might vie; 

For though in mourning weeds, 

No friar, I deem, that passed by. 

Ere saw her dark, yet gentle eye. 

But straight forgot his beads. 

Eineon, the gen'rous and the good. 

Alone witli friendship’s aid 
(Eineon, of princely Bhys’s blood, 

Who 'mid the bravest archers stood), 

To sooUie her griefs essay’d. 

lie had himself been early tried 
By stem misfortunes doom; 

For she who loved him droop’d and die d, 

And on the green hill’s Oow'ry side, 

Be raised her grassy tomb. 

( WsIm, Baglaad, aod Lleweltyn, 

All woald 1 give far a aigbt of WIIHiib* 

GiaALDoa, wol. t, p, 45. 

* Besriy tkroagk tb« eeatro of tbo hill that backa the village 
(Laadoga) la • deep ravlae, callad Clyddoa-Sboota. which, whea the 
aprtage are fall* faraa a beaatifal oaaoade.—HaaTe. 


What wonder, in liis lonely heart, 

To faith and friendship true, 

If, when her griefs she did impart. 

And tears of mem'ry oft would start. 

If—more than pity grew? 

With converse mild he oft would seek 
To soothe her sense of care; 

As the west wind, with breathiugs weak, 

Wakes, on poor Hectic's faded cheek, 

A smile of faint despair. 

The summer’s eve was calm and still, 

When once his harp he strung; 

Soft as the twilight on the hill, 

Affcciioo seem'd his lieart to fill. 

Whilst eloquent he sung: 

■ Whem Fortune to all thy warm hopes was unkind, 
And the morn of thy youth was o’crcloudcci with woe, 
In me, not a stranger to grief, thou sbouldst find, 

All that friendship, and kindness, and trulli could be¬ 
stow. 

« Yes! the time it has been, when my soul was opprest, 
But no longer this heart would for lie.ivincss pine. 
Could 1 lighten tlie load of an innocent breast. 

And steal but a moment of sadness from thine.* 

He paused; then witli a starling tear, 

And trembling accent, cried— 

* O Lady, hide that look severe ! 

The voice of love, of friendship hear, 

And be again a bride. 

■ Mourn not much-lovcd Hoel lost,— 

Lady! he is dead—is dead ; 

Far distant wanders his pale ghost, 

His bones by the white surge are toss'd, 

And the wave rolls over his head.* 

She said—« Seven years their course have roll'd 
Since thus brave lloel spake, 

When last I heard liis voice—* Behold 
This ring,—it is of purest gold, 

Thou keep it for my sake. 

u * When summers seven have robed each tree, 
And deck’d the coin1>s with green, 

If I come not back, then thou art free. 

To wed, or not, and to tltink of me 
As i had never been.’ 

• Those seven sad summers now are o’er, 

And three I yet demand; 

If in that space I see no more 
The friend I ever must deplore, 

Then take a mourner’s hand.* 

The time is pass’dthe laugh, the lay, 

Tlie nuptial feast proclaim: 

From many a rushing torrent grey, 

From many a wild breok’s wand'ring way, 

The hoary minstrels came. ^ 
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From Kymin's crag, with fragments strpw’d, 
From Skirid, bleak and high; 

From Pcnalt’s shaggy solitude,* 

From Windcliff, desolate and rude, 

That frowns o'er the mazy Wye. 

With harps the gall’ry glitter'd bright,-» 

The pealing rafters rung; 

Far off upon the woods of night. 

From the t-ill window's arcli, die light 
Of tapers clear was flung. 

The harpers ceased th* acclaiming lay,—' 
When with descending heard, 

Scallop, and staff his steps to slay, 

As foot'Sore by his weary way, 

A Pilgrim wan appeared. 

• Now lend me a harp for St Mary's sake, 

For I my skill would try, 

A poor man’s offering to make. 

If iiappy still my Ihind may wake 
Some pic.isant mclody.i 

With scoffs the minstrel-crowd replied, 

« Dost thou a liiirp rerjticst T» 

And loud in mirth, and swell’d with pride, 
Some his rain-dripping hair deride, 

And some, his sordid vest. 

« Pilgrim! a harp shall soon be found,» 
Young Hod instant cried; 

« There lies a harp upon the ground, 

And none hath ever heard its sound. 

Since my brave father died.n 

T!ie harp is brought; upon the frame 
A filmy cobweb hung; 

The strings were few—yet’t was the same : 
The old man, drawing near the flame. 

The chords imperfect rung. 


« On 1 cast ev'ry care to the wind, 

And dry, hcst-hulovcd, the tear; 

Secure that thou ever shalt find 
The friend of thy bosom sincere.* 

She specxhlcss gazed :~-he stands confess’d,— 

The dark eyes of lioel shine; 

Her heart has forgotten it e'er was oppress'd. 

And she murmurs aloud, as she sinks on his breast, 
« Oh! press my heart to thine.* 

He turn'd his looks a little space. 

To hide tVie tears of joy; 

Then rushing, with a warm embrace. 

Cried, as he kiss'd young Hod's face, 

* ■ My boy, my heart-lovcd boy! 

• ■ Proud Harpers, strike a louder lay,— 

No more forlorn I bend I 
Prince Eincon, with the rest, be gay. 

Though fate hath torn a bride away, 

Accept a long-lost fri^d.* 

> Peult, above iho SovorD, at tbit tlao a forett. 


This tale I heard, when at the close of day 
The village harper tuned an ancient lay; 

He struck his harp, beneath a ruin lioar, 
And sung of love and truth, in days of yore, 
And I retain'd the song, with counsel sage, 
To (each one lesson to a wiser age! 


AVENUE IN SAVERNAKE FOREST. 

How soothing sound the gentle airs that move 
Th* innumerable leaves, high over head, 

When autumn first, from the long avenue, 

That lifts its arching height of ancient shade, 

Steals here and there a leaf! 

Within the gloom, 

In partial sunshine white, some trunks appear, 
Studding the glens of fern, in solemn shade 
Some mingle their dark branches, hut yet all,— 

All make a sad sweet music, as tlicy move, 

Not undetightfiil to a stranger's heart. 

Tliey seem to say, in acccnis audible, 

* Farewell to summer, and farcwcdl the strains 
Of many a lithe and feather'd chorister, 

That through the depth of these incumbent woods, 
Made the long summer gladsome.^ 

I have heard 

To the deep-mingling sounds of organs clear 
(When slow the choral anthem rose henc.ith), 

Thu gliinui'ring .Minster, through its pillar’d aisles, 
Echo ;—but not more sweet tlic vaulted roof 
Rung to those linked harmonies, than here 
The high wood answers to the lightest breath 
Of nature. 

Oh may such sweet music steal, 
Soothing the cares of venerable age,* 

From public toil retired: may it awake, 

As still and slow, the sun of life declines. 
Remembrances, not mournful, but most sweet.— 
May it, as oft hcncatli the sylvan shade 
Their honour’d owner strays, come like the sound 
Of distant seraph luirps, yet speaking clear, 

■ How poor is every sound of earthly things, 

When Ileav’n's own music waits the just and pure.* 


DIRGE OF NELSON. 

Torx Nelson’s knell! a soul more bravo 
Ne’er triumph'd on the green-sea wave I 
Sad o'er the hero’s honour’d grave, 

Toll Nelson's knell! 

The ball of Death unerring flew: 

His cheek has lost its ardent hue: 

He sinks, amid his gallant crew! 

Toll Nelson’s knell! 
> Tbe Earl of Aylosbarj. 
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Yet lift, brave Chief, thy dying eyes; 

Hark I loud huzzas around thee rise; 

Aloft the flag of conquest flies ! 

The day is won 

The day is won—l'eace to the brave! 
hut whilst the joyous streamers wave, 

We ’ll think upon the Victor’s grave! 

Peace to tlio Brave! 

ON THE DEATH OF CAFrAIN COOKE, 

OP THE BELLEnOPIION, RILLED IN IIIE SAME BATTLE. 

WuBN anxious Spain, along her rocky sliore, 

From cliff to cliff return’d the sea-fight’s roar; 

When dash succeeding flash, trernendnus broke 
Tlic haze incumbent, and the clouds of smoke, 

As oft the volume roll'd away, thy mien. 

Thine eye, serenely terrible, w'iis seen. 

My gallant friend.—Hark ! the shrill bugle* calls. 

Is the day won? alas, lie falls—he falls!— 

Ilis soul from pain, from a(;ony release.^ 

Hear his lost murmur, • Let me die in peace!* 

Yet still, brave Cooke, thy country's grateful tear 
Sli.ill wet (he bleeding laurel on tliy liicr. 

Ihit who slmli wake to joy, through a long life 
Of sadness, thy beloved and widow’d wife, 

ho now, perhaps, thinks how the green seas foam, 
That bear tliy victor ship impatient home? 

Alas! the well-known views,—the swelling plain, 

Thy iaurul-circled home, endear’d in vain, 

The brook, the church, those chesniUs dnrkly-grccn,^ 
Yon fir-crown‘d summit,4 and the village scene, 
Wardoiir’s long sweep of woods, llic nearer mill, 

And high o’er all, the pinnets of Pont-Ilill, 

TIil'Sc views, when summer comes, shall cliarm uo more 
Him, o’er whose welt'ring corse the wild waves roar. 

Enough; *t was Honour’s voice that awful cried, 

• Glory to him who for his country died.* 

Yet dreary is her solitude, who Iicnds 

And mourns the best of Husbands, Fathers, Friends! 

Oh! when she wakes at midnight, but to shed 
Fresh tears of nuguisli on her lonely bed, 

« Thinking on Him who is not,* tlicn restrain 
The tear, oh God, and her sad heart sustain I 


WRITTEN AFTER THE BATTLE OF CORUNNA. 

Tax tide of fate rolls onheart-pierced and palc> 

The gallant Soldier lies,* nor aught avail 
The shield, the sword, the spirit of the brave, 

From rapine's armed hand thy vales to save, 

Land of illustrious heroes, who, of yore, 

Drench’d the same plains with the invader’s gore, 

Stood frowning, in tbe front of death, and hurl'd 
DcQance to the conquerors* of the world! 

Oh! when we liear the agonizing tale 
Of those who, faint, and fugitive, and pale, 

Saw hourly, harass'd through their long retreat, 

Some poor companion sinking at their feet, 

Yet e'en in danger, and from toil more hold. 

Back on the gathering foes their bleeding battle roll’d ;— 
While tears of pity mingle with applause, 

On the dread scene in silence let us pause; 

Yes, pause, and ask, • Is not thy awful hand 
Stretch'd out, O God, o’er a devoted land ! 

Whose vales of beauty Nature spread in vain, 

Where Mis'ry moan’d on the uncultured plain, 

Where bigotry went by with jealous scowl, 

Where Superstition mutter’d in his cowl; 

Whilst o’er the Inquisition’s dismal holds. 

Its horrid banner waved iu bleeding folds !* 

And dost thou thus. Lord of all might fulfil 
With wreck and tempests, thy eternal will, 

Shatter the arms in which weak kingdoms trust, 

And strew their sc.itier’d ensigns in the dust ? 

Oh! if no human wisdom may withsLand 
The terrors, Lord, of tliy uplifted hand; 

If the dark tide no prowess can control. 

Yet nearer, charged with dread commission, roll, 

Still may iiiy country’s ark majestic ride, 

Tliongh sole, yet safe, on the conllicting tide; 

Till hush'd he the wild rocking of the blast. 

And the red storm of deaih be overpast! 


SKETCH FROM BOWDEN HILL, 

AFTER SICKNESS. 

IIow cheering aic thy prospects, airy hill. 

To him who, pale and languid, on thy brow, 
Pauses, respiring, and bids < Hail* again 
The upland breeze, tlic conifortahlo sun, 

And dll the landscape's hues! Upon the point 
Of the descending steep I stand ! 


Giver of Life! may she remember still 
‘Thy chastening hand, and to thy sov'reign will 
Bow silent, but not hopeless, while her eye 
She raises to a bright Futurity, 

And meekly trusts, in llcav'n, Thou wilt restore 
That happiness the world can give no more! 

' HehoredowDiatotbeiMckMtfiehtwitliahpRle^orn.sfluniiiD;;. ' 

* Ilij own irorJ«, tlie laat he aiioke. 1/ I hoTe bora been more 

pAPltculir ia ibip dewriptico than In lb«t of the great Oomminder, | 
U will tte ailributed (o private frieadibip, Gapl. Cooke having lived 
ia tbe *0106 village. [ 

* FortraltofCapt.Oooke'a place, at Boabeatl. 

* Bark«r*»-btll, near Doohead. 


How rich, 

How mantling in the gay and gni^cous tints 
Of summer ; far beneath nie, sweeping on, 

From field to field, from vale to cultured vale, 

Thu prospect spreads its crowded beauties wide! 
liong lines of sunshine, and of shadow, streak 
The farthest distince; where the passing light 
Alternate falls, 'mid undistiuguish’d trees, 

White dots of gleamy domes, and peeping tow’rs. 

As from the painters instant touch, appear. 

* Sir John Moore. 

* Near Mount Medulio, tbe rematos of a great native force de- 
•iroyed ibeniieivui In aigbi of a Bonun army, rather tbau aabmlt to 
bondoge.^SooTHiT’a 'J'ravelt is Spain and Portugai. 
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As thus the eye raii(*e8, from hill to hill, 

/fere, white with passing sunshine; there, with trees 
Innumerable shaded, clust'ring more, 

As the long vale retires, the ample scene. 

Warm with new grace, and beauty, seems to live. 

hives! all is Animation ! Beauty! Hope! 

Snatcli’d from the dark and dreamless grave, so late, 
Shall I pass silent, now firet issuing forth. 

To feci again thy fragrance, to respire 
Thy breath, to liail thy look, thy living look, 

O Nature 7 • 

last me the deep joy contrast 
(Which now the inmost heart, like music, fills). 

With the hick chamber’s sorrows, oft from morn, 
Silent, till lingering eve, save wlicn the sound 
Of whispers steal, and hodings breathed more low, 

As friends approach the jdllow: so awaked 
From deadly trance, the sirk man lifts his eyes, 

Then in despondence closes iliem on all, 

All earth’s fond wishes! O how changed arc now 
His ilioiiglits! he Sec'S rich nature glowing round, 

Hu feels her inllucncc! languid with delight 
(And whilst his eye is fill'd with transient fire), 

He almost thinks he hears her gently say, 

Live, Live! 0 Nature, thee, in the hoft winds. 

Thee, in the soothing sound of summer leaves, 

Wlioi] the still earth lies sultry; thee, methinks, 

£’cn now I hear bid « Welcomo to thy vales 
And woods again! 

And I will welcomo them, 

And pour, as erst, the song of hearUfeU praise. 

From yonder line, where fade tlie farthest hills 
Which bound the blue lap of the swelling vale 
(On whose last line, seen like a beacon, hanj^ 

Thy Tow’r,‘ benevolent, accomplish’d Hoarc), 

To where 1 stand, how wide the interval! 

Yet instantaneous, to the hurrying eye 
Display'd; though peeping tow’rs and villages 
Thick scatter’d, ’mid tliu intermingling elms, 

And towns remotely mark’d by hovering smoke, 

And grass-grecn pastures with their herds, and scats 
Of rural beauty, cotUges and farms, 

Uunumber'd as the hedge-rows, lie between! 

Bouming at large to where the grey sky bonds, 

The eye scarce knows to rest, till back recall’d 
By yonder ivied cloisters* in the plain, 

Whose turret, peeping pale above the shade, 

Smiles in the venerable grace of years. 

As the few threads of age’s silver hairs, 

Just sprinkled o'er the forehead, lend a grace 
Of saintly reverence, seemly, though compared 
With blooming Mary's ■ tresses like the morn;" 

So4he grey weather-stained low’rs yet wear 
A secret charm impressive; though opposed 
To views in verdure tiourishing, the woods, 

And sceues of Attic taste, that glitter iicar.^ 


O Venerable Pile,!' though now no morej 
The pensive passenger, at evening, hear 
The slowly chanted vesper; or the sounds 
Of « Miserere," die along the vale; 

Yet Piety and Honour'd Age* retired, 

There liold their blamele&t sojourn, ere « the howl 
lie broken, • or the • silver chord te loosed. • 

Nor can I pass, snatch'd from untimely fate. 
Without a secret pray'r, that so my age, 

Wiien many a circling season lias declined. 

In charity, and peace, may wait its close. 

Yet still be with me, O! delightful friend, 
Sootliiug companion of niy vacant hours. 

Oh, still be with me, Spirit of tlic Muse! 

Not to subdue, or hold in moody spell, 

' Thu erring senses; hnt to animate 
And warm my heart, where’er the prospect smiles, 
With Nature’s fairest views; not to display 
Vain ostentations of a poet’s art, 

But silent, and associate of my joys 
Or sorrows, to infuse a tenderness, 

A thought, that seems to mingle, as I garc, 

With ail the works of God: so cheer ray path, 
From youth to sober manhood, till the light 
Of evening smile upon the fading scene. 

And though no pealing clarion swell my fame. 
When all my days are gone; let me not pass, 

Like the forgotten clouds of yesterday, 

Nor iinremcmher’d by the fatherless 

Of the loved village where my bones are laid. 


SUN-DIAI., IN THE CHURCH-YABD. 

So passes, silent o’er the dead, thy shade, 

Brief Time; and hour hy hour, and day by day, 

The pleasing pictures of the present fade, 

Aud like a summer vapour steal away. 

And have not they, W’ho hero forgotten lie 
(Say, hoary chronicler of ages past), 

Once mark'd thy shadow with delighted eye, 

Nor thought it fled,—how' curmiu, aud bow fast? 

Since thou hast stood, and thus thy vigil kept, 

Noting each hour, o’er moiild’ring stones beneath; 

Thu pastm- and bis flock ahku have slept, 

And ■ dust to dust* proclaim'd the stride of death. 

Another race succeeds, and counts the hour, 

Garelcss alike; the hour still seems to smile, 

As hope, and youth, and life, were in our pow'r; 

So smiling and so perishing the while. 

I heard the village bells, with gladsome sound 
(When to these scenes a stranger I drew nuar), 

Proclaim the tidings to the village round, 

I While mcm’ry wept upon the good man's bier.3 


I Sir niebard Hoife'i tower It StourbMd. 1 i,*®®®**''’*’*T* , ...... ^ ,j • t. kv 

^^Lacock Abbey. * voourahla Catholic Coontoia, who reiidei la ibo abbey. 

»Dowood5 Mr DiekeDooii'a ; and Mr MolbueB'* magnlficenl > My predeceaior, the Ber. KnibAoiel Hume. «noB ru*5d.‘iillary, 
naoalon. lirnceator ofSaliebsry, a Bias of oxenplary beaevoIeQre. ■ 
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Eren 80 , when I am dead, shall ihe same bclU 
Ring merrily, when my brief days are yone; 

While still the lapse of time thy shadow tells, 

And strangers gaze upon my humble stone! 

Enough, if we may wait in calm content 
The hour that bears us to the silent sod; 

Blameless improve the time that Ileav'n has lent, 

And leave the issue to thy will, O God. 

POLITICAL ECONOMY. « A VISION.^ 

WRITTEN IN iSaS. 

I had a dream :->bcfore my sight 
A beautiful vessel wassailing in light— 

I saw the subiect-surge below, 

Break and bicker round the prow-— 

Proud to the gale her ensign Hew— 

• Old England! > slioiited loud the gallant crew! 

So gloriously that vessel sail'd along, 

And ■ Britain, rule the waves,* was every seaman’s song. 

Was it the battle-blast her canvass rent, 

And caus'd that long and loud lament? 

Was it the whirlwind of the North 
With desolating sweep went forth? 

No! scarce along the level seas. 

Was heard the ripple of the lirccze; 

The morning light sat in its lovely glory. 

On »'jch white rlift and disLiut promontory; 

Stern war had ceased to roar, 

And airs of music died along the peaceful shore. 

With muttering lips, and withering look, 

1 Siiw a wizard, o'er his cursed hook; 

That wizard, with pale face and poring eye. 

Was call’d • P<diiical Economy! !m 
A nd still he whisper'd, in the pilot's ear— 

« Steer this way—this way—this way steer? 

Yonder the hills of wcaltli behold! 

And Eldorado’s glittering coast of gold I* 

The pilot turn'd his wheel I a lurid smile 
Wrinkled the old man’s face the while: 

I'or the pilot steer'd right on, where dark, beneath, 
Lurk'd the reef, and rocks of death! 

That gallant sliip was now at random toss’d— 

1 look'd—the old man with his liook was fled, 

A swart and hideous imp appear'd instead, 

That gibber'd, us it vanish'd, u Lost—Lost—Lost!»‘ 

CHILDE HAROLD’S LAST PILGRIMAGE. 

WRITTEN AFTER READING THE AGCOONT OF THE 
FUNERAL OF LORD BYRON. 

INSCRIBED TO TBOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 

So ends CniLOE Uarold his last pilgrimage!— 

Upon the shores of Greece he stood, and cried 
■ Libbctt !• and those shores, from age to age 
Renown’d, and SparUi’s woods and rocks, replied 
• Libertyin But a spectre, at his side, 

Stood mocking;—and its dart, uplifting high. 

Smote himhe sank to earth in life's fair pride: 
Sparta! thy rocks then heard another cry, 

And old lUsw sigh'd—«Die, generous eiile, die!» 

■ 5m • Lay oftbeLaatMlnitrel.* 


I will not ask sad Pity to deplore 
! IJis wayward eriors, who thus early died : 

Still leHS, Gbilde Harold, now thou art no more, 
Will 1 nay aught of genius misapplied; 

Of the past sliadows of thy spleen or pride 
But I will hid ih’ Arcadian cypress wave. 

Pluck the green laurel from Rencus’ side, 

And pray thy spirit may such quiet have, 

That not one thought unkind be murmur'd o'er thy grave. 

So Harold ends, in Greece, his pilgrimage!— 

There filly ending,—in that land renown’d, 

Whose mighty genius lives in Glorys page,— 
lie, on the Muses’ consecrated ground, 

Sinking to rest, while his young brows arc bound 
With tiieir unfading wreath ! To bands of mirth, 
No more in Teuipe ^ let the pipe resound! 

Harold, I follow, to thy place uf birth, 

The slow hearse—and thy last sad pilgi image on earth. 

Slow moves the plumed hearse, the mourning train,— 
1 mark the sad procession with a sigh, 

Silently passing to that village fane, 

Where, Harold, thy forefathers mouldering lie;— 
There sleeps that mother, > who with tearful eye 
Pondering the fortunes of thy early road, 

Tlung o’er the slumbers of thine infancy; 

Her son, released from mortal labour's load, 

Now comes to rest, with her, in the same still abode. 

» 

Bursting Death's silence—could that mother speak— 
(Speak when the earth was heap’d upon his head) — 
In tliiilling, hut with hollow accent weak, 

She thus might give the welcome of the dead 
> Here rest, my son, with me;—the dream U Hcd ;— 
The moiley mask and the great stir is o’er: 

Welcome to me, and to this silent bed, 

IVhcre deep forgetfulness succeeds the roar 
Of life, and fretting passions waste the heart no more. 

K Here rest, in the oblivious grave repose, 

After the toil of earth’s tiimiiltiious way: 

No intei riiption this deep silence knows; 

Here, no vain phantoms lure the heart astray; 

The earth-worm feeds on its unconscious prey; 

Uust here in peace—in peace till earth and sea 
Give up then dead I At that last awful day, 

Saviour, Almighty Judge, look down on me. 

And oh ! my son, my son, have mercy upon thce!i» 


LINES 

WRITTEN FROM THE IMPRESSION OF THE MOMF-NT, ON 
ACCIDENTALLY MEETING, AND PARTING WITH, SIR 
WALTER SCOTT, WHOM 1 HAD NOT SEEN FOR MANY 
YEARS, IN THE STREETS OF LONDON, MaY, 1828. 

Since last I saw that countenance so mild, 
Slow-stealing age, and a faint line of care, 

Had gently touch'd, methought, some features there; 
Vet look'd the man as placid as a child, 

And the same voice,—while, mingled with the throng. 
Unknowing, and unknown, we pass'd along— 

■ Tbe bMatiful paitorat tiIo of Tenpe, ia Arcadit, oelobraied b; 
ail tbe poeu of Greece. 

* She died la Scotlead. I bavo itreiemed the mlybi bare 1 oea 
buried ai NewetMd, ai that bo wm l>ora there. 
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Tliut voice, a share of the brief time bejfuiled { 

• That voice, I ne’er may hear apain,* I sigh’d, 

At parting,—« wheresou ur our various way, 

In iliis great world,—but from the banks of Tweed, 
As slowly sink the shades of eventide, 

Oh ! I shall lienr the music of his reed. 

Far off, and thinking of that voice, shall say, 

' A blessing rest upon thy lucks of grey !’• 


THE SANCTUARY. 

DRAMATIC SKETCH. 

[ts this 'wUe tbo Duke of Glocester took npon himiclf the order sod 
governan«« of llie yoanit kin(', whom wilb much honour and 
hiimMo rurercnco bo coavcytKl lowartlit honJon. Bui hh llio lidioRi 
of ihf« matter came hastily (o ihe queen, n Mule iHifore iho mid- 
oi,;bt followin;;, ami liint iii the secret wUc, her son was lakuii, 
her brotlmr, her sod, and oilier friends, arresieti, and sent no mno 
wist nhiiher, to be done nilh God wotwhal. With nlihli ii<lin>'B 
the qocea, nilii f^rout btuiviocsi, bewailud her cb’hl's reitfo, her 
friends' mUdianco, and her nvn mibforiano; dumninij tlio lime 
that over she dissanded the (;nihurlni; of pimcrsiihoiit ihe kinif, 
(;ol biTsi-tl, III nil haste possihie, with her younK son and her 
d>ui:;hler, out of ihe INiluce of Westminster, in nbiih they then lay, 
iiilo ihe Sanctuary, hid,{in;; herself and cniii|inuy there in tbo Ab¬ 
bot's place.]—Srean's Utsluri/ of EH/jlaad, Book ix. 


SCENE I. 

Elizabeth, ^itlow of Eowtao IV, tii the Pa lace at 
fPeshiiinster, waivhing her younger Son Ricuahd, 
sleeping. 

ELUABSTn. 

The Mlnstcr-clock lolls luidniglit—I have wait.'h*d 
Night after night, and heard the same sad sound 
Knolliug—the same sad sound, night after night; 

Ah if amid the world’s deep silence, Time, 

Pausing a mmiieui in his onward flight, 

From yonder solitary moon-lit pile 
Alnre awful spoke, as with a voice from heaven, 
or days and hours departed, and of (hose 
That s are not,* till, like dreams of yesterday, 

The very echo dies. 

Oil! my poor child, 

Thou hast been long asleep—by the pale lamp 
I sit and watch thy slumbers—lliy calm lids 
Are eloKcd; thy lips just parted; one hand lies 
Upon thy breast, that scarce is seen to heave 
Beneath it; and thy breath so still is drawn, 

Save to a sleepless mother's listening ear, 

It were inaudible;—and see, a smile 
Seems even now lighting on thy lip, dear boy, 

As thou wert dreaming of delightful things 
In some celestial region of sweet sounds, 

Or summer-fields, and skies without a cloud— 

(.Vhl how unlike this dark and troubled world). 
l.«t not one kiss awaken thee—one kiss, 

Mingled with tears and prayer to God in heaven. 

So dream—and never, never may those eyes 
* Awake suffused with tears, as mine are now, 

To think that Life’s best hopes are such a dream! 

: Now sleeps the city through its vast extent, 

That, restless as the ocean-waves, at mom, 

Willi its ten tliousand voices shall awake, 

^Lifting die murmur of its multitude 
To heaven's still gatcl—Now all is hushed as death— 
None are awake, save those who wake to weep 


Like me: save those who meditate revenge, 

Or beckon muttering murder.—God of heaven! 

From the Uycua, panting for their blood, 

Oh ! save my youthful Edward— and, poor child, 
Preserve thy innocence to happier hours: 

Hark I—There is knocking at the western gale. 

Messenger enters, and announces to her that her 
hroVier had been arrested on the road, by the 
Duke or Gloucester. 

BLIZARETB. 

Oh my poor child, thou sleepcst now in peace! 

W'ilt thou sleep thus another yearl Shall I 
Hang o'er thee with a mother’s look of love? 

Thus bend beside tliy bc<l 7 thus part the hair 
Upon thy forehead? and thus kiss tliy chock? 

Ricliard, awake! the tiger is abroad! 

We must to Sanctuary instantly. 

Riciiabd (awaking). 

Oil ! I have bad the sweetest dreams, dear mother; 
Methougbt Diy brother Edward and myself, 

And— 


ELIZABETH. 

Come, these are no times to talk of dreams; 
We must to Sanctuary, my poor boy— 

Wc ’ll talk of dreams hereafter—kneel with me. 

[TViAes him from las couch and kisses him. 
BICnARD. 

Mother, why do yon weep and tremble sol 

ELIZABETH. 

I have a pain at heart!—Come, stir thee, boy, 

Lift up thy innocent bauds to heaven, here kneel 
And pray wilb me before this crucifix. 

[Her daughters enter, and they all kneel together. 


SCENE II. 

In the Sanctuary at fVesfminsler. 


BtCRARD. 

Oh I niy dear mother, why do wc sit here, 
Amid these dusky walla and arches dim, 

When it is summer in the fields without, 

And sunshine? Say, is not my brother king? 
Why will he not come here to play with me? 
Shall 1 not see my brother ? 

ELIZABETH. 

My own child— 
Oh ! let me hide these tears upon thy head! 
Thy brother! shalt thou see him? yes, I hopc- 
Comc, I will tell a talc. There was a boy, 
Who had a cruel uncle— 

IICSAED. 

I have heard 

My uncle Gloster was a cruel man— 

But he was always kind to me, and said, 

That 1 should be a king, if Edward died; 

I'd rather be a bird, to fly away. 

Or sing.—— 

ELIZABETH. 

The serpent’s eye of fire. 

With slow and deadly glare, poor bird, I fear, 
Is fixed on thee and Edward—God avert it! 

aiCBAHD. 

And therefore must not I go out to play ? 

ELIZABETH. 

Go, play among the tombs,—I will go too— 
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Go, play with sculU and bonca! or see the train Were it not for the comfort of them both, 

Of sceptred kings come slowly through die gloom, That they should be together ? Sport, Dot care, 

And widow’d queens move in the shroud of death Hecomes their early years.— 

Along the glimmering aisles, and hollow vaulcsj kliz4dsth. 

Would I were with them->~I shall be so soon. I say not nay.-> 

aiCBsan. It is most fitting that my youngest son 

Mother, methought I saw him yesterday— Were with the king, his brother—in good faith, 

EL1Z4BSTH. I know it would be comfort to them both; 


Saw wliutu ? 

aiCHARD. 

My father—and he seem'd to look— 

I cannot say how sadly—could it be 
I His spirit? He was.arrn'd, but very pale 
And sorrowful his countenance. 1 heard 
No sound of footsteps when he moved away, 

And disappear’d among Che distant tombs 
j In further darkness.— 

BLtZABBTB. 

Oh! my son—my son; 

Thou hadst a king tliy f.ithcr—he is dead;— 

Thou hadst been h.ippier as a puasaot’s child. 

BICHARD. 

Oh ! how I wish I was a shepherd’s boy! 

For then, dear mother, I would run and play 
With Edward, and we two, in primrose-time, 

Would wander out among the villages. 

Or go a-maying, by some river’s side, 

And mark the minnow-shonis, when morning shone 
Upon the yellow gravel, shoot away 
Beneath the old grey arch, or bring home cowslips 
For all my sisters—for ElUabetb, 

And you, dear mother, if you would not weep so. 

ELIZABETH. 

Richard, break not my heart; give me your hand, 

And kneel with me by this cold monument. 

Spirit of my loved husband, now in licaven ! 

If, at this moment, thou dost see thy sun. 

And me, thus broken-hearted—oh 1 if aught 
Yet human touches thee, asiust these prayers, 

That him, and me, and my poor family, 

God, in the hour of evil, may protect! 
liCt not my heart yet break— 

Gome, my poor hoy. 
SGRNK III. 

The Cabdihal or York,i Queen, BiciiARn. 

ELIZABETH. 

Now, my Lord Cardinal, what is the will 

Of our great Lords with me?—Your Grace well knows 

I am a helpless woman—have no power— 

I only wish, for what of my life remains, 

•Prayer and repose, and for my poor child Itere 
Safety.— 

CABDIRAL. 

The Council, Madam, wish no less;— 

But, for your son, they deem his durance here 
Breeds ill report—this separation too 
Of those in blood allied, almoM of years 
The same, who have been cradled in one lap; 

Wbat cun it say, but that one brother stands 
In peril of die other 7 and berides, 

1 Me fbi'r^taal teat by ibe Daks of CloucMtcr snd the Hinb 
CoMlislNm tajtersBRde tb« qseea to realms li«r too to theio. 

the dtsl^s W ainott eollrely fros Speed. 

• % 


Rut, when I think upon the tender years, 

Even of die eldest, 1 must also think 
A mother’s custody were best for cither. 

You have no children, else 1 would not,ask, 

< Is there a guardtkn like a molitcr’s love?» 

Richard, look up! Tliis good man here intends 
No harm to me or you—look up, my boy— 

No power on earth—nothing but death itself 
Shall sever us- 

What would you more, my lord ? 

CABOINAL. 

Madam, no man concendeth that your Grace 
Is not the fittest guardian of your child, 

And tendcrest; but, if so it pleases you 
Here Co lie bid, shut out from nil the world, 

Be it for humour or for jealousy, 

We hold it meetest, that > no power on eartli* 

Should so detain a brother of the king’s. 

And let me add, when reasons of the state 
Required the absence of your eldest son, 

Yuurbeif were well content— 

blizadetb. 

Not very well;— 

Nor is the case the same;—one was in hualtli, 

The other here declines; and let me marvel 
That he, the Lord Protector of this realm, 

Should wish him out; for, should aught ill betide, 
Suspicion, in some tempers, miglit arise 
Against the keeping of his Grace:—my Lord, 

Do they complain that my child Richard here 
Is with his desolate and widow'd mother, 

Who has no other comfort?—Do they claim 
IJis presence, for that here liis residence 
Consorts not with his fortunes? 1 am fix’d 
Not to come forth and jeopardy his life— 

CARDINAL. 

Jeopardy!—where? and how?—why should, indeed, 
Yoitr friends have any fears ?—can you say why^ 

KLIZABBTB. 

Truly, nor why in prison they should be, 

As now they are—1 know no reason why; 

[tut this 1 know, that they who, without colour, 

Have cast them into prison, if they will, 

Their death may compass with as little cause! 

My Lord, no more of this. 

CARDINAL. 

My gracious Queen, 

This only let me say—if by arrest 
Your Grace’s high and honourable kin 
Be now confined, when trial has been had, 

They shall do well; and, for your Grace's self, 

There never was, nor can be, jeopardy. 

ELIZABETH. 

Why should 1 trust? That I am innocent! 

And were they guilty? that 1 am more loved, 

Even by those enemies, who only hate 
Them for my sake! 

Therefore I will not forth, 

« ' 
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Nor shall my sonHere will we both abide— 

These shrines shall be the world to him and me. 
These monuments our sad companions; 

Or when, as now, the morning sunshine streams 
’Slant from the rich-hued window's height, and rusts 
On yonder tomb, it shall discourse to mo 
Of the brief sunshine in the gloom of life! 

No, of Heaven's light upon the silent grave— 

Of the tired traveller’s eternal home— 

Of hope and joy beyond this vale of tears. 

eAKDINAO. 

Then pardon me,—We will not bandy words 
Fiirtlier—if it shall please you, generous Quccu, 

To yield your son, I pledge my life and soul, 

Not only for a surety, but estate; 

If resolutely still you answer > No,« 

We shall forthwith depart, for nevermore 
Will I be suitor in this business 
Unto your majesty, who thus accuse 
Either of want of knowledge or of truth, 

Those who would stake their lives on the event 
Madaui, farewell. 

ELIZABETH {after n pause). 

Stay, let me think again— 

If you say sooth, and 1 have found you ever, 

My Lord, a faithful friend and counsellor, 

Into your hands I here resign, in trust, 

My dearest treasure upon earth,—my son. 

Of you 1 will require him, before Heaven; 

Yet for the love which liis dead hiihcr bore you, 

For kindnesses of old, and for that trust 
The King, my husband, ever placed in you, 

Think, if a wretched mother fear too much, 

O think, and be you wary lest you fear 
Too little!— 

My poor child! here then we part.— 
Richard! Almighty God shower on your head 
His blessings, when your mother is no more.— 
Farewell! my own sweet son:—yet ere we part, 

Kiss me again, for God doth know, poor babe, 
Whether in this world we shall meet again!— 

Nay, my boy Richard, let me dry thy tears, 

Or hide them in my bosom—dearest child, 

God’s blessing rest with thee!—Farewell, farewell— 
My heart is almost broken—Oh! farowcll. 


THE EGYPTIAN TOMB. 

Pomp of Egypt’s elder days! 

Shade of the mighty pass'd away 
{>Yliose giant works still frown sublime, 
’Mid the twilight shades of time), 

Fanes, of sculpture vast and rude, 

Th.at strew the sandy solitude, 

Lo! before our startled eyes, 

As at a wiziird's wand, ye rise 
Glimmering larger through (he gloom! 
While on the secrets of the tomb, 

Rapt in other times, we gaze, 

The mother>quuen of ancient days, 

Her mystic symbol in her hand, 

Great Isis, seems herself to stand. 

From mazy vaults, high-arch’d and dim, 
Hark! heard yc not Osiris’ hymn! 
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And saw yc not in order dread 
The long procession of the dead? 

Forms that the night of years coDCcal'd, 

As by a ttasb, are here reveal’d; 

Chiefs who sang (he victory song,— 

Sceptred Kings—a shadowy throng, 

From slumber of three thousand years, 

Each, as in light and life, appears, 

Stern as of yore! yes, vision vast, 

Three thousand years have silent past, 

Suns of empire risen and set 
(Whose story Time can ne’er forget). 

Time, in the morning of her pride, 

Immense, along tlie Nile's green side, 

The City of (he Sun* appear’d, 

And her gigantic image rear’d. 

As Hemnon, like a trembling string, 

When the sun, with rising ray, 

Streak’d the lonely desert grey, 

Sent forth its magic murmuring, 

That just was heard—then died away; 

So pass’d, O Thebes! thy morning pride! 

Thy glory was the sound tliat died! 

Dark city of the desolate, 

Once thoii wert ricli, and proud, and great! 

This hiisy-pcoplcd isle was then 
A waste, or roam’d by savage men, 

Whose gay descendants now appear 
To mark tliy wrec|^of glory here. 

Pliantom of that city old. 

Whose mystic spoils I now behold, 

A kingdom’s sepulchre,—oh say, 

Sh.iH Albion’s own illustrious day, 

Thus darkly close? her power, her fame, 

Thus pass away, a shade—a name? 

The mausoleum murmur'd ns I spoke; 

A spectre seem’d to rise, like lowering smoke; 

It answer'd not, but pointed as it fled 
To iho black carcase of the sightless dead. 

Once more 1 heard the sounds of earthly strife, 
And the streets ringing to the stir of life. 


ON THE LEGEND OF ST CECILIA AND THE 

ANGEL.* 

’T WAS when, oh, meekest eve! thy shadows dun 
Were slowly stealing round; 

With more impassion’d sound, 

Divine Cecilia sung her yesper^liyinn. 

And swcU'd the solemn ehord 
In hallelujahs to thy name, O Lord! 

And now 1 see her raise 
Rapt adoration's gaze, 

With lips just opening, and with humid eyes 
Uplifted; while the strain 
Now sinks—now swells again— 

Now, rising, seems to blend with Heaven’s own har> 
monies. 

I Tbelwk. 

* Sm* Golden Lejeud uod Dijd.'ii'k Ode. 
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But who i$ that, divinely fair, 

With more than mortal beauty in liis mien j 
With eyes of heav'nly light, and gUal’ning hair; 

Ills white and ample wings half seen! 

O radiant and immortal guest! 

Why hast thou left thy seraph-throng ? 

On earth the triumph to attest, 

Of Beauty, Piety, and Song. 

ON SEEING A BUST OF R. B. SHERIDAN, 

rnoM A GAsr taken ApTEn death, at deviu.e’s, 

sthand. 

Alas, poor Sheridan! when first wc met 
*T was ’mid a smiling circle! and thiue eye, 

That flash’d with eloquent hilarity 
And playful fancy, I remember yet 
freshly ns yesterday:—the gay and fair, 

TJie young and beautiftd—now in their grave— 
Surrounded us, while on the lurid wave 
Of Hampton’s waters' to the morning air 
The streamer softly play'd of our light boat, 

Which seem’d as on a magic sea to float. 

I saw thee after in this crowd of life, 

Conflicting, but yet lilandly, with its strife. 

As the still car of Time roll’d on, thy cheek 
Wore the same smile, yet with a trace more weak. 

Lone sorrow came as life declined, and care, 

And age, with slowly-furrowing^ line, was there. 

I could have spared this fearful sight! most strange 
Is the eventful tale of mortal change, 

Inevitable; but death, brought so iiigii, 

In form so tangible, harrows the eye. 

As all the past floats like a cloud away, 
cAlas, poor Slieridan!* 1 turn and say. 

Not without feelings which such sights impart. 

Sad, but instructive, to theGliristian*s heart. 

May i 8 , 182 C. 

RESTORATION OF MALMESBURY ABBEY. 


Thl« majestic but dilaptilaied pile has been repaired et (freat ei~ 
pente, and with Uislu and juilgueoc lo every resuect cousonaiil to 
and worthy of Us indent character. These Toiset worn wriiion 
under the concemplatioD of thU slngnlorly beaotlfnl end nnique 
^ pile being opened again for public worship, by a snored musical 
perfomnnee. 

Monastic and time-consecrated fane t 
Thou hast pul on ihy sha])cly slate again. 

Almost august, as in thy early day, 

Ere ruthless Henry rent thy pomp away. 

No mor<* the* Mass on holidays is sung, 

The Host high-raised, or fuming censer swung; 

No more, in amice white, the falhere, slow, 

I With lighted tapers, in long order go;— 

Yet the tall window lifts its arched height. 

As to admit Heaven's pale but purer light: 

Those massy-ctusleFd columns, whose long rows, 

E'en at noon day, in shadowy pomp repose. 

Amid the silent sanctity of death, 

Lik*giants seem to guard tlie dust beneath: 

* SeeMoorei Life of Sberldu. 
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Those rooh» re-echo (though no altars blaze) 

The prayer of penitence, the hymn of praise; 
WliiUt meek Religion's self, as with a smile. 
Reprints llic tracery of the hoary pile, 

Worthy iis guest, the temple. What remainsT 
Oil, Mighiiest M.istcr! thy immortal strains 
These roofs demand. Listen,—with prelude slow, 
Solemnly sweet, yet full, the organs blow. 

And, hark! again, heard ye the choral chaunt 
Peal througii the echoing arches, jubilant? 
Moresofily now, imploring lilanics, 

Wafted to Heaven, and mingling with the sighs 
Of penitence, from yon high altar rise: 

Again the vaulted roof u Hosannah • rin{^—> 
u Hosannah! Lord of Lords, and King of Kings!* 
Rent, hut not prostrate, stricken, yet sublime, 
Beckless alike of injuries or lime; 

Thou iinstibthtcd, in silent majesty, 

The tempest hast dcHcd, and shall defy! 

The temple of our Sion so shall mock 

'file rnmiering storm, the very earthquake’s shock, 

Founded, O Oirist! on tliy eternal rock. 


LINES 

WRITTEN ON A FIRST VIEW OF FONTTIILL A&DEY. 

Tub mighty master waved his wand, and lo! 

On the astonish'd eye the glorious show 
lUirst like u vision! Spirit of the place! 

Has the Arabian wizard with his ni tec 
Smitten tlie barren downs, far onward spread. 

And hade the ench.anied palace rise mslciid? 

Bade the dark woods their solemn shades extend, 
High to the cloiuU yon spiry tower asreiid? 

And, slatting from the umbrageous avenue, 

Spread the rich pile, magnificent, to view? 

Enter!—From the arch’d portal look again 
Back, on the lessening wootls and distant plain 1 
Ascend the steps!—The high and fretted roof 
Is woven by some elfin hand aloof; 

Wliilst from the painted window’s long array 
A mellow light is sited as not of day. 

Mow gorgeous all!—Oh ! never may the spell 
Be broken, that array’d those radiant forms so well! 


ON Ills MAJESTY'S RETURN TO WINDSOR 

CASTLE. 

Nor that thy name, illustrious dome, recalls 
The pomp of chivalry in banner'll halls, 

The itlaze of beauty, and the gorgeous sights 
Of licralds, trophies, steeds, and cmstcrl knights, 

Not that young Surrey there beguiled the liour 
Witli • eyes upturn'd unto the maiden's lower:» 

Ob ! not for these, the muse orficioiis brings 
Her gratulations to the liest of Kings; 

But that from cities and from crowds withdrawn, 
Calm peace m.ty meet him on the twilight laws, 

That here, among these grey primeval trees, 
lie may inhale health's animating breeze— 

That these old oaks, whirli far their shadow cast. 

May soothe him, while they whisper of the past; 

And when from that proud terrace lie surveys 
Slow Thames devolving his Dutjcstic maze 
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(Now lost on the horizon's vei^e, now seen 

Winding tlirou 0 h lawns, and woods, and pastures green) 

May he reflect upon the waves that roll, ’ 

Bearing a nation's wealth from pole to pole, 

And own (umbilion's proudest boast above) 

A King’s best glory is bis country’s love. 

ON MEETING SOME FRIENOS OF YOUTH A1' 
CHELTENHAM, 

I'OIt THE FIRST TIME SINCE WE PARTED, AT OXFORD. 

Aad wopt to see the psihi of fifo dividu. 

SoBXSrOHC. 

ilKSB, the companions of our careless prime, 

Whom Fortune's various ways havesoerd loug 
Si lire that fair dawn, wlicn Hope her vernal song 
Sung blithe,—with fcalures mark’d hy stealing time, 

At these restoring springs, are met again ! 

Wc, young adventurers, on life's opening road 
Set out together :->to tlicir last abode 
Some have sunk silent—some awhile remain, 

Sumi: are dispersed ;—of many, growing old 
In life’s oI) 8 curer bourne, no tale is (old. 

//ere, cre the shades of the long night descend, 

And till our wanderings in oblivion end. 

The parted meet once more and pensive trace 
CMark’d hy that liaud uiisccm), whose iron pen 
Wriies, • Mort.il change,* upon ihc fronts of men) 

The en'oping furrows in each other's face. 

• Where shall we meet again?>i Ucflcction sighs; 

• NYhere'*—In the diistl* Time, rushing on, replies. 
Then hail the hope that lights the pilgrim’s way, 

Where there is ocilher change, nor darkness, nor decay! 

ON MISS FITZGERALD AND LORD KERRY, 

PLANTING TWO CEDARS IN BREMHILL CHURCIITARD. 

Yss, Pamela, this infant tree, 

Planted in sacred earth hy thee, 

Sh.ill strike its root, and pleasant grow, 

While I am moiildVing dust below. 

This churchyard turf shall still be green, 

When other pastors here are seen, 

Who, gazing on that dial grey, 

Shall mourn, like me, life’s passing ray.— 

What says its monitory shade 7 
I Thyself so blooming now, shall fade; 

And e’en that fair and lightsome boy, 

Elastic as the step of joy, 

The future lord of yon domain 
And all this wide extended plain, 

Shall yield to creeping time, when they 
Who loved him shall have )>ass’d away.n— 

Yet planted hy his yotitliful hand, 

. The fellow cedar still sh.ill stand, 

And when it spreads its bouglis around, 

^ Shading the consecrated ground, 
lie may beliold its shade and say 
(Himself then haply growing grey)t 
« Yes, i remember, aged tree, 

• When I was young, who planted tliee.n 
But long may time, gay maiden, spare 
Thy lighted eyes, thy crisped hair, 


Thy unaffected converse kind. 

Thy gentle and ingenuous mind. 

For him, when I in dust repose, 

• May virtue guide liim as be grows; 

And may he, when no longer young, 

Bcsemble those from whom he sprung! 

Then let these trees exicud their shade, 

Or live, or die, or bloom or fade. 

Virtue uninjured and sublime, 

Shall lift her brightest wreath, uotoueb'd by time. 


ON AN ECLIPSE OF THE MOON AT MIDNIGHT. 

Up— up—into the vast expanded space, 

Thou art ascending in thy majesty, 

Beautiful Moon, the queen of the pale sky! 

But what is that, which gathers on thy face, 

A d.irk, mysterious sliade, eclipsing>~ 8 low— 

The splendour of thy calm and steailfast light? 

It is the shadow of tliis world of woe, 

Of this vast moving world; porlunlous sight! 

As if wc almost stood and saw more near 
its very action—almost heard it roll 
On, in the swiftness of its dread career, 

As it hath roll’d for ages! Mush, my soul I— 

Listen! there is no sound :—hut wc could hear 

The murmur of its inuliitudi'S wlio toil 

Thioijgh their brief hour-.-thc heart might well recoil. 

But this is ever sounding in llis ear 

Who made it, and who said • Let there be light* — 

And we the creatures of a mortal hour, 

’Mid liosts of worlds, arc ever in his sight, 

Catching, as now, dim glimpses of his power. 

The time shall come when all this mighty scene 
Darkness shall wrap, as it had never been. 

Oh! father of all worlds, be thou our guide, 

And lead us gently on, from youth to age, 

Through the dark v.illey of our pilgrimage! 

Enough, if thus—bending to thy high will— 

We bold our (Christian course, tlirough good or ill, 

And to the end, with Faith and Mope, abide. 


MY FATHEn’^S GRAVE. 

« My father’s grave," I heard her say, 

And mark'd a stealing tear,— 

Ob no! 1 would not go away— 

My fatlier’s grave is here! 

A thousand thronging sympathies, 

The lonely spot endear. 

And every eve remembrance sighs, 

My fatlieFs grave is here! 

Some human tears unbidden start, 

As spring’s gay birds i hear, 

For all things whisper to my heart, 

My father’s grave is hero! 

Young hope may blend each colour gay, 
And fairer views appear; 

But no! I would not go away— 

My fathers grave is here. 
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THE GREENWICH PENSIONERS. 

When evening lisien’d to the dripping oar, 

Forgetting the loud city'a ceaseless roar, 

By the green banks, where Thames, with conscious pride, 
Rctlects that stately structure on iiis side, 

Within whose walls, os their long labours close. 

The wanderers of the ocean find repose, 

We wore in social case the hours away, 

The passing visit of a summer's day. 

Whilst some to range the breezy hill arc gone, 

1 linger’d on the river's marge alone, 

Mingled with groups of ancient sailors grey, 

And watch'd the last bright sunshine steal away. 

As thus I mused amidst the various train ^ 

Of toil-worn wanderers of the perilous main, 

Two sailors—well I mark'd them (as t)ie beam - 
Of parting day yet linger'd on the stream, * 

And the sun sunk ]>ehind tlie shady reach)— 

Hasten'd with tolturiog footsteps to the lK‘ach, 

The one had lost a limb in Nile's dread fight; 

Total eclipse li.id veiled the other's sight 
For ever! As f drew more anxious near 
I stood intent, if they should speak, to hear; 

Dll t neither said a word I— he who was blind. 

Stood as to feel the comfortable wind 
That gently lifted his grey hair—his ^ee 
Seem’d then of a faiui smile to wear the trace. 

The other fix’d his gaze upon the light, 

Parting, and when the sun had vanish’d qitifc, 
Methought a starting tear that Heaven might bless, 
Unfbit, or felt witit transient tenderness, 

Came to his aged eyes and touch'd his cheek! 

And then, as meek and silent as before. 

Rack hand-in-hand they went and left the shore. 

As they departed through the unheeding crowd, 

I A caged bird sung'from the casement loud, 

' And then T heard alone that blind man say, 

• The.^music of the bird is sweet to day.* 

1 8.iid, «0 Heavenly Father none may know 
The cause these have for silence or for woe!* 

Here they appear heart-stricken and resign’d 
Amidst tlic unheeding tumult of mankind. 

There is a world, a pure unclouded clime. 

Where there is neither grief, nor death, nor timet 
Nor loss of friends t Perhaps when yonder bell 
Reatslow, and bade the dying day farewell. 

Ere yet the glimmering landscape sunk to night! 

They thought upon that world of distant li;;ht! 

And when the blind man, lifting light his hair. 

Felt the faint wind, he raised a warmer prayer; 

Then sigh’d, as the blithe bird sung o’er hig head, 
a No morn will shine on me till I am dead.A 

THE BLIND SOLDIER AND DAUGHTER. 

CHAISTMAS VRRSES. 

Old soldier, old soldier, the beams of the day 
That shone on thy sabre have long pass'd uway, 

And tliy Slin is gone dovm, and tliy few hairs are grey, 

Old soldier. 


The drum and tlie hurrahs, where victory led, 

No longer arc heard on the battle-field red I 
I'hy comrades in glory are scatter'd, or dead, 

Old soldier, 

Perhaps ihou wert foremost of some gallant hand, 

Dy Acre's white walls, or in that ancient land, 

Where the sphinx and grey pyramid shaded the s.iiid. 

Old soldier. 

Left lonely and poor, but to fortune resign’d, 

Forgetting the trumpet that clang’d in tlie wind, 

Thou turncst thy organ, unnoticed and blind, 

' Old soldier. 

That red faded jacket still speaks of some pride, 

And a dutiful dauglilcr is sceu at thy side, 

To beat her light drum, or tliy footsteps to guide, 

Old soldier. 

Ah! woe to the licart that would seek to betray, 

Or lure from a desolate parent awny, 

Tliat dutiful child, and thy age's lust sLxy! 

Old soldier. 

Blit m.iy every true Rriton, whose country is dear. 
Bestow .a small boon, now the se.ison is drear, 

Tliy warm chimney-corner at Christmas to cheer, 

Old soldier. 

Then (lie thought of the days of past glory shall spring, 
And, wiping one tear from thy cheek, thou slialt sing 
« Old England for ever, and God save the King !• 

Old soldier. 


SONNETS. 

ON THE DUSTS OF MILTON, IN YOUTH AND AGE, AT 

STOUAHEAD. 

IK YOUTH. 

Milton ! our noblest poet, in the grace 
Of youth, in those fair eyes and clustering hair, 

That brow, untouch’d by one faint line of care, 

To mar its openness, wc seem to trace 
The front of the first Lord of human race, 

Alid thy own paradise portray’d so fair. 

Ere sin or sorrow scathed it:—such the air 
Wlif^cli characters thy youth. Shall lime efface 
These lineaments, as crowding cares assail? 

It is the lot of fall'n humanity. 

What boots it? Arm’d in adamantine mail 
Th* unconquerable mind, and genius high. 

Right onward hold their way through weal or woe, 

Or whether life’s brief lot lie high or low. 

IN AGE. 

And « art thou he* now • fall’n on evil daya,* 

And changed indeed? Yet what does this sunk cliecK, 
These thinner locks, and that calm forehead, speak? ' 
A spirit reckless of man’s blame or praise,— 

A spirit—when thine eyes to the noon’s blaze 
Their dark orbs roll in vain—in sufferance meek. 

As in the sight of God, intent to seek, 

’Mid solitude, or age, or through the ways 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


1 83 


Of hard adversity, th* approving look 
Of its Great Master; while the conscious pride 
Of wisdom, patient, and content to brook 
Ail ills, to that sole Master’s task applied,— 

Still show before high Ileav'n the unaltered mind, 
liliUon, though thou art poor, and old, and blind. 


CHANTttEY’S SLEEPING CHILDHEN, 

Look at those sleeping children'—softly tread, 

Lest thou do mar their dream, and come not nigh 
Till their fond mother, with a kiss, shall cry, 

■ 'T is morn, awake! awakc!» Ah! they are dead!— 
Yet folded in each other’s arms they lie— 

So still— oil look!—so still and smilingly— 

So breathing and so beautiful they scum 
As if to die in youth were to dream 
Of spring and llowcrs!—of flowers? yet nearer stand— 
There is a lily in one little baud, 

Kroken, but not faded yet, 

As If its cup with tears was wet. 

So sleeps that cliild, not faded, though in death,— 

And se(Mning still to hear her sister's brciith, 

As when she brsl did lay her head to rest 
Genily on that sister's breast, 

And kiss’d her ere she fell asleep! 

Tli’archangel's iriimpaloncshall wake that slumber deep. 

uTakc up those flowers that full 

From the dead hand, and sigh a long farewell! 

Your spirits rest in bliss! 

Yet err; with parting prayers wc say 
Farewell for ever I to the insensate clay, 

Poor maid, tliosc pale lips we will kisslt 

Ah I 't is cold mai'hle!—Artist, who hast wrought 

This work of nature, feeling, and of thought,— 

Thine, Chantrey, be the fame 
That joins to immortality ihy name. 

—For these sweet children that so sculptured rest— 

A sister's head upon a sister’s breast— 

Age after age shall pass away, 

Nor shall their beauty fade, their forms decay. 

For here is no corruption—the cold worm 
Can never prey upon that beauteous form : 

This smile of death that fades not, shall engage 
The deep affections of each distant age I 
Mothers, till ruin the round world hath rent, 

Shall gaze with tears upon the monunient! 

And fathers sigh, with half suspended breath, 
u Ilow sweetly sleep the innocent in death !• 

THE SWALLOW AND THE RED-BREAST, 

AN APOLOGUE. 

The swallows at the close of day 
, When autumn shone with fainter ray, 

Around the chimney circling Hew, 

^ Ere yet they bade a long'adieu 

To climes where soon the winter drear 
Shall close the unrejoicing year. 

Now with swift wing they skim aloof. 

Now settle on the crowded roof. 

As council and advice to take, 

Ere they the chilly Aortli forsake; 


Then one disdainful turn’d liis eye, 

Upon a red-brcasi twittering nigh, 

And thus begap, with taunting scorn— 

. Thou household imp, obscure, forlorn, 
Througli tlie deep winter’s dreary day, 
Here, dull and shivering, stinU thou stay. 
Whilst we, who make the world our home, 
To softer climes impatient roam, 

Where summer, still on some green isle, 
Rests, with her sweet and lovely smile. 
Thus speeding, far and hir away, 

We leave beliind the shortening day.* 

«’T is true (the red-breast answer'd meek), 
No other scenes I ask, or seek; 

To every change alike resign'd, 

I fear not the cold winter’s wind. 

V^D spring returns, the circling year 
Sha) find me still contented here; 

But whilst my warm affections rest 
Wh'thin the circle of my nest, 

1 learn to pity tJiose that roam, 

And love the more my Jiumble iiome.» 


THE LITTLE SWEEP. 

TO BRITISH SENATORS. 

They sing of the poor sailor boy, who wanders o’er the 
deep. 

But few are they who think upon the friendless mttle 

SWEEP ! 

In darkness to his dreary toil, through winter’s frost 
and snows, 

When the keen norUi is piping shrill, the shivering 
urchin goes. 

He has no father, and from grief his mother’s eyes arc 
dim, 

And none besides, in all the world, awakes to pray for 
Him : 

For him no summer Sundays smile, no hcahli is in the 
breeze; 

His mind dark as liis fate, his frame .1 prey to dire 
disease.' 

Ob, Englisli Gentlemen! your hearts have bled for the 
black slave. 

You heard his melancholy moan from the Atlantic 
wave; 

He tliouglii upon his father's land, and cried, • a long 
FAREWKLL,» 

But blcss’d youf gazing at the sun, when first his fetters 
fell. 

And if yc plead for creatures dumb,* and deem their 
fate severe, 

Shall human wrongs, in your own land, call forth no 
generous tear 7 

Humanity implores! Awake from apathy's cold sleep! 

Aud, when you plead for others wrongs, forget not the 
POOR SWEEP. 

I The terrible • eout csacer,* to whidi ell etlaibias-l>or« ntt* 

Mibjoct. 

* See BIr Blertin’e bill. 
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WhcD sumincr conies the bells shall riQ(;, and flowers 
and hawthorns blow, 

Thu vill.igc Ijssus and the luds shall all « a>iiiayinj» (;o: 

Kind*Iiuurtod Udy,* may tliy soul in licavcn a l)lcsi>ing 
re.ip, 

Whose bounty at that season flows^ to cheer the little 

SWEEP ! 

'T is yours, ye English Gentlemen, such comforts to pro¬ 
long; 

’T is yours the friendless to protect, and all who suffer 
wrong. 

But one day in the toiling year tliu friendless sweep is 
flay: 

Protect—and smiling industry shall make his long )'car 
May. 

THE GIPSY’S TEXT. 

WuEK now cold winter’s snow is fled, 

And birds sing blithe ug.iin, 

Look, where the gipsy's tent is spread. 

In the green vill.ige-ianc. 

Oft by the old park-pales, beneath 
Thu branches of tlic oak, 

The walrli-dog barks, when in slow wreatli 
Culls o’er the woods the smoke. 

No home receives the wandering race, 

The panniev’d ass is nigh, 

Which patient bears, from place to place, 

The infant progeny. 

Lo! houseless o’er the world they stray. 

But I at home will dwell, 

W'hure 1 may read my hook and pray, 

And hear the Sabbath-bull. 


WRm'EN AT S LCHESTER, 

THE ANCIENT CALLEVA; 

A CELERRATED STATION AND CITT, ON THE GREAT ROMVN 
ROAD PROM BATH TO LONDON;—THE WALLS OP W'fllCIf, 
COYBRED WITH TREES, YET REMAIN NEARLY ENTIRE. 

The wild pear wliispcrs, and the ivy crawls, 

Along the circuit of tliine ancient waIN, 

Lone city of the dead!—and near this mniind, * 

The buried coins of migbly men arc found, 

Silent remains of Caesars aud of kings, 

Soldiers of wliose renown the world yet rings, 

In it*; Aid story!—These have had their day 
Of glory, and arc pass’d*—like sounds—away! 

And such their fame!—while we the spot behold, 

And muse upon the tale that time has told, 

We ask, where arc they ?—they whose clarion bray’d, 
Whose chariot glided, and whose war-horse neigh’d; 
Whose cohorts hasten’d o'er the echoing way, 

Whose eagles glitter’d to the orient ray! 

. > The late Xfs Moatafoe, itbosa boaatj, oa Hay-dtr, lo these 
cAiTJna I< well kaowa. 

> The Att|ihjibeatrc'. 


—Ask of this fragment, rear’d by Roman hands, 

That, now, a lone and broken column stands! 

Ahk of tliat road—whose track alone remains— 

'rbat swept, of old, o'er mountaius, downs, an4 plains; 
And, still, along the silent champaign leads,— 

Where are its noise of cars and tramp of steeds? 

Ask of the dead!—and silence will reply, 

• Go seek thum in the grave of mortal vanity !> 

Is tliis a Roman veteiah ?—look again,— 

It is a Rt'itish soldier, who, in Spain, 

At Albiiera's glorious light, has bled; 

lie, too, bus spurred his charj^cr o’er the dead! 

—Desolate, now—friendless and desolate, 

Let him the tale of w.ir and home relate.— 

IJis wife—(and Gainsborough nifh a form and mien 
Would paint, In harmony with siuh a scene),— 

With pensive aspect—yet demeanour bland, 

—\ lottoring infant guided by her hand— 

Spoke of her own green Erin, while lier child. 

Amid tlic scene of ancient glory, smiled. 

As spring's first flower smiles froin a monument 
Of other years, by time and ruin rent! 

Lone city of the dead! thy pride is past, 

Thy temples sunk—as at the whirlwind’s blast! 

Silent—all silent, where the mingled cries 
Of gather'd myriads rent the purple skies! 

Mere—where the suiTimcr breezes wave the wood 
The stern and silent gladiator stood. 

And lisieii'd to the shouts that hail’d his gushing blood 
And, on this wooded mount.—that oft, of yore, 

Hath cchocil to the Lybian lion's roar,— 

The car scarce catches, from the shady glen, 

The small pipe of a solitary wreu! 

GLASTONBURY ABBEY AND WKLLS CATHE¬ 
DRAL. 

WRITTEN APTEft VIEW'IXG THE HIIINS OF THF. ONE, AND 
HCAniNO THE CHVnCIl SmVlCE, IN TllEOTHnil. 

j Glory and boast of Avalon's fair vale, 

I (low beautiful tby ancient tiirrcLs rose! 

Fancy yet secs them, in the sunshine pale 
Gleaming, or more majestic in repo.se,— 

When, wcsl-.i’vay, the crimson landscape glows,— 
(lasting their shadows on the waters wide, ‘ 
flow sweet the sounds, that, at still day-light's close, 
Gime, blended with the airs of eventide, 

When, through the glimmering aisle, faint « misereres* 
died! 

But all is silent now!—silent the bell 

That, heard from yonder ivied turret high. 

Warn’d the cowl'd bmiher from his midnight cell;— 
Silent the vesper-chaunt—the litany 
Respon'^ive to the organ!—scatter’d lie 
The wrecks of the proud pile, ’mid arches grey,— 
Whilst hollow winds, through mantling ivy, sigh 1 

■ The VsleofAvaloD waa •arroandsd by wateri at tha tlBS. 
Arthur is deacribed aa barlett In Uie island of Avaloa. Pan of a 
seulpiurod lioB renaiDsi aod It may be eliserved, that Lelaod, lo 
I bis Iiioorary, speaks of sOuo LeoDeasub podibaa Ariborl.a Tha 
maaonry over tbo sacred weU, discovered by Hr Waroer, Is oaii- 
aenily beaatlfal. It is a slimntar (act, tbsl ilia Isat meetloH of iSs' 
Bible Society was held amidst tbo oBQait deaolatioa ofGtailoaljury 
Abbey. 
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And e'en the moulderinjj shrine is rent away» 
Whore, in his warrior weeds, the British Arthur lay. 

Now, look upon the sister fane of Wells 1— 

It lifts its forehead in the lucid air;— 

Sweet, o'er the champaign, sound its Sabbath bells,— 
Its roof rolls back the chaunt, or voice of prayer. 
Anxious we ask, will heaven that temple spare, 

Or mortal tempest sweep it from its state? 

Oh ! say,—shall time revere the fabric fair, 

Or shall it meet, in distant years, thy fate, 

Shatter'd, proud pile, like thee, and left as desolate ? 

No! to subdue or elevate the soul, 

Our best, our Jpurest feelings to refine, 

Still shall the solemn diapasons roll 
Through that high fonel still hues, reflected shine 
From the tall windows, on tlie sculptured shrine. 
Ringing the pavement! for He shall afford— 

He who directs the storm—bis aid divine. 

Because its Sion has not left thy word, 

Nor sought for other guide than thee, Almighty Lord I 


THE SORROWS OF SWITZERLAND. 


To Ur* WlUlin Dooglsi, a natiTO of tho Coootry wboao wroni;* 
tbe following Hum Imporfedly <letcribe. ihlt Poem U rwpectfully 
inarribed by her ilncero Prlendaod Serrant, 

Douhtad, Mog *5, iSoi. W.L.Bowtu. 


PART 1. 

Why art thou come, man of despair and blood. 

To these gieen vales, and streams o'erliung with wood ? 
These hills, wliere far from life's discordant throng, 
The lonely goat>maid chaunts her matin song? 

This coitaged glen, where age in peace reclines, 
Soothed by the whisper of his native pines; 

Where, in the twilight of his closing days, 

Upon the glimmering lake he loves to gaze; 

And, like his life, sees on the shadowy flood 
The still sweet eve descending: Man of blood! 

Burst not his holy musings. Innocence 
And peace these vales inhabit: hie thee henre 
To the waste wilderness, the mournful main. 

To caves, w'here silence and deep darkness reign 
(Where God's eye only can the gloom pervade), 

And shroud ihy visage in their dreariest shade! 

Or if these scenes so beauteous may impart 
A momentary softness to thine heart, 

Let nature plead—plead for a guiltless land— 

Ere yet thou lift the desolating brand,* 

Ere yet thou bid the peaceful echoes swell 
With havoc's shouts, and many a mingled yell! 

Pause yet a moment! By the beard 
Of lum whose eyes to HeaVn are rear'd; 

By her, who frantic lifts her helpless band; 

By tliose poor littlooncs, that speechless stand— 

If thou bast nature in tliee, oh, relent! 

•Nor crush the lowly shed of virtue and content! 

• No golden shrines can tempt thy plunder here; 

No jealous castles their dark turrets rear. 

Pcepii^ at dawn among the mountain vines, 

Tile village-pastor's simple mansion shines, 

^Beneath the tower, the music of whose bells 
Soft o'er the axurc lake each Sabbath swells; 


No taper d halls, that blaze till mom, reply 
To sounds of proud voluptuous revelry; 

But one sweet pipe, by ling'ring lover play'd. 

Cheers the dim valley, as the day-tints fade; 

While in the rocks, the torrents, and the trea, 

Her little world with pride Affection sees. 

Survey the prospect wellSoldier, dost thou 
(T hy blood-red plumage rustling on thy brow) 

Bid the poor villagers (who, in the shed 
Of their forefathers, eat tlieir virtuous bread) 

To hard Oppression bend the prostrate knee. 

Or learn Bsnxvoi.b{<cx and Lovx from thee? 

And dost thou talk of Freedom 1 Freedom here 
Lifted, with death-denouncing frown, her spear— 

Here, joining her loud voice's solemn call 
To the deep thunders of the water-fall, 

She hail'd her chosen home: these dark woods rung, 

As her bold war-song on the rocks she sung- 
At once a thousand banners to the air 
Streamin{f, a tliousand falchions brandish’d bare, 
Proclaim’d her son's dread homage, > We will die. 

Or live thy children, holiest LtBstTYli* 

Oh, think of this! Alas, the voice is vain! 

Poor injured land! thy brave, thy blameless train; 

Thy lovely landscapes, bursting bright around; 

Thy glens, that echoed every chccriog sound; 

Thy rocks, that gleam'd with many a high-hung cot; 
And Fseedom's holy name, avail tbbb mot! 

Then rise, insulted country—in despair 
Lift thy brave arm more terrible—and swear. 

Swear thou wilt never sheath th’ avenging steel, 

Till thou hast made the fell invader fuel 
How vain the terrors of his glitl'ring crest; 

How warm the'flame that fires a patriot's breast! 

How nerved their arm, opposed to tenfold might, 

Who for the dearest hopes, their homes, their offspring, 
fight! 

And hark! e'en now, metbouglu, stern Freedom call’d, 
From the wild shores qf rocky Ujcdbbwald! 

• Rush, like the mountain avalanche,' on those 
Who, foes to you, my sons, are Virtue’s foes! 

Lo! where the legions of insulting Fraiicb 
A lready on your ravaged plains advance; 

See your pale daughters—they for mercy plead; 

Behold your while-hair'd sires!—they sink—they bleed? 
Oh! yet your patriot energies unite, 

To quell the insolent oppressor's might! 

Behold the scene’ where your forefotliers broke, 

And sternly trampled on, the Austrian yoke I 
Behold the spot, where the undaunted band 
First met, and clasping each his brotheFs band, 

Bade the Almighty hear their solemn vow: 

That never should their injured country bow 
'A slave I' then lifted in the midnight air 
Their spears, while the dun rocks replied, * Wb swbab.’ 
Think that the dbab behold you I—lie whose bow 
Laid the grim tyrant of these valleys low, 

On yonder eminence yet seems to stand. 

To YOU be dimly waves his awful hand. 

* A BIN of MOW that hll* from ike top* of the Boaoieio*. 

* The Meoe* reoowaod by the aeaio* of Tdl, Staffat^or, etc. 
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Go forth my tons—in each bold boeom swell 
The injured spirit of another Tbli; ' 

And rush, like the huge avalanche, on those 
Who, foes to you, are Fi»dom‘s, Vistub’s foes.* 

So Fbbedom spoke; she stood august and high; 

Like a pale meteor shone her troubled eye; 

She smote her shield, and with indignant look 
More awful her uplifted war-spear stiook. 

From many a wild and woodland solitude, 

O'erhnng with snowy*«ilver’d mountains rude; 

From glassy lakes, or where the bursting brook 
Wells sparkling through some beech-cmbower'd nook; 
From scatter'd chalets,> deck’d with mantling viues. 
Above whose blue smoke wave tli’ impending pines; 
From many a covert green, or gleamy rock, 

The rude defenders of their country ilock. 

Upon a cliff, that at grey morning throws 
Its shadow o'er the deep clear lake’s repose, 

With firm yet sadden’d look, fix’d on the sun. 

Their holy leader^ stands: >GhildreD!> he cries 
(And one sad tear-drop gathers in his eyes), 
oTbbih abms prevail Helvrtia mourns in vain, 
Bound by the ruthless victor's griding chain; 

We only 'mid these rocky ramparts find 
Short shelter from the vultures of mankind : 

Hither they speed their desolating way. 

They flap their bloody pennons o'er their prey. 

But we have hearts, my breiliren, and we kuow 
What to our country—to our Goo—we owe ; 

And we have arms—arms that may make them rue 
(Though rude our ramparts, our defenders few) 

The hour when they assail'd this last retreat; 

Feel we our hearts leap high, our pulses beat’ 

« Death calls us—yet, oht lowly let us bend, 

And pray to Him, who is the poor man's friend, 

That he would guard our orphans when we bleed, 

And shield them ia the bitter hour of need!» 

Now, soldier, let thy huge artillery roar, 

Thy marsliall’d columns flash along the shore; 

Thy armed transports with long shadow ride, 

Terrific o’er the lake’s once tranquil tide; 

And thy loud trumpets bray, as in disdain 
Of the poor tenants of the snowy plain! 

They fear thee not—they <ire Oppression's foes— 
Untcared, thy march of carnage they oppose. 

Though their fall’n brethren have in vain withstood, 
Tliough yet thy sword be red with their best blood; 
Tliy swoi^, thy steeds, thy legions, they defy— 

^d death is coucli’d within their flashing eye. 

Age has new energies—in traces weak 
One angry hectic rises on his check: 

And as bis time-touch’d features kindling glow, 
i Lead me,* be cries, « yet lead me to the foe!» 

Stem manhood o'er his boy low murm’ring bends, 
Then, as hts deadly weapon ho extends. 

Proudly exclaims, « Freedom or Death, my son! 

And choo, O Goo of Justice, lead us on! • 

* Wllhta Tslf, foiudar of 8frl« Liberty. 

* Pmmi’e bats. 

* FUbsr PssI Silfsp, leader of the UndenraMen. 


Harkl with one shout they rush into the fight— 

The pale foe shrinks before tlicir gathering might! 
Fragments of rocks in wild despair they wield. 

And helms and shiver'd swords bestrew the field. 

The frantic mother, hushing every grief, 

Joins the dread scene, and to some plumed chief 
(All pale with rage, with desperation wild) 

Cries, as she smites his heart, ■ Uadst thou a child?* 

Unequal strife! the scene of death is o*cr, 

Mother and child lie side by side in gore! 

When evening comes, through the lone cottage pane 
No light looks cheerful in the dark’ning plain; 

No pleasing sounds stray the dim hills along; 

No home-return ing goat-maid trills her song; 

At intervals, wild accents of despair 

Or shouts are heard, or dismal night-fires glare. 

But all is dark and silent near the heap 
Where the fallen heroes of the hamlet sleep; 

Save that at times a hollow groan is heard. 

Or melancholy cry of the night-bird; 

Save where some dog, amidst the scene of death, 
Moans, us he watches yet his master’s breath ; 

While with despair, and love that seems to S)>eak, 

He licks the blood that stagnates on his cheek. 

The morn looks through the hurrying clouds, the air 
Sighs, as it lifts, at times, the dead m.'in’s hair; 

Upon the slaughter’d heaps the cold stars shine, 

And Freedom sighs, • The triumph, Gaul, is thine!* 

How dawns the morn, o’er vales with blood defiled, 
Where late affection's sweetest pictures smiled I 
O'er the still lahe how sadly peals the bell 
That sounds of every earthly hope the knell! 

Pale o’er the bloody snows, without a home, 

The sad survivors of the deaih-storm roam; 

Their infiints, outcast on the desert plain, 

Demand their mothers and ihrir sires in vain; 

And when the red sun leaves the dark’ning sky, 

Amid the gory tracks sit down and sigh. 

Shores of Lvcbrnb! where many a winding bay 
Shone l>cauteou8 to the morn's rcturning ray; 

Where rosy tints upon Uie blue lake shone. 

And touch’d |h<- rocks with colours not their own; 
Who now, with eyes that swim iu tendermss, 

The scenes, to every virtue dear, shall bless? 

What pleasure oow shall the rich landscape yield— 
The sparkling cataract—the pendent field— 

'Mid hoar declivities the sunny tow'r, 

Peering o’er beeches that iu roof embow’r; 

And cottage-lops, with light smoke trailing slow 
O’er the grey vapours looming fsr below. 

Who shall ascend proud Pilate's * height, and mark 
The motley clouds sail o’er the champaign dark. 

Now breaking in fantastic forms, and now 
Dappling the distant promontory's brow? 

Then, when the sun tliat lights the scene, rides high. 
And far away the scatter’d volumes fly, 

Look up to the great God that rules tlie world, 

By whom proud Empires from their seats are hurl’d, 
And feel a glow of holy gratitude, 

That licre, ’mid hollow glens, and mountains rude, 

* MooBt Pllsts on the Like of Lseerae. 
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Far from Ambition’s mnrch, and Discord’s yell, 
Content, and Love, and Happiness, ^ould dwell! 

Who now along those banks shall list'ning stray, 
When evening lights each inlet west away, 

And hear the solitary boatman’s oar, 

Dip duly, as he nears the shaded shore; 

Or catch the whispers of the waterfall. 

That through the ivied clefts swells musical. 

These scenes, these sounds, could many a joy impart, 
With sadness mix’dThe wand'ring youth whose heart 
Was sick with rnmiy sorrows, resting Iiere 
At such an hour, forgot his starting tear; 

He felt a pensive calm, sweeter than sleep, 

Steal gently o'er his aching breast; the deep, 

And clear repose of th* unruffled lake 
llis spirit seem’d unconscious to partake; 

And still the water, as it whisper'd near. 

Or liigh'woods, as they rustled, soothed his car, 

Like the remembrance of a melody, 

Heard in his infant happy days gone by. 

Now in his distant country, when with tears 
The tale of ruffian violence ho hears— 

Hears that the spot, which smiled with lovely gleam, 
Like some sweet image of a tender dream, 

Upon^iis morning path, is drcncli'd with gore— 

Its harmless tenants wclt’ring on the shore! 

He will exclaim, while from his breast he dr.iws 
A deep, deep sigh, « Avenge, O Coot their ca(isc.» 

Who would not sigh for Switzesland? Wlial heart, 
That ever bore in human woes a part; 

That ever felt Affection’s genuine flame; 

That ever leap’d .it injured Freedom's name; 

Would not for her dark foes feel honest hate, 

And swell with indignatioA at her fate? 

If thus her lot of sorrow have impress'd 
Grief and resentment on a atrangtrr's breast, 

How must he hear the murd'rous tale of death, 

He, who in tlicse still vales first drew his breath! 

’T is his, perhaps, in distant climes to roam, 

Far from the shelter of his early home; 

Yet still, as fancy paints the spot, he sees 
His father’s cottage, and the mountain trees; 

Again by the wild streams hc-seems to rove; 

He hears the voice of her who won his love, 

I His heart's first love; for her he prunes the vine, 
Whose clust'ring leaves the rustic porch entwine; 

The mountain’s van together they ascend, 

They see, Alps piled on Alps, far on extend; 

They mark the casual sunshine light the mass, 

Or vernal show’rs along the valley pass; 

Whilst, tinging the dark rocks, more lovely glow 
The breeded colours of Heaven's humid bow. 

But now the maid he loved—with whom, all day, 

He loved in summer o'er the hills to stray; 

The faithful maid he loved—oh! cold despair, 

Freese his warm life-blood; and that thrilling air * 
Which erst he sung, when, all alive to joy, 

He caroll'd on the Alps a pedant boy; 

Let him not hear it now—lest his eyes start, 

And madness harrow up his broken heart! 

I * The flimoai Hams da YaeMes. 


How touching was the simple strain! the tear 
Of inem’ry started, when it met the ear; 

And ho whose front was rough with many a scar, 

WhuK bold heart bounded at the trump of war, 

Stood all dissolved in sadness at its tone, 

Rememb’iing him of pleasant seasons gone. 

Perhaps full many a heavy hour had pass'd, 

Since in its native nooks he heard it last; 

And when again its well-known music thrill'd, 

A thousand thronging recolleclioiis fill'd 
His soul, that, sick with longing, homeward roved 
Bemote from scenes which most on earth he loved 
Cast on a world tempestuous, bleak, and wide. 

More ardent for his once-loved hills he sigh'd, 

And sigh'd again, to think how it might fare 
With sisters, brothers, friends, and parents there. * 

For he its music and its name forgot, 

Foa DESEBT 18 BIS UOMB, AND THOSB Bl LOVED AEB NOT. 

PAST II. 

I was a child of sorrow, when I pass'd, 

Sweet Country! through your rocky valleys last; 

For one whom I had loved, whom 1 had prest 
With iioncst ardent passion to my breast. 

Was to another vow'd: 1 heard the talc, 

And to the earth sunk heartless, faint, and pale. 

Till that sad hour when every hope was flown, 

I thought she lived for me, and me alone. 

Yet did f not, though pangs iny heart must rend. 

Prove to tliy we.ikness a susUiining friend? 

Did I not bid thee never, never more, 

Or think of me or mine? os firm 1 swore 
To cast away the dream, and bury deep, 

As in oblivion of the dead man’s sleep, 

All that once soothed; and from the soul to tear 
Each longing wish that youth had cherisli'd there. 

But when't was midnight, to die woods I hied 
Despairing, and with frantic anguish cried: 

« Oh! had relentless death with instant dart 
Smitten and snatch'd thee from my bleeding heart, 
Through life had niggard fortune bid us pine, 

And wither’d with despair my hopes and thine; 

Yes, yes, I could have borne it—but to see 
Til’ accusing tear, and know it falls for me! 

O cease the thought—a long and last farewell— 

We must forget—nor shall my soul rebel!» 

Then to my country’s cliffs 1 bade adieu; 

And what my sad heart felt, God only knew. 

Helvetia ! lliy rude scenes, a drooping guest 
I souglitf Dnd sorrowing, sought a spot of rest. 

Through many a mountain-pass, and sliaggy vale 
I roam’d, an exile, passion-crazed, and pale. 

1 saw your clouded heights sublime impend, 

1 heard your foaming cataracts descend; 

And oft the rugged scene my heart endued 
With a strange, sad, distemp^d fortitude; 

Oft on the lake's green marge I lay reclined, 

Murm’ring my moody fancies to the wind; 

But when some hanging hamlet I survey’d 
Or wood-cot peeping in the shelter'd glade, 

A tear perforce would steal; and, as my eye 
Fondly reverted to the days gone by, 

» ■ And wtkM to think bow It algbt fam with yog.»-8n*n»*s. 
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■ How bless*d (I cried), remote from every cnm 
To rest with her we loved, forgotten Uiere!* 

Then soft, methought, from the sequester'd grove 
1 heard the song of happiness and love; 

« Gome to these scenes of peace, 

Where to rivers murmuring 

The sweet birds all the summer sing. 

Where cares, and toil, and sadness cease! 
Stranger, docs thy heart deplore 
Friends, whom thou wilt sec no more? 

Does thy wounded spirit prove 
Pangs of hopeli^ sever’d love? 

Thee the stream that gushes clear 
Thee the birds that carol near, 

Shall soothe, as silent thou dost lie. 

And dream to iheer wild lullaby. 

Come to these scenes of peace, 

Where cares and sadness cease.* 

Start from the feeble drea m! The woodland shed 
Flames, and the tenants of that vale are dead! 

All dark the torrent of their fate hath rush’d'*- 
Each cheering echo of the plain is hush'd; 

And every joyous, every tender sound 

In the loud roaring of the night-storm drown'd! 

How cheerily the rocks from side to side 
Oft Co the tabor's festive sounds replied! 

There, when the bells upon a holiday 
Rung out, and all the villagers were gay, 
la summer-time die happy groups were seen: 

Youth link’d with beauty bounded on the green, 

And age sat smiling, as the joyous train 
(Round the tall May-tree^ tap'ring from the plain), 
Their locks entwined with ribands streaming red, 

And, crown'd with tlow’rs, the rural pastimes led;— ^ 
Oh! on the bleeding turf the poor llow’rs throw, 

And weep for them that sleep in d ust below. 

There sleep together, in their death-bed cold, 

The beautiful, the brave, the young, the old! 

Ho voice is heard Chat charm’d tlicir earthly road: 

Around their desolate and last abode 

The blast, that ssrapi them to the earth, yet raves. 

And strews with havoc their insulted graves! 

As on tlie lucid lake's unruffled breast 
Soft silv’ry lights and blending shadows rest; 

Above, around, the heaven's blue calm is spread. 

And sleeps the sunshine on the mountain’s bead. 

Then purple rocks and woods smile Co Uie eye. 

Like fairy landscapes of the ev’ning sky; 

And alt is still, save where some forest bird 
Witli small and solitary trill is heard; 

Sudden the scene is changed—the hurricane 
Is up among the mountains—wind and rain 
Drive, and strange darkness closes on the vale; 

The high rocks to the light’ning glimmer pale; 

And nought is heard, but the deep thunderis roar, 

Or vulture's screaming round the desert shore! 

So mourns the prospect changed and overcast, 

And shrieks the spirit in the passing blast! 

* Usy-biga. 
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But ah! how feller burst the ruthless storm, 

That speeds the moral prospect to deform! 

To-morrow, and the Han of Blood may sec 
Again fresh verdure deck the dripping tree; 

Again pure splendour light the bumiing views, 

And the clear lake reflect the fairest hues; 

Whilst the gay lark seems, with a livelier voice, 

In scorn of his stern spirit, to rejoice. 

But, hapless laud! what day-spring shall restore 
Thy lovelier morals that now smile no more 1 
Affection, tender as the murm'ring dove, 

That in tlie noiseless wood her hoine-ncst wove; 

And Piety, that the blue mountains trod, 

With kindling eyes upraised to nature’s God ! 

Virtues that made thy streams, and woods, and hills, 
Thy lakes, all sunshine, and thy shaded rills, 

Like pictures of no earthly paradise! 

Beaming remote from sorrow and from vice. 

Child of the village pastor! modest sense. 

And meekest piety, and innocence 

(If innocence in this hard world were seen) 

Touch’d thy illumined eye, thy pensive mien, 

As with a ray from hcav'ii. Thy light loose hair 
Hung gently-waving to the summer air; 

Thy smiling cheek with health’s rich glow was warm, 
When with thy aged sire, arm link’d in arm, 

Thou oft didst stnay, beneath the beams of mom, 

To gather herbs that tlic wild crofts adorn. 

Meantime he taught thy inexperienced youth 

Lessons of sober wisdom, and of truth ; 

lie spoke of the great world beyond the vale— 

Where uncouth shapes of want or woe assail; 

He spoke of restless man’s ungovern'd state— 

And the dark rushing torrent of his fate: 

Then pointing to the craggy height, that slirouds 
Its distant summit in the rolling clouds, 

Bade thee revere th* ETBAttiiL One! (whose will 
The earthquakes and the roaring deeps fulfil; 

Whose awful thunder shakes th' astonish’d ball) 

And trust in Him, whatever fate befal! 

Oh! he did little think his shelter’d vale 
Would prove the truest comment to the tale. 

They tore her fainting from his aged sire— 

He miss'd the darling of his soul, and died 
For he sunk broken-hearted to the tomb— 

Upon his grave no flowers in spring shall bloom; 
Some with'ring weeds, perhaps, or scatter’d stones, 
Mark the rude spot whore they have cast his bones! 
Soon, sad survivor, may thy sorrows cease 
And there thy heart be buried and at peace, 

Where thy poor father sleeps: till that blest day 
When Hx who saw your sufferings here, shall say, 

M Gome, children of affliction! love and joy, 

Await you, where no griefs again annoy! 

Gome, sainted children, and that bliss portake, 

Which He alone can give who suffer’d for your sake.» 

Far from the earthly scenes that wasteful lie. 
Virtue, and Peace, and Arts, and Freedom fly. 

Arts, which the wild surrounding views inspired; 

And Freedom, such as genuine Patriots fired. 

When the great sun sinks in (he crimson west, 

And all the pines in golden pomp are drest; 
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Whose daring hand shall snatch the vivkl light 
That purples o'er the promontory's height; 

And. with a LouTBiaBooao's^ rich pencil, throw 
On the warm tablet all the lucid glow ? 

When (he slow convent’s bell sounds from afar. 

And the dim lake reflects the ev'ning star; 

When shall again the rapt enthusiast rove, 

And deck the visionary bower of love ? 

Hush’d be the Doric strain.^ that, in the shade 
Of his own pines, the pensive Gessnee play'd; 

Which oft the hopaeward-plodding woodman near 
Paused, with his grey beard on Ids staff, to hear; 
Whilst his lean dog, whose op’ning lips disclose. 

Just peeping fortli, his white teeth’s even rows, 

Lifted his long ears witli sagacious heed, 

And fix’d his full eye on his trilling reed. 

High on the broad Alps’ solitary van, 

Where not a sound is heard of busy man, 

Hark! with loud orgies o'er the bloody dew, 

Lewd Gomus leads his nighUy>aiadding crew! 

Strange shouts and clangors through the high-wood run. 
And distant arms Hash to the sinking suu. 

Dark forests their lone empire,^ the tall rocks 
Their shelter, and their wealth their wand’ring flocks, 
To the proud Maccdon, whose conquering car 
Roll'd terrible through the ranks of armed war; 

Whose banners chilld the plain with fearful shade. 
Whose sov'rcignty a thousand trumpets bray'd. 

The Scythian chiefs spoke nobly: • What have we, 
King of the World, to do with thine or Uiee? 

Far o'er the snowy solitudes we roam, 

Or by wild rivers fix our casual home; 

Nor heed the distant clarion of thy fame, 

O’er tlic green champaign let thy cities shine, 

We ne'er invaded fields or seats of thine; 

Nor will wc bow, proud Lord, at thy decree: 
IIeQce,-->hcncc—and leave us to our forests, free!* 
Saved thee, Helvetia, from the ruthless stroke 
I Of the stem soldier, who, with banners spread, 

Through thy still vales his gUu'ring squadrons led! 

But llea/n denied:—despair and murd'rous hale 
Stalk o'er thy inmost valleys desolate! 

And she, that like the nimble mountain-roe, 

With step scarce heard, went bounding o'er the snow— 
She whose green buskins swept the frosts of mom, 

Who waked the high wood with her bugle horn; 

She, who once call'd these bills her own, and found 
Her loveliest sojourn 'mid the hallow'd ground, 

Blessing the spot where, shaded high with wood. 

And deck’d with simple flowers, her altar stood; 
Fresoom insulted sc<.3, as pale the flies, 

A monster phantom in her name arise! 

On weltering carcases it seems to stand. ^ 

Waving a dim-seen dagger in its hand; 

Its look is unrelenting as the grave— 

*Arouod its brow tlie muttering wliirlwinds rave— 

. Its stretching shadow chills the scene beneath^ 

Ah! fly—it onward moves and murmurs •Death!* 

> Loadwrbourg, a sstlvs of SwItierUad. 

* GeMSor'i putoriU. 

' I bsTS ukOB ibU from Plsais's ImerosilBg BUtorg »/tk$ S»lu 
Omfedetoeif. 

^ Coatrsst beiweeD sobbIbo lilborty iBd the S|>lrU of JBCoblnUn. 


Earth Fades beneath its footstep, and around 
Long sighs, and distant dying shrieks, resound! 

Gould arms alone o’er thy brave sons prevail, 
Hilvitia? No—it was the fraudful tale 
Of this false phantom, which the heart misled; 

That spoke of peace—peace to the poor man’s shed, 
Then left him houseless to the tempest's gloom, 
That swept his hopes and comforts to the tomb! 
High tower'd the grisly spectre, half conceal’d. 

And gath’ring clouds its dismal forehead veil’d-. 

The clouds disperse, and lo! ’mid murd'rous bands. 
Dark in its might, the hideous phantom stands. 
Now see the triumph of its reign complete, 

Behold it tlironed in its sov’reign seat; 

The orgies peal, the banners wave on high, 

The dark rocks sing to shouts of liberty! 

Now, soldier, lift thy loud acclaiming voice! 
Children of high-sourd sentiment, rejoice! 

Round the scathed tree upon (he desert plain, 
Dance o’er die victims of the village slain! 

Thou, who dost smiling sit, as Fancy flings 
Her hues unreal o’er created things, 

And as the scciies in gay distemper shine. 

Dost wand'ring cry, «flow sweet a world is mine I* 
Ah! see the shades receding, that disclose 
The direst spectacle of living wo^! 

And ye who, all enlighten’d, all sublime, 

Pantin indignant thraldom, till the time 
When man, bursting his fetters, proud and fl-ee, 
The wildest savage of the wilds shall be; 

Artful instructors of our feeble kind, 

Illumined leaders of die lost and blind. 

Behold the destined glories of your reign, 

Behold yon flaming sheds—yon outcast train! 
Hark! hollow-moaning on the fitful blast, 
Uethought. Rousseau, thy troubled spirit past! 

His ravaged country his dim eyes survey- 
« Are these the fruits > (he said, or seem'd to say). 

• Of diose high energies of raptured thought, 

That proud Philosophy my precepts taught 7» 

Then shrouding his sad visage from the sight, 

Flew o'er the cloudiest Alps to solitude and niglit. 

Thou, too, who, rousing history’s vast plan. 

Didst sit by the clear waters of Lausanne ( 

(What time Imperial Rome rose to thy view, 

And thy bold hand her mighty image drew). 

Thou too, methinks, as the sad wrecks extend, 

Dost seem in sorrow o'er the scene to bend. 

With steady eye, and penetrating mind, 

Thou hast survey’d the toil of human kind; 

Hast mark'd Ambition’s march and fiery car. 

And thousands shouting in the fields of war: 

But direr woes might ne'er a sigh demand, 

Than those of hapless injured SwitEerlandl 
Oh! may they teach.^whatever feelings start. 

One awful truth.—that here we know in part! 
Whatever darkness round bis ark may rest, 

There is a GOD. who knows wbat is is sest. 
Submissive, still, adoring may we stand, 

Beneath the terrors of his cbaM^ning hand; 

* GIbboa HBlabwl bitbhiory ob the biokt sf (be Lsbe, 
■aamr-boote. 
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And though die clo^ of carnage dim the sun, 
Bend to the earth, and aay, • Thy nriU be done.!* 


CHURCH MUSIC, 

AND TBI POOR BUND MAN OP 8AU6BURT CATHEDBAL. 

There U a poor Bund Han, who, every day, 

In Mimmer sunshine, or in winter's rain, 

Duly as tolls the bell, to the high fane, 

Explores with faultcring footsteps, his dark way, 

To kneel before his Maker, and to hear 
The chaunted senrice, pealing full and clear. 

Ask, why, alone, in the same spot he kneels 
Through the long year? Oh! the wide world is cold, 

As dark, to him: Here, he no longer feels 
His sad bereavement— Faitb and Hon uphold 
His heart—He fMls not he is poor and blind, 

Amid the unpilying tumult of mankind: 

As through the aisle*, the choral anthems roll, 

His soul is in the choirs above the skies, 

And songs, far off, of angel-companies, 

^Vhen this dim Earth is perish'd, as a scroll. 

Oh! happy, if the Rich—the Vain—the Proud— 

The plumed Actors in Life's motley crowd,— 

Since pride is dust, and life itself a span,— 

Would learn one Lesson from a rooa Bund Man. 

Jan. io, 1829 . 

VILLAGER’S VERSE BOOK. 


T» foltowios CoapMttloDs «»r« written orlsisally, to be leant by 
been by Poor Children of my own Periab, who bare been inttrncied 
every Saadey thronffb the Sonnier, for naoy year*, on the Garden 
bewa before ibe Par«ona{{« Dohm, by Hra Bowlu. The object, 
wbicb to the best of ny koawled>e h entirely novel, wet briefly 
to detcribe tbt nott obvioot inM(tee in Conniry Life, fantilinr to 
every dilld ; end in the tnMllett com|ieu to connect every dielinct 
picture wlib ibeeerlieit fealingt of Uunaoity and Piety, In language 
wbldi tbealnpleti nlffbt underciand, but which, fron tbeobjecta 
repretenied, mti^ht be read, yierbtpt with tome interett, by thote 
wbnte nioda were more coltivated. Above fuerteen of ibeaeiiitle 
Poent were oompoted with (bit view, nany year* ago: but U wat 
not thought of esteudloff their knowledge b^ond the village circle, 
to which they were originally limiied, except by a very few coplet 
given awiy. 

I have now added to the nanber, and revlied the whole; tblak- 
lag, when early Edncitlon It to widely extended, they may he 
found, iin a wid^ tcnle, to aniwer the pnrpote for whirb they were 
writiea. They nay be alto fband acceptable to Moifaert, Jn a 
higher atation it Life, who night with to impreit on tbeir chlldren't 
memory, at they grow op, a love of nelerel aeenet, eonUaed with 
Ihe eirliett fcelingi ef lympatby and religion. 

Sono of the Gonpotitloot, »ucb at * The Mower,* ■ Swan,* eto, 
are pnrpotely detlgned for the exercite of more advanced Intellect. 

L, B, 


PATH OP LIFE. 

Oh Lord—in sickness and in bealib. 
To every lot leeign'd. 

Grant me, before all worldly wealth, 
A meek and thankful mind. 

As lifCi thy upland path we tread. 
And ofm pause in pain* 

To thinly of friends and parents dead. 
Oh! Ie| oa not complain. 


The'Lord may give or take away, 

Bui nought our Aiith can move, 
While we to Heaven can look, and aay, 
• Oua Fatbsa Uvea above.* 


8DR-RI8E. 

When from my humble bed I riee, 
And see the morning Sun; 

Who, glorious in the eastern skies. 
His journey has begun; 

I think of that Almighty power. 
Which call'd this orb from night; 

I think how many at this hour 
Rejoice beneath its light. 

And then I pray, in every land. 
Where'er this light is shed. 

That ail who live may bless the baud 
Which gives their daily bread. 


summer's evening. 

As homeward by the evening star 
I pass along the plain, 

1 see the taper's light afar 

Shine through our cottage-pane. 

My brothers and my sisters dear, 

The child upon tlie knee, 

Spring, when my hastening steps they licar, 
And smile to welcome me. 

And when the fire is growing dim, 

And mother’s labours cease, 

I fold my hands, aud say my hymn. 

And • lay me down in peace.» 


SPRING.—CUCKOO. 

The bee is humming in the sun, 

Thu yellow cowslip springs, 

And hark! from yonder woodland’s side 
Again the Cuckoo slugs! 

«Cuckoo—Cuckoo!* no other note, 

She sings from day to day; 

But I, though a poor cottage-girl, 

Gan work, and read, and pray. 

And whilst in'knowledge I rejoice, 
Which heavenly truth displays. 

Oh! let me still employ my voice. 

In my Redeemer’s praise. 


SHEEP-FOLD. 

Tax sheep were in the fold at night; 

And now, a new-born lamb 
Totters and tremblea'jn the light, 

Or bleats beside its dam. 

How anxiously the motlier tries, 
With every tender care, 

To screen it from inclement skies, 
And the cold morning air! 
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The hail^storm of the east is fled» 
She seems with joy to swell. 
While ever as she bends her head, 
I hear the tinkling bell. 

So while for me a mother's prayer 
Ascends to Heaven above, 

May I repay her tender eare 
W'ilh (jratitiide and love. 


HEN AND CHICKENS. 

« 

Sii, sister, where the chickens trip. 

All busy in the morn ; 

Look! how iheir lieads they dip and dip. 
To peck the scatter'd corn. 

Dear sister, shall we shut our eyes. 

And to the sight be blind, 

Nor think of him who food supplies. 

To us and all mankind I 

Whether our wants he much or few, 

Or fine or coarse our fare, 

To Heaven's protecting care is due 
The voice of praise and prayer. 


POOR man’s grave. 

Old Andrews of the hut is dead. 

And many a child appears, 

While slowly ■ dust to dust • is read. 

Around his grave in tears. 

So he is gone, where small and great 
And poor, and high and low. 

And Dives, proud in worldly state, 

And l.,a2arus most go. 

May we among the just be found, 

Though short our sojourn here, 

Who, when the trump of doom shall sound, 
May hear it without fear. 


SUNDAY MORNING. 

Tub Sunday bells are knolling slow, 

The Summer morn how foir, 

While father, mother, children, go. 

And seek the house of prayer. 

Some musing roam the church-yard round, 
Some turn their head with sighs. 

And ^ze upon the new-made ground, 
Where old Giles Summers lies. 

But see, the Pastor lo his band, 

The bells have ceased to knoll. 

Now enter, and at God’s command. 

Think, Christian, of thy soul. 

^fnist heavenly hopes around thee shine, 
As in God’s presence live, 

And calmer comforts shall be tbioe 
Than all the world can give. 


'9' 


PRIMROSE. 

*T IS the first primrose! see how meek, 
Yet beautiful it looks; 

As just a lesson it may speak 
As that which is in books. 

While gardens show in flow’ring pride, 
The lily’s stalely ranks, 

It loves its modest head to hide 
Beneath the bramble-banks. 

And so the little cottag^maid 
May bloom unseen and die; 

But she, when transient flowrets fade, 
Shall live witli Christ on high. 


nODR-GLASS. 

As by my mother’s side I stand, 

Whose hairs from time are few and grey, 
I watch the hour-glass shed its sand, 

To mark liow wears the night away. 

Her sight by age is now decay’d; 

The spectacles, to aid her eyes. 

Upon the bible leaf are laid 
That open in the window lies. 

Though age must many ills endure. 

As time for ever runs away. 

This shows her Christian comforts sure, 

And leads to Heaven’s eternal day. 


bird’s nest. 

In yonder brake there is a nest. 

But come not, George, too nigh. 

Lest the poor mother frighten'd thence, 
Should leave her young, and fly. 

Think with what pain, through many a day, 
Soft moss and straw she brought; 

And let our own dear mother’s care 
Be present to our thought. 

And think how must her heart deplore. 

And droop with grief and pain, 

If those she rear'd, and nurs^, and loved, 
She ne’er should see again. 


THE MOWER. 

Harkl to the mower's whistling blade! 

How steadily he mows; 

The grass is heap'd, the daisies fede. 
All scatter’d as he goes. 

So time, as with a stem delight, 

Mid human havoc tow’rs; 

And sweeps, reusUeas in his might. 
Kingdoms, as grass and flowers. 


iga BOWLES’S 

The flowers of life may bloom or fade, 

Bat He in whom I trust, 

Though cold, and in my graTe-clotlies laid, 
Gan raise me from the dust. 


SATtniDAT KIGIIT. 

Com let DS, e'er we go to bed, 

(Ter the decaying embers chat; 

Though little Mary hangs her head. 

And strokes no more the purring cat. 

And let us tell how pris'ners pine, 

In silent dungeons dark and drear. 

Whilst in our face the embers shine, 

And all is calm and peaceful here. 

The English cot is free from cares; 

But see, the brand' is wasted quite; 

Come little Mary, say your prayers. 

Kiss, mother, kiss! good night, good night. 


SUNDAY NIGHT. 

Lit us unfold Godjji holy book, 

And by the taper's light, 

With hearts subdued and sober look, 

So spend the Sabbath night. 

Where now the thoughts of anxious life. 
Its guilty pleasures where? 

Here dies its loud and mourning strife, 
And all its sounds of care. 

Let other views our heart engross; 

To our Redeemer true; 

Who seems, expiring on the cross, 

To say, ■ 1 dikd foe tou.* 


APRIX. SHOWER. 

When rain-drops, glistening from the thatch. 
Like drops of silver, run, 

Our old bliod grannam lifts the latch, 

To feel the cheering son. 

She sees no rainbow in the sky, 

But when the Cuckoo sung 
She thought upon the years gone by. 

When she was blithe and young. 

But God, who comforts want and age. 

Shall be her only friend, 

And bless, till her long pilgrimage 
In silent dust shall end. 


W1NTER.--REDBREAST. 

Poor Robin sits and sings alone, 
When showers of driving sleet, 

By the cold winds of winter blown, 
The cotCsge casement beat 
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Come, let him share our chimney-nook. 
And dry his dripping wing; 

See, little Mary shuts her book. 

And cries, • poor Robin, sing.* 

Methinks I hear his faint reply— 

« When cowslips deck ihe’plain. 

The lark shall carol in the sky, 

And 1 shall sing again. 

■ But in the cold and wintry day 
To you 1 owe a debt, 

That in the sunshine of the May, 

I never can forget.* 


BUTTERFLY AND BEE. 

Mbtrought I heard a butterfly 
Say to a labouring bee, 

• Thou hast no colours of the sky, 
On painted wings like me!* 

• Poor child of vanity, those dyes 
And colours bright and rare 

(With mild reproof the bee replies), 
Are all beneath my care. 

• (kintent I toil from morn to eve. 
And scorning idleness,— 

To tribes of gaudy sloth 1 leave 
The vanities of dress.* 


GLOW-WORM. 

Oh ! what is this which shines so bright, 
And in the lonely place 
Hangs out his small green lamp at night. 
The dewy bank to grace ? 

It is a glow-worm—Still and pale, 

It shines the whole night long. 

When only stars, Oh! nightingale, 

Seem list’ning to thy song. 

And so, amid the world's cold night, 
Through good report or ill, 

Shines out the humble Christian’s light, 
As lonely and as still. 


TBE CONVICT. 

Luxe Andrews is transported I never more 
To see his Sisters, Mother, or the shore 
Of his own (Country! never more to see 
The cottage smoke rise o'er the sheltering tree: 
Never again beneath the morning beam, 

■ Jocund to drive a-fleld his tinkling team!* 
When first the path of Idleness ha trod. 

And left, on Sabbath-days, the House of God— 
The fellowship of wild companions kept— 
How oft at night his mother waked and wept! 
When he is homeless, and far off at sea, 

She now will sigh—* Does he remember me?* 
Remember her! alas the thought is vain; 

She ne'er will see him in Uiis world again! 
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I And »he is broken-hearted; bwt her trusty 
Js still in him whose works and wa^s are just, 
ih! may we still revere his 0 reat command^ 
^nd die remember’d, in our native land! 


CHILD AND BLIND GRAWDPATIlEn, 

Tsotion pranclFalher has lon^ been blind, 
And his few locks are grey, 

He lovos to hear the Summer wind 
Hound his pale temples play. 



We'll lead him to some quiet place, 

Some unfrequented nook. 

Where winds breathe soft, and wild flowers grace 
The borders of the brook. 

There he shall sit, as in a dream. 

Though nought he can behold, 

Till the brook’s murmur—it shall seem, 

The voice of friends of old. 

Think no more of them, aged man. 

For here thou bast no friend; 

Think—since this life is but a span, 

Of joys that have no end. 


OLD labourer. 

Asb you not tired, O poor old man ? 

The drops are on your brow; 
Your labour with the Sun Iwgan, 
And you arc Ubouring now. 

u 1 murmur not to dig the soil, 

For I have heard it read, 

That man by industry, and toil. 
Must eat his daily bread. 


4 The lark awakes me with liis song, 

That hails the morrow grey, 

And when I mourn for human wrong, 

I think of God, and pray.* 

Let worldlings » waste their lime and health, 
And try each vain delight; 

They cannot buy, with all their wealth, 

The labourer’s rest at night. 


THE SWAN. 

Look at the Swan! how still he goes! 

His neck and breast like silver gleam; 
He seems majestic as he rows,— 

The glory of the lonely stream. 

There is a glory in the war, 

A glory, when the warrior wears 
(!lis visage mark'd with many a scar) 
The laurel, wet with human tears. 


Those scenes, no glo^y can impart, 
—’^th trumps, and drums, and noises rude. 

Like that which fills his silent heart. 

Who walks with God in quietude. 

> Tboia wkoi® iIiddsIiM sre ooly of tUli worW- 


THB VILLAGE BELLS. 

Who does not love the village hells? 

The cheerful peal, and solemn toll— 
One of the rustic wedding tells, 

Aud one bespeaks a parting soul. 



The lark in sunshine sings his song; 

Aud, dress'd in garments white and gay, 
The vill.igc lassies trip along, 

For this is Susan's wedding-day. 

Ah! gather flow'rs of sweetest hue. 

Young violets from the bank’s green side, 
And on poor Mary’s coffin sirew, 

For in the bloom of youth she died. 

So passes life!—the smile, the tear, 
Succee<{ as on our path we stray; 

Thy »KiwcDON com! for wc are here, 

As guests who tarry but a day.» 


STAR-LIGHT FROST. 

The stars are shining over head, 

In the clear frosty night; 

So will they shine when we are deail, 

As countless and as bright. 

For brief the time and short thejspace 
'fhat e’en the proudest have. 

Ere they conclude iheir various race 
In silence and the grave. 

But the pure soul, from dust shall rise, 

By oiir'great Saviour’s aid, 

When the last trump shall rend the skies, 
And all the surs shall fade. 


BIRD IN CAGE. 

Oh ! who would keep a little bird confined ’ 

When cowslip hells arc^odding in the wind. 

When every hedge .-ih wilh • Good-morrow nngs, • 
And heani from wood tocoombe, the black-bird Sings- 
Oh I who would keep a liule bird confined 
In his cold "iry 

And hear him sing, • How sweet is Liberty .• 


dutiful child, 

BEADING TUE STOBT OF JOSEPH TO A SICE FATHHU. 

BaoTBER and sister are a-Maying gone; 

By my sick father's bed I watch alone; 

Light in the sun, from field to field they roam, 

To bring a cowslip-bell or May-thorn home: 

I sit aud read of Joseph, in the land 
Of Kgypt. when hU guilty brothers stand 
Before him,—hut they know liiin not-asida 
lie turns his face, tlie bursting tears to hide, 

Scarce to these words an utterance he can givei- 
■ I am your brother, Joseph— doth he live! 

My father? the old man of whom ye speak?* 

And tears are ^liog on my father’s cheek. 
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Though my poor mother rests amoog the dead, 
And paio and sickness visit ibis sad bed, 

We Uiiok not, while we turn Uie holy page. 

Of this vain world—>of sorrow, or of age— 

And oh! my Father —1 am bicss’d indeed— 
Bless'd for j'our sake—that 1 have learnt to read. 


TBB SBEPUBnO ABB BIS BOO, ON fHB WILTSHIBB 

VOWNS. 

Mr dog and I are both grown old. 

On these wild downs we watch all day; 

He looks in my face when Uie wind blows cold, 

And thus methinks 1 hear him say: 

• The grey stone circle' is below. 

The village smoke Is at our feet, 

We nothing hear but the sailing crow, 

And wand'ring flocks that roam and bleat; 

« Far off the early horseman hies, 

In shower, or sun-«hinc riding on j— 

Yonder the dusty whirlwind flies; 

The distant coach is seen and gone. j 

I 

«Though solitude around is spr^d, 

Master, alone thou shalt not be; 

And when the turf is on thy head, 

I only shall remember tiicc.i 

I mark'd his look of faithful care, 

I placed roy hand on his shaggy side, 

■ There is a sun that shines above, 

A sun that shines on both, I cried.* 




LITTLE mart’s LINMRT. 

Dbab Mary, if thy little bird 
Should all the winter long. 

Pleased from the window to be heard. 
Repay tliy kindness with a song, 


A lesson let it stilt convey, 

To all with sense endued, 

«And such the voice,* oh, let it say, 
• The still small voice of iove.» 


wrrnBREB leap. 

On! mark the wither'd leaves that fall 
In silence Co the ground ; 

Upon the human heart they call. 

And preach without a sound. 

They say, ■ so passes man’s brief year! 

To-Klay his green leaves ware; 
To>morrovr, changed by time, and sere,< 
Ue drops into the grave.* 

Let wisilom be our sole concern, 

Since life's green days how brief! 

And faith, and heavenly hope, shall learn 
A lesson from rna lsap. 


I 

1 
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mmoit asailston. 


. John Wilson, the distinguished fioet and scholar, 
was bom in the month of May 17B9, in Paisley, 
North Britain. He was chiefly educated at the 
residence of a clergyman of the Established 
Church of Scotland, within a few miles of his 
native town. Having inherited a good fortune, 
he at an early age entered the University of Ox¬ 
ford as a gentleman commoner, after going 
through a preparatory course of tuition under 
Dr Jardine of Glasgow University. At both 
places he exhibited specimens of his talents, far 
outshining his compeers; at Oxford gaining Sir 
lloger Newdigate's prize for English poetry in the 
teeth of three thousand competitors. Magdalen 
was the college at which he entered himself, and 
to which he belonged for nearly four years, or until 
he left the university in 1807. At this college he 
pursued a life of study and boisterous relaxation 
intermingled. He had his intimates among all 
classes, from the doctor in divinity to the stable- 
boy. He was fond of exhibiting his skill in pu> 
gilism, and ever ready to exercise his talents in 
that « reflned» art with any who would engage 
with him, noble or ignoble, gentle or simple. 
Strong and active in frame, and fond of gym¬ 
nastic exercises, he gave his inclination for such 
sports the fullest range. 

Of the sum left him by his father, amount¬ 
ing to 4oyOoo/., a great part was lost, through 
the failure of a mercantile concern in which 
it was embarked. Being warned of the dan¬ 
ger, he hastened to withdraw his fiiuds, 
but arrived in Glasgow three hours too late. 
Soon after quitting the university he purchased 
a beautiful estate, called Elteray, a few miles from 
Ambleside, on the noble Lake of Winandermere in 
Cumberland, one of the finest and most picturesque 
sites in England. The house, which stands onasort 
of mountain terrace, high over onesideofthe lake, 
is a most commodious one in every respect, and 
was planned by himself and erected under his 
>wn superintendence. It is backed by deep 
woods, shielding it from the storms to which its 
•hrffcy- ^CUatxoD exposes it; while the view from 
the front is very rarely surpassed for magnifl-1 
cence and beauty. In front below, the lake ex¬ 
pands its noble waters, and beyond them rise 
ridges of romantic and rugged mountains. No 


poet in Europe has so noble and agreeable a re¬ 
sidence. Lord of his domain, with every comfort 
and convenience of life, a spacious habitation and 
literary leisure, few writers have ever had finer 
opportunities for courting the muses or have 
lived so little unvexed by the inquietudes of or¬ 
dinary existence. 

At one period of his life, full of buoyant spi¬ 
rits and high excitement, the poet established a 
sailing-club on the Lake of Winandermere. He 
lavished large sums of money upon the scheme, 
and would not be outdone in the splendour of his 
vessels by men of larger fortunes. He sent for 
shipwrights from the nearest sea-ports to construct 
his little vessels, of which be had a number on 
the lake at one time; one of these, his largest, 
cost him five hundred pounds. He also kept a 
number of seamen to man them, and lavished his 
money profusely on his dependants. At one place 
he had an establishment for his boatmen; at 
another, one for his servants, and a third for 
himself. These expenses, continued for a consi¬ 
derable time, together with the pecuniary loss 
above alluded to, impaired his fortune, and are 
supposed to have led him ultimately to be a suc¬ 
cessful candidate for the chair of moral philo¬ 
sophy in the University of Edinbui^h, which he 
obtained in i8ao. 

In early life he was as active in mind as in 
body. About eighteen years of age, he had an 
idea of penetrating to Timbuctoo, without any 
just notions of the danger and hazard of such an 
enterprize, but simply from the excitement the 
adventure created in his mind, and the desire to 
attempt something striking and important. The 
certain death that awaited one of his tempera¬ 
ment, which is irritable and febrile, never entered 
into his head. Naturally careless of his health, 
he would from Uie 6rst have exposed himself 
needlessly, and been added one of the speediest 
victims to the horrible African climate that 
melancholy list can show. This scheme he ulti¬ 
mately dropped. We have heard that when 
young he left his friends, and, from mere love of 
adventure, for he was without fixed aim in most 
of his eccontricities, served at sea as a ship-boy. 
However trying for his family, this youthful 
frolic may have contributed one of the brightest 


via 
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gems to the poet's crown, since to it we must be drinking ten at an inn on the Lake. In the coars4 
indebted for many of the beauties inhis splendid of one of his rambles through the Highlands 9 % 


description of a shipwreck beginning, 1 Scotland, his personal strength again stood hiln 

S. l..r l«.rinB. .0 proud h.r.r«y. 8“^ »'“<'• “‘""e go* 

The main the will traverse for ever and aye; quarrel With a ^entfoman-drover at a fair held\ 

Many ports will exult at the'gleam of her mast, 1 near Rothiemurchus, he thereby incurred the veu- 

^Ilash* baablthouvaindreBmcr! thishourishrrlast. Igeance of the whole brotherhood of which his 

/sle o/i’alms, Canto 1. I muscular antagonist was a member. Noted as 
He also formed the idea of visiting the Spanish j these men are for strength and recklessness, it is 
provinces, the islands ofthe Mediterranean, Tur* I not surprising if our hero, after displaying cou- ' 
key, Syria, and Egypt; but the occupation of rage which awed even the mountaineers, was iSi- 
Spain by Napoleon put an end to this project. I debted for safety to the advice of a gentleman 
He subsequently confined himself to his estate of j who, without knowing the celebrity of the straiip 
EUeray, occupying himself with the various plea- ger, prevailed on him to withdraw from a con- 
sures a country-life affords, until 1810, when he I test where he stood singly opposed to the 
married Miss Penny (whose sister is married to I unsparing resentment, not only of all the cattle- 
his brother), a Westmoreland lady of beauty and I dealers of the district, but of all the Grants, 
considerableaccomplishmcnts, having, moreover, | to whose numerous clan his first opponent be- 
a dower of ten thousand pounds. His marriage longed. The genllemau who had thus exerted 
has been a most fortunate one, and has produced himself was not a little surprised to learn from 
two sons and three daughters. Peace and com- the card presented by the stranger, that his in¬ 
fort have shed happiness over his domestic re- I terference in a vulgar brawl had procured him 
tirement, and thus (the fate of few literary men) | an introduction to a poet whom he had long ad- 
even love has blessed him. 1 mired.—Having thus entered on the « hair- 

On the death of Dr Thomas Brown, the sue- 1 breadth ’scapes* of our author, we may mention 
cessor of Dugald Stuart in the chair of moral phi- (that, when a student at Oxford, he and about 
losophy in the University of Edinburgh, Wilson 1 fifteen others, having gone to bathe in the river 
became the candidate to fill the vacant office. I Thames within sight of a number of professors 
His election was violently opposed. The rival I seated in a barge, made an attack, stark-naked, 
candidate too was unfortunately his early friend, I upon seventy people (men and women) hoeing 
but a man of honour, a scholar, and a gentleman. I ia an adjoining field, who had pelted them with 
The partisans of the two candidates were alone I turf. The onset was successful, and promised an 
intemperate, for the latter were, speedily after the j easy triumph. But the enemy, rallying, cut off 
election, as warm friends as ever. It suffices to I their passage to the river. Here the struggle be- 
say that Wilson succeeded in obtaining the chair I came dire, and threatened to end too heroically, 
after a warm contest; and the manner in which I Our shieldless warriors, however, performed ! 
he fills it fully justifies the partiality of his deeds of unequalled valour, reached the steep 
friends. His bearing Cowards his pupils is most I bank, leapt into the affrighted waves, and gained 
engaging; his lectures, always talented, are often I the opposite shore without loss of limb.—As a 
splendid, and not unfrequently adorned by bursts I further ilinstration of the Poet’s character, we ex- 
of the most impassioned eloquence. I tract the following from a sketcli of his life in the 

There are a great many anecdotes of our Poet I Literary Gazette Represent to 

in his moments of hilarity, which savour too I yourself the earliest dawn of a fine summer mom- 
much of scandal to be recoded here. His fond- ing, time about half past two o'clock. A young 
ness of the social circle and his love of the whim- man, anxious for an introduction to Mr Wilson, 
sical, are notorious; and the tales of his follies and as yet pretty nearly a stranger to the coun- 
and juvenile extravagances among his friends, are I try, has taken up his abode in Grasmere, and has 
numerous in their recollection. At the lake, he I strolled out at this early hour to that rocky and 
is adored. Besides being esteemed the first ang -1 moorish common (called the White Moss), which 
lerof the district, his innumerable feats of prowess I overhangs the vale of Rydal, dividing it from 
are there narrated with enthusiasm. He is said Grasmere. Looking southwards in the direction 
to have soundly drubbed six gypseys one after of Rydal, suddenly he becomes aware of a hug^ 
the other, probably by way of rendering them less I beast, advancing at along trot, with the heavy 
rude when they should next meet any one jonr- and* thundering tread of a hippopotami^^Jonfr, 
neying alone at night. To prove that his lessons the public road. The creature is soon arrived 
in politeness were not to be limited to the mere within half-a-mile of his station; and by the grey 
ToI^Ffhe ooM «thrashed* an English lord, who light of morning is at length made out to be a 
had insulted his wife and some ladies whilst I bull, apparently fiying from some unseen enemy 
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^in his rear. As yet however all is mystery: but 
.iiddenly three horsemen doable a turn in the 
Bad, and come flying into sight with the speed 
M a hurricane, manifestly in pursuit of the fu¬ 
gitive bull: the bull labours, to navigate his huge 
bulk to the moor, which he reaches, and then 
pauses, panting and blowing out clouds of smoke 
from his nostrils, to look back from his station 
amongst rocks and slippery crags upon his hun¬ 
ters. If he had conceited that the rockiness of 
the ground had secured his repose, the foolish 
bull is soon undeceived: the horsemen, scarcely 
relaxing their speed, charge up the hill, and speed¬ 
ily gaining the rear of the bull, drive him at a 
gallop over the worst part of that impracticable 
ground down into the level ground below. At 
this point of time the stranger perceives by the 
increasing light of the morning that the hunters 
are armed with immense spears i4 feet long. 
With these the bull is soon dislodged and scour- 
) ing down to the plain below: he and the hunters 
at his tail take to the common at the head of 
the lake, and all, in the madness of the chase, 
are soon half engulfed in the swamps of the 
morass. After plunging together for lo or i 5 
minutes, all suddenly regain the terra Jirma, and 
the bull again makes for the rocks. Up to this 
moment there had been the silence of ghosts; 
and the stranger had doubted whether the spec- ' 
tacle were not a pageant of aerial spectres, ghostly 
huntsmen, ghostly lances, and a ghostly bull. But 
just at this crisis—a voice (it was the voice of Mr 
Wilson) shouted aloud, *Tura the villain: turn 
that villain: or he will take to Cumberland.’ 
The young stranger did the sersice required of 
him: the villain was turned and fled southwards: 
the hunters, lance in rest, rushed after him : all 
bowed their thanks as they fled past him: the 
fleet cavalcade again took the high-road; they 
doubled the cape which shut them out of sight; 
and in a moment ail had disappeared and left the 
quiet valley to its original silence; whilst the 
young stranger and two grave Westmoreland 
statesmen (who by this time had come into sight 
upon some accident or other) stood wondering in 
silence and saying to themselves, perhaps 

The earth hath bubbles as the water hath; 

And these are of them! 

But they were no bubbles: the bull was a sub¬ 
stantial bull; aud took no harm at all from being 
turned out occasionally at midnight for a chase 
of i 5 or i6 miles. The bull, no doubt, used to 
at this nightly visitatiou; and the owner 
of the boll must sometimes have pondered a little 
on the draggled state in which the swamps would 
now and then leave his beast: bat no other 
harm came of it. And so it happened, and in 


the very hnrly-burly of such an nnheard-of 
chase, that my friend was fortunate enough, by 
a little service, to recommend himself to the no¬ 
tice of Mr Wilson: and so passed the scene of his 
first introduction. This particular frolic happened 
to fall within the earliest period of my own per¬ 
sonal acquaintance with the poet. Else, and with 
this one exception, the era of his wildest (and 
according to common estimate, of his insane) 
extravagances, was already past. All those sto¬ 
ries, of his h.iviDg joined a company of strolling 
players, aud himself taken the leading parts both 
ill tragedy and comedy—of his having assumed 
the garb of a gypscy, and settled for some time 
Id a gypsey encampment, out of admiration for 
a young Egyptian beauty ; with fifty others of 
the same class, belong undoubtedly (as many of 
them as are not wholly fabulous) to the four 
years immediately preceding the year 1808, 
when my personal knowledge of Mr Wilson com¬ 
menced.* 

However opposite to the inference which might 
be drawn from some of the preceding anecdotes, 
we must do Professor Wilson the justice to de¬ 
clare that he is remarkable for good-nature. His 
I countenance is full of intelligence, his eyes are 
very light blue, his bair is yellow, his complexion 
fair. When young he was pronounced handsome; 
but this could hardly be said in s<^er serious¬ 
ness, or was the partial opinion of some very 
partial friends. HU stature is nearly six feet, 
robust, strongly made, but not in good propor¬ 
tion, his body beiug too short for his legs; and 
hence probably arose his talent as a leaper, in 
which when young he was wont to excel all his 
companions. The first time he distinguished him¬ 
self in thU capacity, was at a competition amongst 
the picked men of the country, when, leaping to 
show them the spirit of « Old .Scotland,* he came 
off decidedly superior. On another occasion, 
however, he was less successful. Having pri¬ 
vately leaped over a canal of considerable breadth, 
he eugaged to perform the same feat in public, 
but, awed probably by the unnerving gaze of an 
immense multitude, he failed in his bold attempt 
and alighted, noton the further bank, but in the 
very middle of its sluggish waters.-HU complexion 
U florid, and thus at variance with the colour 
of hU hair. His eyes are not good, but the lower 
part of his face U excellent. The expression of 
his couutenance is lofty and sagacious, but with¬ 
out handsomeness of feature as a whole. He ,is 
not the man to impress a stranger at [first 'sight 
with a sense of the intellectual power he pos¬ 
sesses; but he would still attract attention from 
hU appearance even in a numerous company, 
without the observer being able to explain the 
particular reason why he did so. 
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Wilsou bus the power in conversation of chang¬ 
ing rapidly from the serious to the ludicrons, 
seeming as though he was in earnest about 
neither. He is not strictly elocjuent in convert 
sation, but what he says, when wanned during 
one of his frequent renewals of conviviality, is 
strongly impregnated with feeling. His manner 
and style of delivery are not what would be 
expected from one whose education and mental 
powers are so extensive. One who boasts of hav¬ 
ing been his briend for twenty years, says: «In 
the course of my life, I have met with no man of 
equally varied accomplishments, or, upon the 
whole, so well entitled to be ranked with that 
order of men distinguished by brilliant veisati- 
lity and ambi-dexterity. besides his other acquire¬ 
ments, he is a naturalist, and of original merit; 
in fact worth a score of such meagre bookish na¬ 
turalists as are formed In museums and by second¬ 
hand acts of memory; having (like Audubon) 
built much of his knowledge upon personal ob¬ 
servation. Hence he has two great advantages: 
one, that his knowledge is accurate in a very un¬ 
usual degree; and another, that this knowledge 
having grown up under the inspiration of a real 
interest and an nnaffected love for its objects, 

' commencing, indeed, at an age when no affecta- 
^ tion in raatten of that nature could exist— ha* 
i settled upon those facts and circumstances which 
have a true philosophical value: habits, predo¬ 
minant affections, the direction of instincts and 
the compensatory processes where these happen 
to be thwarted,—oil all such topics he is learned 
and full; whilst on the science of measurements 
and proportions, applied to dorsal-fins and tail- 
feathers, and on the exact arrangement of co¬ 
lours, etc. that petty upholstery of nature, on 
which hooks are to tedious and elaborate,—not 
uncommonly he is negligent or forgetful. What 
may have served in later years to quicken and 
stimulate his knowledge in this field, and, at 
any rate greatly to extend it, is the conversation 
of his brother Mr James Wilson, the well-known 
naturalist.* The poet is irregular and diffuse 
in hi* declamation and language, and even in¬ 
accurate, His thoughts, however, are rich and 
f^l to an overflow, from the suggestions of a 
vivid imagination. He flings bis whole soul into 
the theme of his conversation, and scatteis in too 
great profusion the fruits of his fancy. Wilsou 
is no friend to thin potations, and has the re- 
poution of being n stanch adherent to the plea¬ 
sures of the after-dinner glass. The stimulus of 
the wine sets hts eloquence in full career, and 
the poet is never hearrl to more advantage than 
in the eouvivial hour. 

The eondnot of • Blackwood’s Magazine* is ge- 
nendly underttoed to be iu the hands of Wilson. 


This publication owes its success (barring party 
principles), to the playful, cutting, and acute ar^ 
tides of Wilson. In other literary publicatioijs 
there is too much of the lamp, the toil of tn<. 
student, and cold correct caution observed. In 
N Blackwood* the articles come out warmly and 
fluently as they would be spoken, with irregu¬ 
larity, whim, sportiveness, satire, and what not, 
currente calamo ; all perfectly after nature. This 
is the secret of its success, and originates in 
style and manner of Wilson himself. It is in 
this respect his very counterpart. The gall and 
wormwood, the ferocious Tory zeal, the severe 
castigations, aud the good-nature, the strong 
truth, and the lenient orbiting criticism, flow in 
the same breath and from the same source. They 
have all the variety of Wilson's conversation 
and the force and vigour of his thoughts im¬ 
pressed upon them; and many of his own ar¬ 
ticles furnish an extraordinary contrast to those 
which preceded them, as if they could never 
in the nature of things have proceeded from the 
same pen, running one so counter to another. 
If Campbell, in the conduct of the «New Monthly 
Magazine,* is too timidly correct, so as to para- 
lize the pens of his contributors, no such fault 
can be attached to Wilson. He suffers them to run 
wild, and seems to enjoy the exuberance of fancy 
which is thus constantly developing itself. Wil¬ 
son’s known animosity to those opposed to him 
in the field of politics, is more editorial than per¬ 
sonal. There was even a time when his political 
principles leaned the other way, and the last 
man to champion the cause of high church 
and ultra toryism that could be named, would 
have been Professor Wilsou. Time works mar¬ 
vellous changes, and the levity of his phy¬ 
siognomy, such as it frequently a*sumes, and the 
versatility of hi* talents, seem to have extended 
themselves to principles, Wilson is a highly- 
gifted man, and had he devoted himself steadily 
to one pursuit, such as law or divinity, he would 
have arisen to the highest summit of professional 
honour. He appears to have, at one time, turned 
his attention to the Scottish bar, but abandoned 
that career at the time of his marriage. 

Ill addition to his high reputation as a poet, 
Professor Wilson enjoys that of successful author^ 
ship iu another department of literature. To his 
pen are generally attributed the prose tales en¬ 
titled «Ught8 and Shadows of Scottish lJfe,*«The 
Trials of Margaret Lindsay,* and «the Foresters;*^ 
the two first of which are happily characterized 
in the following extract which, coming efsdently • 
from one who has had frequent opportunity to 
judge of him as a Professor, is interesting from 
containing a high eulogium on our poet in that 
graver capodty-«Few need be reminded of 



MEMOIR OF PROFESSOR WILSON. 


XI 




the rancorous opposition which endeavoured to 
decry the talents of Mr Wilson, when about to 
I siteceed Dr Thomas Brown, as professor of moral 
philosophy in the university of Edinburgh : and 
we had not now alluded to it, did not this cir> 
^cumstance account for a prejudice whose opera- 
tion may still be traced in criticisms and allu- 
, sions unavailingly intended to diminish the con¬ 
fidence reposed in him as a teacher, and the 
popularity he has acquired as an author. Well, 
may his admirers regard these with in¬ 
difference. Censure, originating in such a feeling, 
falls harmless on its object; or, if not an ‘ho¬ 
nourable sentence,’ is more than balanced by 
the good opinion of unbiassed judges. The voice 
of detraction already begins to be disregarded: 
Professor Wilson has secured from the candid 
that approbation which will increase with the 
lapse of years; and never was respect more sin¬ 
cere, or gratitude more warm, entertained hy 
pupils towards a master, than that with which he 
is regarded by all who have been thrilled by his 
eloquence, or roused into exertion hy his praise. 
Ill unsphering (he spirit of ancient systems, and 
ill reconciling the discrepancies of later theories, 
he employs that felicity of style and of argument 
which carries conviction to the serious, while 
it commands attention from the volatile. In 
tracing the mysterious connections of human 
thought, and iu recommending that conduct 
which may lead to a haven of rest when the 
turmoil of life is o’er, his audience is carried 
along by illustrations, original and apposite, so 
judiciously alternating with grave detail, that 
applause extorted by the poet is renewed by the 
display of metaphysical skill. The simple affec¬ 
tions or humble occupations of lowly life, with all 
the variety of mountain and meadow, of sunshine 
and storm, by which the Scottish peasant is sur¬ 
rounded, are frequently selected for this purpose; 
and few of bis hearers, on revisiting the haunts of 
infancy, can fail to experience the new interest 
with which many a scene and many a well-known 
fashion have become invested, through the magic 
influence of eloquent description. Akin to this 
must be the elTect produced by his ‘ Lights and 
Shadows of Scottish Life,* when first met with in 
a foreign land : in the one case, objects present 
to the eye, are gazed upon with that feeling of 
novelty excited hy the notice ‘their likes’ may 
have attracted in the halls of learning; in the 
other, the heart, ^loog abandoned by pleasure,* 
reverts to scenes vividly recalled, though present 
only in imagination. The home of his early 
—the image of a tender mother, of a re¬ 
vered father—the affection of a beloved brother, 
of an amiable sister—the cherished form of one 
around whom all the bright hopes of future bliss 


are entwined; the rippling brook hy whose mar'^ 
gin she may have pledged her willing faith; the 
trees whose bark may bear record of their youth¬ 
ful love—all, by some individual tale, nay, some 
detached phrase, will, in a single moment, be 
recalled with an intensity of emotion causing 
him 

Whom fortune leads to traverse realms alone, 

for a time to forget that he is still on Indian 
plains, separated by half the globe from scenes 
suggested to the eye of fancy. The only fault 
we can find with this work is, that its author re¬ 
gards humanity with so favourable an eye, as^ 
to overlook those shadows which, too oft, ob¬ 
scure the brighter parts of Scottish life. 

« The applause of every feeliug heart,—the 
gratitude of thousands whom it has soothed in 
adversity—pining under disease, or withering 
’neath ‘ the world’s dread laugh*—bear us out 
in pronouncing the Trials of Marrjamt Ltmlsay to 
be more nearly 

One pure and perfect chrYSoiile, 

thau any similar performance we could name. 
This opinion, we confess, was not the immediate 
result of a first perusal. The part of Margaret’s 
history connected with a villain, whose name we 
are glad to have forgot—a radical, or ‘friend of 
the people,’ however,—is most painful to the 
feelings; but what has been said of the composi¬ 
tions of Madame Cottin may, with much justice, 
be applied to our author : viz. that he ‘seldom 
loves to excite attention hy a display of the 
ignoble or unholy passions. Unfortunately, these 
must, iu a measure, enter every picture of life 
and manners; but it is only when they must enter 
that they are here admitted: they are shown, but 
not so prominently as to enter with those gentler 
and more agreeable images that fill the sight.They 
come as Hying clouds to throw a shadow over the 
current, not as a miry infusion to sully its clear¬ 
ness.’ This work would be a treasure to the 
psychologist, were it only for the touching fide¬ 
lity with which it portrays the feelings of those 
who 

Find no dawn. 

So tliivk a drop serene hath quench'd their orbs. 

Or dim suffusion veil'd. 

The pathos of those passages where blind Esther, 
or poor Marion, is spoken of, might call a tear 
iuto the most uiiwouted €yc.»—-Specitiwtis (f the 
Novelists and Romamxrs ; with iVoCices Biographical 
and Critical. 

The residence of Professor Wilson is now prin¬ 
cipally in Edinburgh, where he mingles much in 
a society which his talents are well calculated to 
adorn. Neither he nor his family, however, ap- 
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pear to join with much sest in the gaieties of the 
fiuhionable circles of the Scottish metropolis. 
Led by circumstances to give up the freedom 
of a country life for the drudgery of a pro¬ 
fessorship, he makes the best of the evil, and 
finds a substitute in the free interchange of 
thought with friends for the rural liberty of 
which he was ever so fond, and from which it 
could never have been supposed, at one time 
of his life, that anything short of absolute 
force conld have disunited him. 

In iBi 3, Wilson pnblished his «Isle of Palms,* 


said to have been written at the age of eighteen. 
The « City of the Plague • appear^ in i8i6, ac¬ 
companied, as was his first large work, by various 
miscellaneous poems; and he is said to hafe 
beenlong employed in preparing avolnme, which] 
will be entitled « Lays from Fairy Land.*— 
Though his works have not met a very extensive 
circulation, his poetical productions display great 
power and originality, and justly entitle him to 
the praises that have been bestowed on talents 
so rich and so varied. r’ - i 
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TO ALEXANDER BLAIR, 

ni9 iiRST AKn REAIIEST FlilEM), THESE %VOBKS ARE IKSCRIBED 

BY THE AUTHOR. 


Of i^alntjei. 


CANTO I. 


It is tlic mi<lnigUt hour:—the beauteous Sea, 

Calm Hs the rloudlcss heaven, the heaven discloses, 
While many a spark)iti{[ star, in quiet ^Ice, 

Far down within the watery sky reposes. 

As if the Oreati’s heart were siirt'd 

With inward life, a sound is heard, 

hike that of dreamer murnturin(> in his sleep, 

T is partly the billow, and partly the air 
That lies like a (jannentflodtin^ fair 
Above the happy deep. 

The sea, I ween, cannot he fann’d 
By evening; freshness from the land, 

For the land it is far away; 

But God hath will'd that the sky-born bret'X 
In the centre of the loneliest seas 
I Should ever sport and play. 

I The nii|'}ity .tlloon she sits above, 

Knrireled with a zone of love, 

I A zone of dim and tender liglit 
That makes her wakeful eye more bright. 

Shu seems to shine with a sunny ray, 

And the night looks like a mellow'd day! 

The gracious Mistress of thu Main 
Hath now an undisturbed reign, 

And from her silent throne looks down, 

As upon cliildi'cn of her own, 

On the waves that lend their gentle breast 
In gladness for her couch of rest! 

My spirit sleeps amid the calm 
Ylio sleep of a new delight; 

And hopes that she ne’er may awake again, 

But for ever hang o'er the lovely main, 

And adore the lovely night. 

Scarce conscious of an earthly frame, 

£>he glides away like a lambent flame, 

And in her bliss she sings; 

Now touching softly the Ocean’s breast, 


Now 'mid the stars she lies at rest, 

As if she sail'd on wings! 

Now hold as the brighlc.st star that glows 
More brightly since at first it rose. 

Looks down on the f.ir-off Flood, 

Aud there all breathless and alone. 

As the sky where she soars were a world of her own, 
She morketh that gentle Mighty One 
As he lies in his quiet mood. 

■ Art thou,* she breathes, u the Tyrant grim 
That scoffs at human prayers, 

Answering with prouder roar the while, 

As it rises from some lonely isle. 

Through groans raised wild, the hopeless hymn 
Of sliipwreck'd mariners? 

Oh! Thou art harmless as a child 
Weary with joy, and reconciled 
For sleep to cliangc its play; 

And now that night hath stay'd thy race. 

Smiles wander o'er thy placid face 
As if thy dreams wcregay.i— 

And can it be that for me alone 
The Main and Heavens arc spread? 

Oh ! whither, in this Isoly hour, 

Have those fair Creatures fled, 

To wliom the ocean-plains are given 
As clouds possess their native heaven? 

The tiniest boat, that ever sail'd 
Upon an inland lake, 

Might through this sea witliout a fear 
• Her silent journey take, 

Though the helmsman slept as if on land. 

And the oar had dropp'd from the rowers' hand. 
How like a monarch would she glide, 

Wliile the husht billow kiss'd her side 
Witli low and lulling tone, 

Some stately Ship, that from afar 
Shone sudden, like a rising star, 

With all her bravery on! 

List! how in murmurs of delight 
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The blewcd airs of Ileavea invite 
The joyous bark to pan one night 
Within their still domain! 

O grief! that yonder gentle Moon, 

Whose smiles for ever fade so soon, 

Should waste such smiles in vain. 

Haste 1 haste! before the moonshine dies 
Dissolved amid the morning skies, 

While yM the silvery glory lies 
Above the sparkling foam; 

Bright’mid surrounding brightness, Thou, 
Scattering fresh beauty from tliy prow, 

In pomp and splendour come! 

And lo! upon the murmuring waves 
A glorious Shape appearing! 

A broad-wlog’d Vessel, through the shower 
Of glimmering lustre steering! 

As if the beauteous ship enjoy'd 
The beauty of ilie sea. 

She (iftclh up her stately head 
And Sdilcth joyfully. 

A lovely path hefore her lies, 

A lovely patli behind; 

She sails amid the loveliness 
Like a thing with he.irt and mind. 

Fit pilgrim through a scene so fair, 

Slow !y she bearelh on; 

A glorious phantom of the deep. 

Risen up to meet the Moon. 

The Moon bids her tenderest radiance fall 
On her wavy streamer and snow-white wings. 
And the quiet voice of the rocking sea 
To cheer the gliding vision sings. 

Oh! ne’er did sky and water blend 
In such a holy sleep, 

Or bathe in brighter quietude 
A roamer of the deep. 

So far the peaceful soul of Heaven 
Hath settled on the sea, 

It seems as if this weight of calm 
Were from eternity. 

O World of Waters! the steadfast earth 
Ne'er lay entranced like Thee! 

Is she a vision wild and bright. 

That sails amid the still moon-lighi 
At the dreamiogsoul's conimandT 
A vessel borne by magic gales, 

All rig^d with gossamery sails, 

And bound for Fairy-land? 

Ah! nc’.—an earthly freight she bears, 

Of joys and sorrows, hopes and fears; 

And lonely as she seems to be, 

Thus left by beraelf on tlie moonlight sea 
In loneliness that rolls. 

She hath a constant company, 

In sleep, or waking revelry. 

Five hundred human souls! 

$Dce first she sail’d from fair England, 

Three moons her path have cheer'd; 

And another lights her lovelier lamp 

Since the Gape bath diappear'd. 

For an indiea Isle she shapes her way: 

With coMlant mind both night and day 


She seems to hold her home in view, 

And sails, as if the path she knew; 

So calm and statt^y is her motion 
Across (h* unfathom’d trackless ocean. 

And well, glad Vessel' mayst thou stem 
The tide with lofty breast, 

And lift thy queen-like diadem 
O'er these thy realms of rest: 

For a thousand beings, now far away, 

Behold thee in their sleep, 

And hush their beating hearts to pray, 

That a calm may clothe the deep. 

When dimly descending behind the sea 
From the Mountain Isle of Liberty, 

Oh ! many a sigh pursued lliy vanish’d sail: 

And oft an eager crowd will stand 
With straining gaze on the Indian strand, 

Tliy wonted gleam to hail. 

For thou art laden with Beauty and Youth, 

With Honour bold and spotless Truth, 

With hitliers, who have left in a home of rest 
Their infants smiling at the breast. 

With children who have bade their parents farewell, 
Or who go to the land where their parents dwell. 
Cod speed thy course, thou gleam of delight! 

From rock and tempest ricar; 

Till signal-gun from friendly height 
Proclaim, with thundering cheer, 

To joyful groups on the harbour bright, 

That the good ship Hope is near! 

Is no one on the silent deck 
Save the helmsman who sings for a breeze. 

And the sailors who pace their midnight watch, 

Still as ilic slumbering seas? 

Yes! side by side, and hand in hand, 

Close to the prow two figures stand, 

Their shadows never stir, 

And fondly as the moon doth rest 
Upon the Ocean's gentle breast, 

So fond they look on her. 

They gaze and gaze till the beauteous orb 
Seems made for them alone: 

They feel as if ilieir home were Heaven, 

And the earth a dream that hath flown. 

Softly they lean on each other's breast, 

In holy bliss reposing, 

Like two fair clouds to the vernal air. 

In folds of beauty closing. 

The tear down their glad faces rolls, 

And a silent prayer is in their souls, 

While the voice of awaken’d memory. 

Like a low and plaintive melody, 

Sings in their hearts,—a mystic voice, 

That bids them tremble and rejoice. 

And Faith, who oft had lost her power 
In the darkness of the midnight hour, 

When the planets had roll’d afar, 

Now stirs in their soul with a joyful strife, 

Embued with a genial spirit of life 
By the Moon and the Morning-Star. 

A lovelier vision in the dmonlight stands, 

Than Bard e'er woo’d in fairy lands, 
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Or Fttitii with tranced eye adored, 

Floating around our dying Lord. 

I|er silent face is saintly-pale, 

^nd sadness shados it like a veil: 

L consecraL'd ntm she seems, 

AVIiose waking thoughts arc deep as dreams, 

And in her hush’d and dim abode 
For ever dwell upon her God, 

Though still the fount of tears and sighs. 

And human sensibilities! 

Well may the Moon delight to shed 
Her softest radiance round that hold, 
nhd mellow the cool ocean air 
That lifts by fits her sable hair. 

These mild and melancholy eyes 
Are dear unto the starry skies, 

As (he dim effusion of their rays 
Blends with the glimmering light that plays 
O'er the blue heavens, and snowy clouds. 

The cloud-like sails, and radiant shrouds. 

Fair creature ! Thou dostseem to be 
Some wandering spirit of the sea, 

That dearly loves the gleam of sails, 

And o'er them hreatlics propitious gales. 

Hither thou comest, for one wild hour, 

With him thy sinless paramour, 

To gaze, while (he wearied sailors sleep, 

On this beautiful phantom of the deep, 

That seem’d to rise with the rising Moon. 

—But the Queen of Night will be sinking soon, 
Then will you, like two breaking waves, 

Sink softly to your coral caves, 

Ur, noiseless us (he falling dew, 

Melt into Heaven’s delicious blue. 

Nay! wrong her not, that Virgin bright! 

Her face is bathed in lovelier light 
Than ever llow’d from eyes 
Of Ocean Nymph, or Sylph of Air! 

The tearful gleam, that trembles there, 

From human dreams must rise. 

Let the Mermaid rest in her sparry cell, 

Her sca-gieen ringlets braiding! 

The Sylph in viewless ether dwell, 

In clouds her beauty shading! 

My soul devotes her music wild 
To one who is an earthly child, 

But who, wandering through the midnight hour, 
Far from the shade of earthly bower, 

Bestows a tender loveliness, 

A deeper, holier quietness, 

On the moonlight Heaven, and Ocean hoar, 

So quiet and so fair before. 

Yet why does a helpless maiden roam, 

’Mid stranger souls, and far from home. 

Across the faithless deep! 

Olil litter far that her gentle mind 
^ In some sweet inland vale should find 
An unilisturbed sleep 1 

I So was it once. Her childish years 
,Like clouds pass'd o'er her head. 

When life is all one rosy smile, or tears 
Of natural grief, fbqj[otten soon as shed. 

O'er her own mountaius, liCe a bird 
Glad wandering from its nest, 


When the glossy hues of the sunny spring 
Are dancing on its breast, 

With a winged glide this maiden would rove, 

An innocent phantom of beauty and love. 

Far From the haunts of men she grew 
By the side of a lonesome tower. 

Like some solitary mouniain-flowcr, 

Whose veil of wiry dew 

Is only touch'd by the gales that breathe 

O'er the blossoms of tlie fragrant heath, 

And in its silence melts away 

With those sweet things too pure for earthly day. 

Blest was the lore that Nature taught 

The infant’s happy mind, 

Even when each light and happy thought 
Pass'd onwards like the wind. 

Nor longer seem’d to linger there 
Than the whispering sound in her raven-hair. 
Well was she known to each mountain-stream. 
As its own voice, or the fond moon-beam 
That o’er its music play’d : 

The loneliest caves her footsteps heard, 

In lake nnd'tam oft nightly stirr'd 
The Maiden’s ghost-like shade. 

But she hath bidden a last farewell 
To lake and mountain, stream and dell, 

Aud fresh have blown the gales 
For many a mournful night and day, 

Wafting the tall Ship far away 
From her dear native Wales. 

And must these eyes,—so soft and mild, 

As angel’s bright, as fairy’s wild, 

Swimming in lustrous dew, 

Now sparkling lively, gay, and glad, 

And now their spirit melting sad 
In smiles of gentlest blue,— 

Oh! must these eyes be steep’d in tears, 
Bedimm’d with dreams of future yean. 

Of what may yet betide 
An Orphan-Maid!—for in the night 
She oft hath started with affright, 

To find herself a bride; 

A bride oppress’d with fear and shame, 

And bearing not Filz-Owen’s name. 

This fearful dream oft haunts her bed. 

For she hath heard of maidens sold, 

In the innocence of thoughtless youth. 

To Guilt and Age for gold; 

Of English maids who pined away 
Beyond the Eastern Main, 

Who smiled, when first they trod that shore, 
But never smiled again. 

In dreams is she such wretched Maid, 

An Orphan, helpless, sold, betray’d! 

And, when the dream hath fled, 

In waking thought she still retains 
The memory of these wildering pains, 

In strange mysterious dread. 

Tet oft will happier dreamt arue 
Before her charmed view, 

And the powerful beauty of the skies 
Makes her believe them true. 

For who, when nought is beard around 
But the great Ocean’s solemn sound. 
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FuuU not as if the Eternal God 
Were speakinj; in that dread abode f 
An answeriog voice seems kindly givcir 
From the multitude of stars in Heaven; 

And oft a smile of moonlight fair. 

To perfect peace hath clMDged despair. 

Low as we arc, we blend our fate 
With things so beautifully great, 

And though opprest with heaviest grid’. 

From Nature's bliss we draw relief, 

Assured that God's most gracious eye 
Beholds us in our misery. 

And seods mild sound and lovely sight. 

To change that misery to delight. 

Such is thy faith, O sainted Maid! 

I’ensive and pale, but not afraid 
Of Ocean or of Sky, 

Though thou ne'er mayst see the land agniii. 

And though awful be the lonely Main, 

No fears hast thou to die. 

Wbate'er betide of weal or woe, 

When the waves are asleep, or the tempests blow. 
Thou wilt boar with calm devotion; 

For duly every night and morn, 

Sweeter than Mermaid’s strains are borne 
Thy hymns along the Ocean. 

And who is He that fondly presses 
Close to his heart tlie silken tresses 
Thai hide her soften’d eyes. 

Whose heart her hcttving bosom meets. 

And through the midnight silence bciits 
To feel her rising sighs? 

Worthy the Youth, 1 ween, to rest 
On the fair swcllingN of her breast, 

Worthy to hush her inmost fears. 

And kiss away her stiuggling tears: 

For never grovelling spirit stole 
A woman’s unpolluted soul f 
To her the vestal fire is given; 

And only fire drawn pure from Heaven 
i Can on Love’s holy shrine descend, 

I And there in clouds of fiagrancc blend 
Well do I know that stately Youth! 

The broad day*]iglit of cloudless truth 
Like a sun-benm bathes hi.s face; 

Thuugli silent, still a gracious smile. 

That rests upon his eyes the white, 

Bestows a speaking grace. 

That smile hath might of magic arr, 

To sway at will the stoniest heart, 

As a ship obeys the gale; 

And wli'*n his silver voice is heanf, ' 

The coldest blood is warmly stirrM, 

As at some glorious talc. 

The loftiest spirit never saw 
This Youth without a sudden awe; 

But vain the transient feeling strove 
Against the stealing power of love. 

SoM as they felt the tremor cease, 

Bt Mem'd the very heart of peace; 

Majestic to the bold and high, 

Yet calm and beauteous to a woman's eve! 

m 

To him, a mountain Youth, was known 
The wailing tempesi's dreariest tone. 


He knew the shriek of wizard caves, 

And the trampling fierce of howling waves. 

The mystic voice of llic lonely night 
He had often drunk with a strange delight, 

And look’ll on the clouds us they roll’d on high, 
Till with them he sail’d on the sailing sky. 

And thus linih he learn'd to wake the lyre. 

With something of a bardlike fire; 

Can tell in high impassiou’d song, 

Of worlds that to the Bard belong, 

And, till they feel liis kindling breath, 

To others still and dark as death. 

Yet oft, I ween, in gentler mood 
A hiimnii kiiidncs.s hush'd his blood, 

And sweetly blended carth>l>orn sighs 
With the Bitrd’s romantic ecstasies. 

The living world wms dear to him, 

And in his waking hours more bright it seem’d, 
More touching far, than w'hun his fancy dreain'd 
Of heavenly bowers, th' abode of Scrapliiiu: 

And gladly from her wild sojourn 

’Mid haunts dini'-sliadow'd in tlic realms of mind, 

Even like a wearied dove that flies for rest 

Back o’er long fields of air unto her nest, 

llis longing spiiit homewards would return 

To meet once more the smile of human kind. 

And when at l.ist a human soul he found, 

Bure as the thought of purity,—more mild 
Than iu its slumber seems a dreaming child; 
W’hen on his spirit stoic the mystic sound, 

The voice, whose luusic sad no mortal ear 
But his can lightly understand and hear, 

When a subduing smile like moonlight shone 
On him for ever, and for him alone, 

>Yliy should he seek tins lower woild to leave \ 
For, whether uow he love to joy or grieve, 

A friend lie hath for sorrow or deliglit, 

Who lends fresh beauty to the morning light, 

The tender stars in tenderer dimness shrouds, 
.\nd glorifies the Moon among her clouds. 


How would he gaze with reverent eye 
Upon that meek and pensive maid, 

Then fix his looks upon the sky 
With moving lips as if he pray'd! 

Unto his sight, hedinmi'd with tears, 

How beautiful the Saint appears,— 

Oh, all unlike a creature form'd of clay! 
The blessed angels with delight 
Might hail her •Sislcr!i> She is bright 
And innocent as they. 

Scarce dared he then that form to love' 

.\ solemn impulse from above 
All earthly hopes forbade, 

And with a pure and holy flame, 

As if in truth from heaven she came, 

He gazed upon the maid. 

His beating heart, thus fill’d with awe, 

In her the guardian spirit saw 
Of all his future years; 

And when he listen’d to her breath 
So spiritual, nor pain nor death 
Seem'd longer worth his fears. 

She loved him 1 she, the Child of Heaven ^ 

And God would surely make 

The soul to whom that love was given 
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More perfect for her sake. * 

Kacli look, each word, of one so ^ood 
Devoutly he obey’d, 

A^id trusted that a (jrncious eye 
Vould ever (<nide |jis destiny, 

4 'or whom in holy solitudo 
iV kneeling Angel pray’d. 

Those days of tranquil joy arc fled, 

And tears of deep distrrsss 

From night to morn hath Mary shed: 

A.a/l, say! when Sorrow bow’d her head 
Did he then love her less? 

All, no! more touching beauty rose 
Through the dim paleness of her woes, 

Than ulicn her clieck did hinom 
\Yith joy’s own lustre- something there, 

A saint-like calm, a dc<>p repose, 

Made her look like a spirit fair, 

New risen from the tomb, 

For ever in his heart shall dwell 
The voire with '.vliicli slie said farewell 
To the fading English sliore; 

It dropp’d like dew upon his ear. 

And for the while he ceased to hear 
The sea-wind’s freshening roar. 

« To thee I tiiist my sinless child : 

And ihcrefoi'e am I reconciled 
To bear my lonely lot. 

The Gracious One, who loves the good, 

For her will sinnolh the Ocean wild, 

Nor in her aged solitude 

A parent be forgot.i 

The last words these lier mother spake. 

Sobbing as if her heart would break, 

Upon (he cold sca-sliurc, 

>Ylicn onwards with the favouring gale. 

Glad to be free, in pride of sad 
Tir impatient Vessel bore. 

Oh! could she now in magic glass 
Hcliold the winged Glory pass 
With a slow and cloud-like motion, 

While, as they melted on her eye. 

She scarce should ken the peaceful sky 
From the still more peaceful Ocean! 

And it may he such dreams are given 
In mercy hy indulgent Heaven, 

To solace them that mourn: 

The absent bless our longing sight, 

The future shows tluin truth more bright, 

And phantoms of expired delight 
Most passing sweet lelurn. 

Mother! behold thy child: Dow Still 
Her upward face! She thinks on thee : 

Oh! tlioii canst never gaze thy fill! 

Ijow beautiful such piety I 

There, in her lover's guanlian arms 

She rests: and all the wild alarms 

Of waves or winds arc hush'd, no more to rise. 

Of thee, o^d thee alone, shetliinks: 

See! on her knees (hy daughter sinks: 

Sure God will bless the prayer that lights such eyes! 
Didst thou e'er think thy child so fair? 

Tlie rapture of her granted prayer 


Hath breathed that awful beauty through her face 
Once more upon the deck she stands, 

Slowly unclasps her pious hands, 

And brightening smiles, assured of heavenly grace 

Oh, blessed pair! and, while I gaze, 

As beautiful as blest! 

Emblem of all your future days 
Seems now the Ocean’s rest! 

Beyond the blue depths of the sky 
The Tempests sleep;—and there must lie, 

Like baleful spirits barr’d from realms of hlLs, 
Rut singing airs and gleams of light, 

And hitds of calm, all glancing bright, 

Must Iiiiher in their gladness come— 

—Where shall they find a fitter home 
Than a uight-seenc fair as this? 

And when, her fairy voyage past, 

The happy Ship is moor’d at last 
Ill the loved haven of her Indian Isle, 

How dear to you will be the beams 
Of the silent Moon! What touching dreams 
Your musing lic.trts beguile! 

Though haply then her radiance fall 
On some low mansion’s flowery wall, 

Far up an inland \alo, 

Yet then tl>e sheeted mast will tower, 

Her shrouds all rustling like a shower. 

And, melting as wild music’s power, 

Low pipe the sea-born gale. 

Each star will speak the lenderest things. 

And when the clouds expand their wings. 

All palling like a fleet. 

Your own beloved Ship, 1 ween, 

Will foremost in the van he seen. 

And, rising loud and sweet. 

The sailor’s joyful slmiits he Iicard, 

Such as the midn'q’ht silence siirr’d 
When the wish’d-for lireezes blew, 

And, instant as the loud commands. 

Sent upwards from a bundled hands- 
The broad sails rose unto the sky, 

And from her slumbers suddenly 
The Sliip like lightning flow. 

But list! a low and moaning sound 
At diiiance lieard, like a spirits song. 

And now it reigns above, around, 

As if it call’d the Ship along. 

The Moon is sunk; and a clouded grey 
Declares that her course is run, 

And like a God who brings the day, 

Up mounts the glorious Sun. 

Soon as bis light has warm’d the seas. 

From the parting cloud fresh blows the Breeze; 
And that is the spirit whose well-known song 
Makes the vessel to sjiil in joy along. 

No fears hath she;—Her giant-form 

O'er wrathful surge, through blackening storm, 

Majestically calm would go 

’Mid the deep darkness white as snow! 

But gently now the small waves glide 
Like playful lambs o’er a mountain s side. 

So stately her bearing, so proud her array. 

The Main she will traverse for ever and aye. 
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Many poru will exult at the gleam of her mast! 

“Hush! hush! thou vain dreamer! this hour is her last. 
Five hundred souls io one instant of dread 
Are hurried o’er the deck ; 

And fast the miserable Ship 
Becomes a lifeless wreck. 

Her keel hath struck on a hidden »*ock, 

Her planks are tom asunder. 

And down come her masts with a reeling shocks 
And a hideous crash like thunder. 

Her sails are draggled in the brine 
That gladden’d late the skies, 

And her pendant that kiss’d the fair moonshine 
Down many a fathom lies. 

Her beauteous sides, wliose rainbow lines 
Gleam’d softly from below, 

And flung a warm and sunny flush 
O’er the wreaths of murmuring snow, 

To the coral rocks are hurrying down 
To sleep amid colours as bright as their own. 

Oh! many a dream w.'is in the Ship 
An hour before her death ; 

I And sights of home with sighs disturb’d 
The sleepers’ Iong*drawn breath. 

Instead of the murmur of the sea 
Tiie sailor he.ird the humming tree 
Alive througii all its leaves, 

The hum of the spreading sycamore 
Tliat grows before his cottage-door, 

And the swallow’s song in the eaves. 

Ills arms inclosed a blooming boy. 

Who listen'd with tears of sorrow and joy 
To the dangers his father had pass’d; 

And his wife—by turns she wept and smiled, 

As she look'd on the father of her child 
Return'd to her heart at last. 

—He wakes at the vessel's sudden roll, 

And the rush of waters is in his soui. 

Astounded the reeling deck he paces, 

’Mid hurrying forms and ghastly faces 
The whole Ship's crew are there! 

Waitings around and overhead, 

Brave spirits stupified or dead, 

And madness and despair. 

Leave not the wreck, thou cruel Boat! 

While yet't is thine to save. 

And angol-hands will bid thee float 
Uninjured o’er the wave, 

Though whirlpools yawn across thy way. 

And storms, impatient for their prey, 

Around thee fiercely rave! 

Vain all the prayers of pleading eyes, 

Of outcry loud, and humble sighs. 

Hands clasp’d, or wildly toss’d on high 
To bless or curscf'in agony I 
Despair and resignation vain! 

Away like a slrong-wing'd bird she Hies, 

That heeds not human miseries, 

And far off in the sunshine dies 
Like % wave of the restless main. 

Hush! hiishj Ye wretches left behind! 

Klettce becomes the brave, resign’d 

To ttoeipeeted doom. 


IIow quiet the once noisy crowd! 

The sails now serve them for a shroud. 

And the sca-cavc is their tomb. 

And where is that loveliest Being gone? 

Hope not that she is saved alone. 

Immortal tlioiigh sucli lieauty seem’d to be. 

She, and the Youth that loved her too. 

Went down with ihe ship and her gallant crew— 

No favourites Iiatli the sea. 

Now is the Ocean’s bosom bare, 

Unbroken as ihc floating air; 

The Ship hath melted quite away. 

Like <1 struggling dream at break of day. 

; No image niceis my wandering eye 
But the new-risen sun, and the sunny sky. 

Though the night-shndcs are gone, yet a vapour dull 
Retlims the waves so beautiful; 

While a low and mclanc-holY moan 
Mourns for the glory that hath flown. 

Oh I that the wild and wailing strain 
Were a dream that murmurs in my brain! 

W'hat happinc.ss would then be mine, 

When my eyes, as they frit tlie morning shine, 
Instead of the unfiithom'd Ocean-grave 
Should beiiold Winanders peaceful wave, 

And the Isles that love her loving breast, 

Each brooding like a Halcyon's nest. 

It may not be:—too well I know 
The real doom from fancied woe. 

The black and dismal hue. 

Yon, many a visage wan and pale 
Will hang at midnight o’er my tale, 

And weep that it is true. 


CANTO II. 


O 1lBAVEf(i.T OiiEEN! by Mariners beloved! 
Refulgent Moon! when in the cruel sea 
Down sank yon fair Ship to her coral grave, 

Where didst thou linger tlien 1 Sure it bclioved 
A Spirit strong and pitiful like thee 
At that dread hour thy worshippers to save; 

Nor let the Glory wliere thy tendcrest light. 
Forsaking even the clouds, witli pleasure lay. 

Pass, like a cloud which none deplores, away, 

No more to bless the empire of the Night. 

How oft to tiice have home-sick sailors pour’d 
Upon their midnight-watch, no longer dull 
When thou didst smile, hymns wild and beautiful, 
Worthy the radiant Angel they adored! 

And arc such hymnings brcatlicd to ihce in vain? 
Gleam'sl thou, as if delighted with the strain, 

And won by it (be pious bark to keep 
In joy for ever?“lill at once behind 
A cloud thou saiiest,—and a roaring wind 
Hath sunk her in the deep! 

Or, though the zephyr scarcely blow, 

Down to the bottom must she go 
With all who wako or sleep. 

Ere the slumbcrer from his dream can start. 

Or the hymn bath left the singer’s heart! 

Oh I sure, if ever mortal prayer 
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Were heard where thou and thy bright stan abide, 
So many gallant spirits had not died 
TI]u8 mournfully in beauty and in prime! 

Sht from the sky had shone an arm sublime, 

Tp bless the worship of that Virgin fair, 

And, only seen by Faith's uplifted eye, 

The wretched vessel gently drifted by 
The fatal rock, and to the crowded shore. 

In triumph and in pride the expected glory bore. 

Oh vain belief! most beauteous as thou art, 

Thy heavenly visage hides a cruel heart 
When Death and Danger, Terror and Dismay, 

Are madly struggling on the dismal Ocean, 

With heedless smile and calm unalter’d motion, 
Onward thou glidest through the milky way, 

Nor, in thy own immortal beauty blest, 
llcar'sl dying mortals rave themselves to rest. 

Yet when this night thou moimi'st thy starry throne, 
Rrigittening to sun-like glory in thy bliss, 

Wilt thou not then thy once-loved Vessel miss, 

And wish her happy, now that she is gone? 

—Was tliat wild sound a human cry, 

The voice of one more loath to die 
Than they who round him sleep? 

Or of a Spirit in the sky, 

A Demon in the deep? 

No sea-liird, through the darkness sailing, 

Ker litter'd such a doleful wailing, 

Foreboding the near blast: 

If from a living thing it came, 

It sure must have a spectral frame, 

And soon its soul must part 

That groan broke from a bursting heart, 

The bitterest and the last. 

The Figure movesl it is alive! 

None but its wretched self survive, 

Yea! drown’d are all the crew! 

Ghosts arc they undemealli the wave, 

And he, whom Ocean deign'd to save, 

Stands there most ghosl-like too. 

Alone upon a rock he stands 

Amid the waves, and wrings his hands, 

And lifts to Heaven his steadfast eye 
With a wild upbraiding agony. 

He stnds his soul through the lonesome air 
To God: but God hears not his prayer; 

For, soon as his words from the wretch depart. 

Gold they return on his baftled heart. 

He flings himself down on his rocky tomb. 

And madly laughs at his horrible doom. 

W’itli smiles the Main is overspread, 

As if in mockery of the dead; 

And upward when he turns his sight, 

The unfeeling Sun is shining bright, 

And strikes him with a sickening light. 

While a fainting-fit his soul bedims, 

He thinks that a Ship before him swims, 

A gallant Ship, all hU'd with gales, 

Onu radiant gleam of snowy sails— 

^is senseireturn, and he looks in vain 
O’er the empty silence of the Main! 

No Ship is there, with radiant gleam, 

Whose shadow sail'd throughout his dream: 


Not even one rueful plank is seen 
To tell that a vessel hath ever been 
Beneath these lonely skies: 

But sea-birds he oft had seen before 
Following the ship in hush or roar, 

The loss of their re>ting-mast deplore 
With wild and dreary cries. 

What brought him here he cannot tell; 

Doubt and confusion darken all his soul, 

While glimmering truth moredrcadfiil makes the gloom: 
Why hath the Ocean 111.11 black hideous swell? 

And in his ears why doth that dismal toll 
For ever sound,—as if a city hell 
Wail'd for a funeral passing to the tomb? 

Some one hath died, and buried is this day; 

A ho.iry-headed man, or stripling gay, 

Or haply some sweet maid, who was a bride, 

And, ere her head upon his bosom lay 
Who deem’d her all liis own,— the Virgin died! 

W'hy starts the ssilder'd dreamer at the sound, 

And casts his ha([gard eyes around ? 

The utter .ignny liatli seized him now. 

For Memory drives Itim, like a slave, to know 
What Madness would conceal:—His own dear Maid, 
She, wlio he thought could never die, is dead. 

■ Drown’d!*—still the breaking billowa mutter,— 
« drown'd !« 

With anguish loud was her death-bed! 

Nor e’er,—wild wish of utmost woe!— 

Shall her fair corse be found. 

Oft had he sworn with faithless breath, 

That liis love for the ftlaid was strong as death. 

By the holy Sun he aware; 

The Sun upon the Ocean smiles, 

And, with a sudden gleam, reviles 
His vows ns light as air. 

Yet soon he flings, with a sudden start. 

That gnawing frenzy from his heart, 

For long in sooth he strove, 

When the waters were booming in his brain, 

And his life was clogg’d with a sickening pain. 

To save his lady-love. 


How long it seems since that dear night. 

When g.izing on the wan moonlight 
He and his own betrothed stood, 

Nor fear'd the harmless ocean-flood! 
lie feels as if many and many a day, 

Since that bright hour, had pass’d away; 

The dim remembrance of some joy 
In which he revell'd when a boy. 

The crew’s dumb misery and his own, 

Wlicn lingeringly the ship went down. 

Even like some mournful tale appears. 

By wandering sailor told in other years. 

Yet still lie knows that this is all delusion, 

For how could he for months and yeais have lain 
A wretched thing upon the cruel Main, 

Calm though it seem to be? Would gracious Heaven 
Set free his spirit from Ibis dread confusion, 

Oh, how devoutly would his thanks be given 
To Jesus ere he died I But tortured so. 

He dare not pray beneath his weight of woe, 

I.est he should feel, when about to die, 

By God deserted utterly. 
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He cannot die: Though he lon^ for death, 

Stron{;cr and stronger grows his breath, 

And hopeless woe the spring of I)cing feeds; 

He f.iinls not, thougli his knell seems rung, 

Rut lives, as if to life he clung, 

And stronger as he bleeds. 

Rut the weariness of wasting grief 
ll.Uh brought at last its own relief: 
i Kach sense is dull'd! He lies at last 
I As if the parting shock were past. 

, lie slecpsl—Prolong his h.iuntcd rest, 

O God!—for now the wretch is blest. 

A fair romantic Island, cro\sn’d 
With a glow of blossom'd trees, 

And underneath bestrewn with flowers. 

The happy dreamer sees. 

A stream comes dancing from a mount 
Down its Frcsli and lustrous side, 

Then, tamed into a rpiiet pool, 

Is scarcely seen to glide, 

I Like fairy sprites, a thousand birds 
Glance by on golden wing, 

I Dirds lovelier than liic lovely hues 
Of (he bloom wherein they sing. 

Upward he lifts his wondering eyes, 

Nor yet helieve^ that even the skies 
So p.iH!sing fair can he; 

And lo! yoD gleam of emerald light, 

For Imnian gaze too dazzling bright, 

Is that indeed the Seal 

Adorn'd with all her pomp and pride, 

Long fluttering flags, and pendants wide. 

He sees a stalely vessel ride 
At anchor in a hay, 

Where never waves by storm were driven, 

Shaped like the Moon when she is young in heavi n. 

Or melting in a cloud that slops her way. 

Her mas(s tower nobly from the rocking deep, 

Tail as the palm-trees on the steep, 

And, burning mid their crests so darkly green, 

Her meteor-glories all abroad arc seen, 

Wakening the forests from tlicir solemn sleep; 

While suddenly the cannon's sound 

Rolls through the cavern’d glens, and groves profound, 

And never-dying echoes roar around. 

Shaded with branching palm, the sign of peace, 

Canoes and skiffs like lightning shoot along, 

Countless as waves there sporting on the seas; 

While still from those th.it lead the van, a song. 

Whose chorus rends the inland cliffs afar, 

Tells that advance, before that unarm'd throng, 
Princes and chieftains, with a fearless smile, 

And outstretch’d arms, to welcome to their Isle 
That gallant Ship of War. 

And glad are they who therein sail, 

Once more to breathe the balmy gale, 

To kiss (he steadfast strand: 

They round the world are voyaging. 

And who can tell their suffering 
Since last they saw the land ? 

But that bright pageant will not stay: 

Minis, plumes, and ensigns melt away, 

Mind, and ship !-<-Tbough utter be the change 
(For oil a rock he seems to lie 


All naked lo the burning sky), 
lie doth not think it strange. 

While in his memory faint recaUings swim. 

He fain would think it is a dream 
That thus distracts his view, 

Until some iinimagincd pain 

Shoots shivering ihrougli his troubled brain; 

—Though dreadful, all is true. 

Rut wliat to him is anguish now. 

Though it burn in his Idood, and his heart, and his brow, 
For ever from morn to niglitl 
For lo.' an Angel shape descends. 

As soft and silent as moonlight, 

And o'er the dreamer bends. 

Slic c.mnot be .in c.irihly cliild, 

Y'et, when the Vision sweetly smiled, 

The light that there did play 
Reminded him, he knew not why. 

Of one beloved hi infancy, 

Rut now far, far away. 

Distuib'd hy fluttering joy, he wakes, 

And feels a dc.ilh-like shock; 

For, harder even than in his dream, 
liis bed is a lonely rock. 

Poor wretch ! he d.ires not open bis eye, 

For he dreads the beauty of the sky, 

And the useless unavailing breeze 
That he hears upon the happy seas. 

A voice glides sweetly through his heart, 

The voice of one that mourns; 

Y'et it hath a gladsome melody— 

Dear Cod! the dream rcruitis! 

A gentle kiss breathes o'er his check, 

A kiss of murmuring si(;hs, 

It wanders o’er his brow, and falls 
Like light upon his eyes. 

Thrntigh that long kiss he dimly sees, 

All h.ithed in smiles and tears, 

A well-known face; .ind from those lips 
A well-known voice he hears. 

With a doubtful look he scans the Maid, 

As if Jialf-deliglited, hnlf-afraid, 

Tiicn bows Ills wildcr’d head, 

And, with deep groans, he strives to pray 
That Heaven w’ould drive the flend away, 

That haunts his dying bed. 

Again he dares to view ilie air: 

The lieauteous ghost yet lingers there, 

Veil’d in a spotless shroud: 

Breathing in tones subdued and low, 

Rent o'er him like Heaven's radiant bow. 

And still as evening-cloud. 

• Art thou a phantom of the brain?* 

He cries, « a mermaid from the main? 

A seraph from the sky! 

Or art thou a fiend with a seraph's smile, 

Gome here to mock, on this horrid Isle, 

My dying agony?* — 

Had he but seen what touching sadness fell 
On that Fair creature's cheek wliile thus he spoke, 

Had heard the stifled sigh that slowly broke 
From her untainted bosom's lab'ring swell. 

He scarce had hoped, that at the throne-of grace 
Such cruel words could e'er have been forgiven, 
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The impious sin of doubting surli a face, * 
Of speaking thus of Heaven. 

Weeping, she wrings his dripping hair 
'/Iiat hangs across Iiis cheek; 

And leaves a hundred kisses there, 

>ilut not one word can speak. 

In hliss she listens to his breath ’ 

Ne’er murmur’d so the breast of death 
Alas! sweet one! what joy can give 
Fond-chcrish’d thoughts like lliese! 

For how mayest thou and thy lover live 

In the centre of the scasl 

Or vainly to your sorrows seek for rest, 

On a rock wlicrc never verdure grew. 

Too wild even for the wild sea-mew 
To build her slender nest! 

Sublime is the faith of a lonely soul, 

In pain and trouble cherish’d; 

Sublime the spirit of hope tliat lives 
When cartlily hope has perish'd. 

And where doth tliat blest faith abidol 
O! not in Man’s stem nature: human pritic 
InhahilH there, and oft hy virtue l>‘d, 

Pride tliough it be, it doth a glory shed, 

That makes the world we mortal beings tread, 
In chosen spots, resplendent as the !leavi:n! 
But to yon gentle Maiden turn, 

>Yho never for herself doth mourn, 

And own that faith's undying urn 
I Is hilt to woman given. 

I Now that the shade of sorrow falls 
Across her life, and duly calls. 

Her spirit burns with a fervent glow, 

I And stately through tlic gloom of woe 
Deliohl her alter’d form arise, 
tike a priestess at a sacrifice. 

I The touch of earth liath left no taint 
I Of weakness in the fearless saint. 

Like clouds, all hiiiiian passions roll, 

At the breath of devotion, from her soul, 

I And God looks down with a gleam of grace, 
On the stillness of her heavenward face, 

Just paler in her grief. 

I While, hark! like one who God adores, 

Such words she o’er her lover pours, 

1 As give herself relief. 

I « Oh I look again on her who speaks 
To thee, and bathes thy sallbw cheeks 
With many a human tear! 

No cruel thing beside thee leans, 

I Thou knowest what ihy Mary means, 

Thy own true love is here. 

1 Open tliinc eyes? thy beauteous eyes! 

I For mercy smile on met 

I Speak!—but one word! one little word! 

I ’T is all 1 ask of thee. 

I If these eyes would give one transient gleam, 
I To cheer this dark and dreadful dream, 

I If, while I kiss thy cheek, 

I These dep, dear lips, alas! so pale, 

1 Before their parting spirit fail, 

I One low farewell would speak !^ 

I This rock so hard would be a bed 
I Of down unto thy Mary’s head, 


And gently would we glide away, 

Fitz-Owen! to that purer day 
Of which thou once didst sing; 

Like birds, that, rising from tlic foam, 

Seek on some lofty cliff their home, 

On storm-tlcspihing wing. 

Yes! that thou liear’st thy Mary’s \oicc, 

That lovely smile declares! 

Hero let u$ in each other's arms 
Dissolve our life in prayers. 

I see in that uplifted eye, 

Tliat thou art not afraid to die; 

For ever brave wert thou. 

Oh! press me closer to thy soul, 

And, wliilc yet wu hear the Ocean roll, 
lircaihe <]cep the marriage vow! 

We hoped far other days to see: 

But the will of God be done! 

My husband 1 behold yon pile of clouds 
Like a city, round the Sun : 

Beyond these clouds, ere the phantoms part, 

I Tiiou wilt lean in hliss on my loving heait »— 


Sweet seraph! lovely was thy form, 

When, blironded in the misty storm 
That swept o’er Snowdon’s side, 

Tlie Cambrian slicplicrd, through the gloom. 
Like a spirit rising from the tomb, 

With awe beheld thee glide; 

And lovely wert thou, Child of Light! 

When, gating on the starry night 
NNitliin Llanhcrris Lake, 

Thy spirit Felt, in a husli like death, 

The fading earth’s last whisper’d breath 
The holy scone forsake. 

^)h! lovelier still, when thy noiseless tread 
Around thy aged mother’s bed 
Fell soft as snow on snow; ' 

When thy yearning heart repress'd its sighs, 
And from ihy never-closing e^’es 
Forbade the tears to How. 

But now unto thy looks are given 
The beauty and the power of Heaven. 

The sternness of this dismal Isle 
1$ soften'd by thy saintly smile, 

And lie, who lay like a madman, bound 
In fetters of anguish to the ground, 

And heard and saw, in fearful strife, 

The sounds and the sights of unearthly life, 
Now opens his eyes that glisten mild 
Like the gladsome eyes of a waken’d child, 
For the hideous trance is lied: 

And his soul is fill’d with the glory bright, 
That plays like a wreath of halo-light 
Around hU Mary’s head. 

Most awful is the perfect rest 
Tliat sits within her eye, 

Awful her pallid face imprest 
W’ith the seal of victory. 

Triumphant o'er the ghastly dreams 
That haunt the parting soul, 

She looks like a bird of cairn, that floats 
Unmoved when thunders roll, 

And gives to the storm as gentle notes 
As e’er through sunshine stole. 
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Her lover leans on her quiet breast, 

And ills heart like hers is still; 

Ne’er martyr'd saints more meekly bow’d 
To tlieir Creators will. 

As calm they sit, as they had steer'd 
To some little favourite Isle, 

To mark upon the peaceful waves 
The partin({ sttnbcams smile; 

As if the li(>hlly fcatlicr'd oar 

III an hour could take them to tlie shnu'. 

Wlicrc friends and parents dwell: 

but far, alas! from such shore are they, 

And of friends, who fur their safety pr.tv. 

Have bi'cn a Inst farewell. 

Hut why thus gleams Fitz-Owen’s eye? 

' Why hursts his eager speech ? 
ho! as if brought by angul hands 

' Uiiinjiir'd on the Iicach, 

With oars and sails a vessel lies : 

Salvation from the gracious skies' 

He fears it is n dream; that not* 

Halil surely crazed his brain . 

lie drives the pliaiuom from his gaze, 

Rut llic boat appears again. 

It is the same that used to glide 
Wlien the wind had fallen low, 
lake a child along its parent’s side, 

Around the guardian prow 

Of the mighty ship who.se sh.idow lav 

I'nmovcd upon the watery way. 

In tlic madness of itnit disinal hour 
When the sliiicking Ship went down, 

This little boat to the rocky Isle 
Hath drifted all alone. 

And there she lies! the oars arc laid 
As by the hand of pleasure, 

Preparing on the quiet tide 
To beat a gladsome measure. 

'The dripping leiil is careless tied 
Around the |>ainted mast. 

And a gaudy flag with purple glows, 

Hung up in sportive joy by those 
Whose sports and joys kre past. 

So lightly doth this little boat 
Upon the scarce-touch'd billows float. 

So careless doth she seem to be 
Thus left hy herself on the homeless sea, 
That, while the happy lovers gaze 
Oo her, tlic hope of happier days 
SteaU unawares, like Heaven’s own breath 
O'er souls that were prepared for death. 
They gaze on her, till she appears 
As if she understood their tears; 

To lay there with her cheerful sail 

Till Heaven should send some gracious gale. 

Some gentle spirit of the deep, 

W*ith motion soft and swift as sleep, 

To waft them to some pleasant cave 
In the unknown gardens of tlie wave, 

Tliat, hid from every human eye, 

Arc liiappy in the smiling sky, 

Aiid»jj^4ieir beauty win die Jove 
Of that ^incs above. 


Fitz-Owen from bis dream awakes, 

And gently in his arms he takes 
His gentle Maid, as a shepheni kind 
Brings from the killing moiiniain>wind 
A snow-white lamb, and lets it rest 
In sleep and beauty on bis breast. 

And now the gentle fearless Maid 
Within the bn.at in peace is laid: 

Her limbs recline as if in sleep, 

TIinngli almost resting on the deep; 

On his dear bosom leans her head. 

And through her lung hair, wildly spread 
O’er all her face, her melting eyes 
Are lifted upwards to the skies, 

In silent prayer that Heaven would save 
The arms that fold her from the grave. 

The boat hath left the lonesome rock, 

And tries the wave .'igain. 

And on she glides without a fear, 

So heaiitcoiis is the main. 

Her little sail beneath the sun 
(ileams radiant as the snow. 

And o’er the gently-heaving swell 
Rounds like a mountain-roc. 

In that frail bark the lovers sit. 

With steadfast face and silent breath. 
Following the guiding hope of life, 

Yet reconrilud to death. 

His arm is round her tender side, 

That moves hcnealh the press, 

With a mingled heat of solemn awe 
And virgin tenderness. 

They speak not:—but the inward flow 
Of faith and dread, and joy and w'oe, 

Uacli from the other hears : 

lomg, long they gaze with iiicetiog eyes, 

Then lift them slowly to the skies 
Steep’d in imploring tears. 

And ever, as the rock recedes, 

They feel their spirits rise; 

And half forget that the smiling sea 
Caused all their miseries. 

Yet safe to them is the trackless brine 
As some weihknown and rural rood 
Paced in their childhood;—for they love 
Each other, and believe in God. 

And well might the refulgent day 
These Ocean Pilgrims cheer, 

And make them feel as if tlie glades 
Of home itself were near. 

For a living sentiment of joy. 

Such as doth sleep on hill and vale 

When the friendly sun comes from his clouds 

The vernal bloom to bail, 

Plays on the Ocean’s sparkling hrc.ist, 

That, half in motion, half at rest. 

Like a happy thing doth lie; 

Breathing tliat fresh and fragrant air, 

And seeming in that slumber fair 
The Brotlier of the Sky. 

Hues brighter than the ruby-stone 
With radiance gem his wavy zone, 

A million hues, I ween: 

Long dazzling tines of snowy white, 
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Fttatastic wrcatlicil wiUi purple light. 

Or bathed in richest green. 

Tlw flying-fish on wings of gold, 

Skims through the sunny ray, 

Then, like tiie rainbow’s dying gleam, 

In the clear wave melts away. 

And all the beauteous joy seems made 
Fur that dauntless Youth and sainted Maid, 
Whom God and Angels love: 

Comfort is in the helm, the sail. 

The light, the clouds, the sea, the gale, 

Around, below*, above. 

And thus they sail, and sail along, 

Without one thought of fear; 

As calm as if the boatman's song 
Awoke an echoing cheer, 

O'er the hills that stretch in sylvan pride 
On the D.tla Lake's romantic side. 

And lo 1 beneath tlic mellowing light, 

That trembles between day and night 
Before the sun's decline, 

As to tlic touch of fairy-hand 
Upstarting dim the nameless land 
Extends its mountain line. 

It is no cloud that steadfast lies 
Between the ocean and the skies, 

No image of a cloud, that flings 
Across the deep its shadowy wings. 

Such as oft cheats with visions fair 
The heart of home-sick mariner. 

It is the living Earth! They see 
From the shore a smile of amity 
That gently draws them on; 

Such a smile us o'er all Nature glows 
Ac a summer evening's fragrant close. 

When the winds and rain are gone. 

The self-moved boat appears to seek 
With gladsome glide a hoinc-like creek, 

III the centre of a bay, 

Which the calm and quiet hills surround. 

And touch'd by waves without a sound, 

Almost as calm as they. 

And, wliat if here fierce savage men 
Glare on them from some darksome den ?— 
What would become of this most helpless Maid? 
Fitz-Owen thinks:—but in her eye 
So calmly bright, he can descry 
That she is not afraid 
Of savage men or monsters wild, 

But is sublimely reconciled 
To meet and hear her destiny. 

A gentle rippling on the sand— 

One stroke of the dexterous oar— 

The sail is furl'd: the boat is moor'd: 

Aqd the Lovers walk the shore. 

To them it is an awful thought. 

From the wild world of waters brought 
By God’s protecting hand, 

When every Christian soul was lost, 

On that unknown, but beauteous coast, 

As in a dream to stand. 

While their spirila with devotion bum, 

Their faces lo the sea they turn, 
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That lately seem'd their grave; 

And bless, in murmurs soft and low, 

The beautiful, the halcyon glow, 

That bathes the evening wave. 

Before the setting sun they kneel, 

And through tlie silent air, 

To Him that dwells on that throne of light 
They pour their souls in prayer. 

Tlieir thoughts arc floating, like the clouds 
That seek the beauteous West, 

Their gentleness, their peace the same, 

The same their home of rest. 

Now Night hath come with the cooling breeze, 

And these Lovers still are on their knees. 


CANTO in. 


Oh ! many arc the beauteous isles 
Unknown to human eye, 

That, sleeping 'mid the Ocean smiles, 

In happy silence lie. 

The Ship may pass them in the night. 

Nor tlic sailors know what a lovely sight 
Is resting on the Main; 

Some wandering Ship who hath lost her way. 
And never, or by night or day, 

Shall pass these isles again. 

There, groves that bloom in endless spring 
Arc rustling to the radiant wing 
Of birds, in various plumage bright, 

As rainbow-hues, or dawning light. 
Soft-falling showers of blossoms fair, 

Float ever on the fragrant air. 

Like showers of vernal snow, 

And from the fruit-tree, spreading tall, 

The richly ripen'd clusters fall 
Oft as sea-breezes blow. 

The sun and clouds alone possess 
The joy of all that loveliness; 

And sweetly to each other smile 
The live-long day—sun, cloud, and isle. 

Ilow silent lies each shelter'd bay! 

No other visitors have they 
To their shores of silvery sand. 

Than the waves that, murmuring in their glee, 
All hurrying in a joyful band 
Come dancing from the sea. 

How did I love to »gh and weep 
For those thateaiTd upon the deep. 

When, yet a wondering child, 

1 sat alone at dead of night. 

Hanging all breathless with delight 
O’er their adventures wild! 

Trembling I heard of dizzy slirouds. 

Where up among the raving clouds 
The sailor-boy must go; 

Thunder and lightning o'er his head! 

And should he fall—0 thought of dread! 
Waves mountain-high below. 

Uow leapt my heart with wildcriug fears, 
Gazing on savage islanders 
Banged fierce in long canoe. 
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Tlieir poison'd spears, their war-aflirc, 

And plumes twined bright, like wreaths of fire, 

Round brows of dusky hue t 

What lean would fill my wakeful eyes 

When some delicious paradise 

(As if a cloud had roll'd 

On a sudden from tlic bursting sun), 

Freshening the Ocean where it slionu, 

Flung wide its groves of gold! 

Ko more ilie pining Mariner 
In wild delirium raves. 

For like an angel, kind and fjlr, 

That smiles, and smiling s:i\us. 

The glory charms away distress, 

Serene in silent loveliness 
Amid the dstsli of waves. 

And wouldst thou think it hard to dwell 
Alone within some sylvsn cell, 

Some fragrant arch of tiowers, 

Raised like a queen with gracious smile 
In the mid»t of tlii^ her subject isle, 

This lahyrinlli of bow’crsl 

Could the fair earth, and fairer skies, 

Clouds, breezes, foiintiins, groves., 

To banish from thy lieart suffice 
All thought of deeper loves ? 

Or wouldst thou pine thy life away, 

To kiss onee more the blessed ray 
That shines in human eyes? 

What tliougli the clustering roses canve 
bike restless gleams of magic flame, 

As if they loved thy feet, 

To win thee like a summer sprite. 

With purest touclies nf delight. 

To the Fairy Queen’s retreat! 

Oh! they would bloom and wither too. 

And mcii their pearls of radiant dew, 

Without one look from thee: 

What pleasure could that beauty give. 

Which, of all mortal things that live, 

None but thyself may sec ? 

And where are the birds that cheer’d thmc cyc% 
Wieli wings and crests of rainbow dyes, 

That wont for ave to glide 

Like sunbeams through the shady bowers, 

Charming away the happy hours 

With songs of love or pride 7 

Soon, soon, thou liatest this Paradise; 

It seems the soul hath fled 
That made it ^irer than the skies, 

And a joyful heiuly shed 

O’er the tremor of the circling wayi^ 

That now with restlew moans and Iw 
Sounds like the dirge-song of the dsS^ 

Dim breaking round a grave. 

But she thou lovest is at thy side, 

The Island Queen becomes lliy bride, 

And God and Nature sanctify Uie vow{ 

Air« Earth) and Ocean smile once more, 

And along the forest-fringed sliore, 

What mirth and music now! 

Whftl wiTffl and heavenly tints illume 
The Uod tiiai lately seem’d a tomb 


Where thou wert left to die! 

So bathed in joy this earth appears 

To him, who, blind for lingering years, * 

At last beholds the sky. 

Thy heart was like an untouch’d lyre, 

Silent as death—Let the trembling wire 
The hand that knows its spirit feel, 

And, list! what melting murmurs steal 
Like incense to the realms above, 

Such sounds as parted souls might love, 

And now if a homc>bound vessel lay 
At anchor in yon beauteous bay. 

Till the land-breeze her canvas wings should swell, 
From the sweet Isle thou scarce wouldst part, 

Rut, when thou didst, thy lingering heart 
Would sadly say, « Faruvrell !■ 

In such a fairy Isle now pray’d 
Fitz-Owen and his darling Maid. 

The setting sun, wltli a pensive glow, 

Had bathed their foreheads bending low; 

Nor ceased the voice, or the breath of their prayer, 
Till the moonlight lay on the mellow’d air. 

Then from the leaves they calmly rose, 

As after a night of calm repose, 

And Mary lean’d her face 

With a soh of joy on her liOver’s breast. 

Who with kind tones the Maiden press’d 
In a holy pure embrace. 

And gently he kiss’d Iicr tearful eyes, 

And bade her heart lie still, 

For there Wcis a power in the gracious skies 
To shield their saints from ill. 

Then, guided hy the moonlight pale. 

They walk’d into a sylvan vale, 

Soft, silent, warm, and deep; 

And there, beneath her languid head, 

The silken wither'd leaves he spread. 

That she might sweetly sleep. 

Then down he siit by licr tender side, 

And, as she lay, with soft touch dried 
The stealing tears she could not hide; 

Till sleep, liKi> a faint shadow, fell 
OVr the husht face he loved so well, 

And smiling dreams were given 
To cliccr her heart; then down he laid 
Ills limbs beside tbc sleeping Maid, 

In the face of the starry Ueaven. 

Sleep fell upon their wearied souls 
With a power as deep as death ; 

Scarce trembled Mary’s floating hair 
In her Lover’s tranquil breath. 

In that still trance did dear thoughts come 
From tlic brook, and the glade, and the sky, of home, 
And the gentle sound of her mother’s voice 
Bade Mary’s slumbering soul rejoice. 

For she in dreams to Wales hath flown, 

And sits in a cottage of her own, 

Deneath its sheltering tree: 

Fitx-Oweo’s eye is fix’d on hers, 

While with a timid smile she stirs 
Beside her mother’s knee. 

But the rising sun hath pour'd his beams 
Into her heart, and broke her dreams; 
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Slowly she lifts her eyes, 

And, wondering at the change, looks round 
Upon tliat wild enchanted ground, 

And these delightful skies. 

Over her fevers breast she breathes 
A blessing and a prayer, 

And gently they stir his sleeping soul, 

Like the voice of the morning air. 

Soon as the first surprise is past. 

They rise from their leafy bed, 

As cheerful as the new-woke birds 
That sing above their head. 

And trusting in the merciful Power 
Tliat saved them in that dismal hour 
When the ship sank in the sea, 

Cheering their souls with many a smile 

They walk through the woods of tliis nameless Isle 

In undisturl/d tranquillity. 

Well might they deem that wizard’s wand 
Had set them down in L'airy>Iand, 

Or that their souls some beauteous dream obey’d: 
They know not where to look or listen, 

For pools and streams of crystal glisten 
Above, around,—embracing like the air 
The soft>rullec ted trees; while everywhere 
From sliady nook, clear hill, and sunny glade, 

The ever-var^'ing soul of music play'd; 

As if, at come capricious thing's command, 
Indulging every momentary mood, 

With voice and instrument, a fairy band 
Beneath some echoing precipice now stood, 

Now on Sleep mountain’s rocky battlement. 

Or from the clouds their blended chorus sent, 

W’ilh jocund din to mock the solitude. 

They gaze with never-sated eyes 
On Icngtiicning lines of flowery dyes, 

That through the woods, and up the mountains run: 
Not richer radiance robes the Even, 

When she ascends her throne in Heaven, 

Beside the setting sun. 

Scattering the blossomy gems away, 

Like the white shower of the Ocean spray, 

Across their path for ever glide or shoot 
Birds of such beauty, as might lead 
The soul to think that magic power decreed 
Spirits to dwell therein ; nor arc they mute. 

But each doth chant Ins own beloved strain. 

For ever trembling on a natural tune, 

The heart's emotions seeming so to suit, 

That the rapt Lovers are desiring soon 
Thai silence never may return again. 

A cheerful welcome these bright creatures sing; 
And as the Lovers roam from gUde to glade, 

That shine with sunlight, and with music ring, 

Seems but for them the enchanted island made. 

So strong the influence of Uie fairy scene, 

That soon they feel as if for many a year 
In love and rapture they had linger'd here, 

While yvith the beauteous things that once have been 
Long, long ago, or only in the mind 
By Fancy imaged, lies their native Wales, 

Its dim seen hills, and all its streamy vales: 

Sounds in their souls its rushing mountain wind, 


Like music heard in youth, remember’d well, 

Out .when or where it rose they cannot tell. 
Delightful woods, and many a cloudless sky. 

Are in their memory strangely floating by, 

But the faint pageant slowly melts away, 

And to the living earth they yield 
Their willing hcarte, as if reveal'd 
In all its glory on this mystic day. 

Like fire, strange flowers around them flame, 

Sweet, harmless fire, breathed from some magic um, 
The silky gossamer that may not burn, 

Too wildly beautiful to bear a name. 

And when the Ocean sends a breeze. 

To wake the music sleeping in the trees, 

Trees scarce they seem to be; for many a flower, 
Radiant as dew, or ruby polish'd bright, 

Glances on every spray, that bending light 
Around the stem, in variegated bows, 

Appear like some awaken’d fountain-shower, 

That with tlie colour of the evening glows. 

And towering o'er these beauteous woods, 
Gigantic rocks were ever dimly seen, 

Breaking with solemn grey the tremulous green, 
And frowning far in castellated pride; 

While, hastening to the Ocean, hoary floods 
Sent up a thin and radiant between, 

Softening the beauty that it could not hide. 

Lo! higher still the stately Palm-trees rise, 
Chequering the clouds with their unbending stems, 
And o'er the clouds amid the daik-blue tAlcs, 
Lifting their rich unfading dindems. 

How calm and placidly they rest 
Upon the Heavens' indulgent breast, 

As if their branches never breeze bad known ! 

Light bathes them aye in glancing showers, 

And Silence 'mid their lofty bowers 
Sits on her moveless throne. 

Entranced there the Lovers gaze, 

Till every human fear decays, 

And hliss 8ie.ils slowly through their quiet souls; 
Though ever lost to human kind 
And all they love, they arc resign’d : 

While with a scarce-heard murmur rolls, 

Like the waves that break along the shore. 

The sound of the w’orld they must see no more. 

List I Alary is the first to speak, 

Her tender voice still tenderer in her bliss; 

And breathing o'er her silent husband’s cheek, 

As from an infant's lip, a timid kiss, 

Whose toycli at once all lingering sorrow calms, 
Says, • Gra to us iu love hath given 
A home l^kc to Heaven, 

Our own ^j^Suyii.K or Palms.*— 

And wherqjptll these happy lovers dwell ? 

Shall they 8e» in the cliffo for some mossy cell? 
Some wilder haunt than ever hermit knew 1 
Where they may shun the mid-day heat, 

And slumber in a safe retreat. 

When evening sheds her dew; 

Or shall they build a leafy nest; 

Where they like birds may sport and rest, 

By clustering bloom preserved from sun aud ruin, 
Upon some little radbnt mound 
W^itbin reach of the freshening sound 
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That murmurs from the Main? 

No farther need their footsteps roam 

Even where th^ stand, a sylvan home 

Steals like a thou(;ht upon their startled sight; 

For Nature's breath with playful power 
Hath framed an undecaying bower, 

With colours heavenly bright. 

Beyond a green and level lawn. 

Its porch and roof of roses dawn 
Through arching trees that lend a mellowing shade. 
How gleams the bower with countless dyes! 
rnwearied spring fresh bloom supplies, 

Still brightening where they fodc. 

Two noble Palms, the forest’s pride. 

Guarding the bower on either side, 

Their straight majestic stems to Heaven uprear : 
There Beauty sleeps in Grandeur's arms, 

And sheltered there from all alarms. 

Hath nought on earth to fear. 

The Dwellers in that lovely bower, 

If mortal slinpe may breathe such blessed air. 

Might gaze on it from morn till evening hour, 

Nor wish for other sight more touching fair. 

Why look abroad? All things are here 
Delightful to the eye and ear. 

And fragrance pure as light floats all around. 

But if they look—those mystic gleams, 

The glory we adore in dreams, 

May here in truth be found. 

Fronting the bower, eternal woods, 

Darkening the mountain solitudes. 

With awe the soul oppress: 

There dwells, with shadowy glories crown’d, 
Rejoicing in the gloom profound, 

The Spirit of the Wilderness. 

Lot stretching inward on the right, 

A winding vale eludes the sight, 

But where it dies the happy soul must dream: 

Oh! never sure beneath the sun, 

Along such lovely banks did run 
So musical a stream. 

But who shall dare in thought to paint 
Von fairy waterfall ? 

Still moisten’d by the misty showers. 

From fiery-red, to yellow soft and faint, 

Fantastic bands of fearless flowers 
Sport o’er the rocky wall; 

And ever, through the shrouding spray, 

Whose diamonds glance as bright as they, 

Float birds of graceful form, and gorgeous pltimcs, 
Or dauling white a.s snow; 

While, as the passing sun illumes 
The rivcFs bed, in silent pride 
Spanning the cataract roaring wide, 

Unnumber’d rainbows glow. 

But turn around, if tiiou hast power 
To leave a scene so fair, 

And looking left«wards from the bower, 

What glory meets thee them! 

For lo i the hcaven-cncircled Sea 
Outspreads his dazzling pageantry, 

As if the whole ereation were his own, 

And the Isle, <0o which thy feet now stand, 

In beauty roes at his command, 


And for hU joy alone. 

Beyond his billows rolling bright. 

The Spirit dares not wing her flight; 

For where, upon the boundless deep, 

Should she, if wearied, sink to sleep? 

Back to the beauteous Isle of Palms 
Glad she returns; there constant calms. 

The bays, that sleep like inland lakes, invest: 
Delightful all;—but to your eyes, 

Oblessed Pair! one circlet lies 
More fair than nil the rest. 

At evening through that silent bay 
With beating hearts yc steer'd your way, 

Yet trusting in the guiding love of liuaven; 

And there, upon your bended knees, 

To the unseen Pilot of the Seas 
Your speechless prayers were given. 

From your bower-porch the skiff behold 
That to ibis Eden burc 
Your almost hopeless souls:—how bold 
It seems to lie, all danger o'er, 

A speck amid the fluid gold 
That burns along the shore! 

Five cloudless days have, from the placid deep 
In glory risen o'er tliis refulgent Isle, 

And still the Sim retired to rest too soon; 

And each night with more gracious smile, 
Guarding the lovers when they sleep, 

Hath watch'd the holy Moon. 

Through many a dim and dazzling glade, 

They in their restless joy have stray’d, 

In many a grot reposed, and twilight cave; 

Have wander'd round each ocean bay, 

And gazed where inland waters lay 
Serene as night, and bright as (by, 

Hntoucli’d by wind or wave. 

Happy their doom, though strange and wild, 
And soon their souls are reconciled 
For ever here to live, and here to die. 

Why should they grieve? a constant mirth 
With music fills the air and earth, 

And beautifies the sky. 

High on the rocks the wild-flowcrs shine 
In beauty bathed, and Joy divine: 

In their dark nooks to them are given 
The sunshine and the dews of Heaven. 

The fish (iiat dart like silver gleams 
Are happy in their rock-bound streams, 

Happy as they that roam the Ocean's breast; 
Though far away on sounding wings 
You bird could fly, content he sings 
Around his secret nest. 

And shall the Monarchs of this Isle 
f«ament, when one unclouded smile 
Ibngs like perpetual spring on every wood? 

And often in their listening souls 
By a delightful awe subdued, 

God’s voice, like mellow thunder, rolls 
AU through the silent solitude. 

Five days have fled I—The Sun again, 

Like an angel, o’er the brightening Main 
Uplifts his radiant liead; 

And full upon yon dewy bower, 

The warm tints of the dawning hour 
Mid warmer still are shed. 
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The Sun pours not his light in vain , 

Oil them who therein dwell:—a strain 
Of pious music, through the morning calm 
Wakening unwonted echoes, wildly rings; 

And kneeling there to Mercy's fane, 

While (lowers supply their inccnse-balm, 

At the foot of yon majestic Palm 
The Maid her matins sings. 

It is the Sabbatli morn:—since last 

From Heaven it slione, what awful things have past! 

In their beloved vessel as it roll'd 

In pride and lieaiity o'er the waves of gold, 

Then were they sailing free from all alarms, 
llejoicing in her scarcc-fcIt motion 
When tile ship flew, or slumbering Ocean 
Detain’d her in his arms. 

Beneath the sail's expanded shade 

Tiiey and the ilioughticss crew together pray'd, 

And sweet their voices rose above the wave; 

Nor seem’d it woeful as a strain 
That never was to rise again, 

And cliuuntcd o’er the grara. 

Ne’er seem'd before the Isle ho bright; 

And when llieir hymns were ended, 

Oil I ne'er in such intense delight 
Had their rapt souls been blended. 

Some natural tears they surely owed 

To tliosc who wept for them, and fast tlicy flow’d, 

And oft will flow amid their happiest hours; 

But not less fair the summer day, 

Though glittering tlirough the sunny ray, 

Arc seen descending showers. 

But how could Sorrow, Grief, or Pain, 

The glory of that morn sustain ? 

Alone amid the Wilderness 
I More touching seem'd the holiness 
Of that mysterious day of souUfelt rest: 

, They arc the first that e'er adored 
On this wild spot their Heavenly Lord, 

Or gentle Jesus blcss'd. 

' ■ O Son of God !• How sweetly came 
Into their souls that blessed name! 

Even like health's hope>reviving breath 
To one upon the bed of death. 

« Our Saviour!*—What angelic grace 
^ Stole with dim smiles o'er Mary's face, 

While through the solitude profound 
With love and awe she breathed that holy sound! 
Yes! Hewillscive! a still small voice 
To Mary’s fervent prayer replied; 

Beneatli his tender care rejoice, 

On earth who for his children died. 

, Her Lover saw that, while she pray’d, 

Communion with her God was given 
1 Unto her sinless spirit:—nought he said; 

' But gazing on her with a fearful love, 

[ Such as saints feel for sister-souls above, 
i Her check upon bis bosom gently laid, 

And dreamt with her of Heaven. 

Pure were their souls, as infant’s breath 
Who in its cradle guiltless sinks in death. 

No place Tor human frailty this. 

Despondency or fears, 

Too beautiful the wild appears 
Almost for human bliss. 


Was love like tlieirs then given in vain? 

And must they, trembling, shrink from pure delight? 

Or shall that God, who on the main 
Hath bound them with a billowy chain, 

Approve tlic holy rite, 

That, by tlicir pious souls alone 
Perform’d before his silent throne 
In innocence and joy, 

Here, and in realms beyond ilic grave, 

Unites those whom the cruel wave 
Gould not for grief destroy? 

No fears felt they of guilt or sin, 

For sure they heard a voice within 
That set tlieir hearts at rest; 

They pass'd the day in peaceful prayer. 

And when beneatli the evening air, 

They sought again (heir arbour fair, 

A smiling angel met them there, 

And bade their couch he Iilcst. 

Nor veil’d the Moon her virgin light, 

But, clear and cloudless all the night, 

Hung o’er the flowers where love and beauty lay; 

And, loth to leave that holy bower, 

With lingering pace obey'd the power 
Of bright-returning day. 

And say! what wanteth now the Isle of Palms, 

To make it happy as those Isles of rest 
(When eve the sky becalms 
Like a subsiding sea) 

That hang resplendent, mid the gorgeous west, 

All brightly imaged, mountain, grove, mid tree, 

The setting sun's last lingering pageantry! 

Hath Fancy ever dreamt of seraph-Powers 

Walking in beauty through these cloud-framed bowers, 

Light as the mist that wraps their dazzling feef’ 

And hath she ever paused to hear, 

By moonlight brought unto her car, | 

Their hyninings wild and sweet? 

Lo ! human creatures meet her view 
As happy, and as beauteous too. 

As those aSrial phantoms!—in their mien. 

Where’er they move, a graceful calm is seen 
All foreign to this utter solitude, 

Yet blended with such wild and fairy glide, 

As erst in Grecian Isle had licautificd 
Tlie guardian Deities of Grove and Flood. 

Are these fair creatures earth-born and alive, 

And mortal, like ttie (lowers that round them smile? 

Or if into the Ocean sank tlicir Isle 
A thousand fathoms deep—would they survive,— 

Like sudden rainbows spread their arching wings, 

And while, to cheer their airy voyage, sings 
With joy the charmed sea, the Heavens give way. 

That in the spirits, who had sojourn’d long 
On earth, might glide, then re-assume their sway. 

And from the gnitulating throng 

Of kindred spirits, drink the inexpressive song ? 

Oh! fairer now these blessed Lovers seem. 

Gliding like spirits through o'cr>arching trees, 

Their beauty mellowing in the chequer’d light. 

Than, years ago, on that resplendent night. 

When yielded up to an unearthly dream. 

In their sweet ship they sail'd upon the seas. 

Ay! years ago!—for in this temperate clime, 

Fleet, passing fleet, tlie noiseless plumes of time 
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Float through the fragrance of the aunny air; 
One little month seems scarcely gone 
Since, in a vessel of (heir own. 

At eve they landed there. 

Their bower is now a stately bower, 

For, on its roof, the loftiest flower 
To bloom so lowly grieves, 

And up like an ambitious thing 
That fcareih nought, behold it spring 
Till it meet (he high Palm^leaviss! 

The porch is opening seen no more, 

But folded up with blossoms hoar, 

And leaves green as the sea, 

And, when the wind bath found them out, 
The merry waves that dancing rout 
Blay not surpass in glee. 

About tboir liomc so little art. 

They seem to live in Natures licart, 

A sylvan court to hold 

In a palace framed of lustre green. 

More rare than to the bright Flower Queen 
AVas ever built of old. 

Where arc they in the hours of day’ 

—The birds are happy on the spray, 

The dolphins on tlie deep, 

Whether they wanton full of life. 

Or, w ’aried with their playful strife, 

Amid the sunshine sleep. 

And arc these things by Nature blest 
In sport, in labour, and in rest,— 

And yet the Sovereigns of the Isle opprest 
With languor or with pain? 

No I with light glide, and cheerful song, 
Through flowers and fruit they dance along, 
And still fresh joys, iincaH'd for, throug 
Through their romantic reign. 

Tlic wild-ilcer bounds along the rock, 

But let him not yon hunter mock, 

Though strong, and fierce, and fleet; 

For he will truce his mountain-path, 

Or else his lantlcr's llireatcning wrath 
III sonic dark winding meet. 

Vaunt not, gay bird! thy gorgeous plume, 
Though on yon leafy tree it bloom 
Like a flower both rich and fair : 

Vain ihy loud song and scarlet glow, 

To save from bis unerring bow ; 

The arrow finds thee there. 

Dark are the caverns of the wave, 

Yet those, that sport there, cannot save, 
Though hidden from Uie day, 

With silvery sides bedropt witli gold, 
Struggling tliey on the beach arc roll’d 
O’er shells as bright as they. 

Tlieir pastimes these, and labours too. 

From day to day unwearied they renew, 

In garments floating with a woodland grace: 
Ohl lovelier far than fabled sprites. 

They glide along through new delights, 

Like Health and Beauty vying in the race. 

Yel hours of soberer bliss they know. 

Their sptrila in more solemn 

At day-fall oft wiU nm 

Wlien from his throne, WNh kingly motion, 


Into the loving arms of Ocean 
Descends the setting Sun. 

« Oh! beauteous are thy rocky vales. 

Land of my birth, forsaken Wales! 

Towering from continent or sea, 

Where is the Mountain like to thee?— 

The eagle’s darling, and the tempest’s jiridc,— 

Thou I on wliose ever-varying side 
The shadows and the sun-beams glide 
Tn still or stormy weather, 

Oh Snowdon! may I breathe thy name? 

And thine too, of gigantic frame, 

Gader-Idris? 'neath the solar flame, 

Oh! proud ye stand together! 

And (holt, sweet Lake!*—but from its wave 
She turn’d her inward eye. 

For near these banks, within her grave, 

Her Mother sure must lie: 

Weak were her limbs, long, long ago. 

And grief, ere this, hath laid (hem low*. 

Yet soon l'itz>0\vcn’s eye and voice 
From these sad dreams recall 
llis weeping wife; and deeply cheer'd 
She soon forgets them all. 

Or, haply throu{;h delighted tears, 

Her mother’s smiling shade appears, 

And, her most duteous child caressing, 

Bestows on her a parent's blessing, 

And tolls that o'er these holy gro\es 
Oft hangs the p.ircnl whom she loves, 
flow beauteous both in liours like these! 

Frest in each other's arms, or on their knees, 

They think of things for whicli no words are found; 
They need uot speak: tlieir looks express 
More life-pervading tenderness 
Tlian music's sweetest sound. 

He thinks upon ihc dove-like rest 
That broods within her pious breast; 

The holy calm, the hush divine. 

Where pensive, niglit-hkc glories shine ; 

Even as the mighty Ocean deep. 

Yet clear and wavcless as the sleep 
Of some lone h<' iven-reflceting lake. 

When evening-airs its gleam forsake. 

She thinks upon his love for her, 

Ilis wild, impassion'd character, 

To whom a look, a kiss, a smile. 

Rewards for danger and for toil! 

His power of spirit unsubdued, 

His fearlessness,—his fortitude,— 

The radiance of his gifted soul, 

Where never mists or darkness roll: 

A poet's soul that flows for ever, 
night onwards like a noble river, 

Befulgent still, or by its native woods 
Shaded, and rolling on through sunless solitudes. 

In love and mercy, sure on him had God 
The sacred power that stirs the soul bestow'd; 

Nor fell his hymns on Mary’s ear in vain; 

Witli brightening smiles the Vision hung 
(Ter the rapt poet while be sung, 

More beauteous from the strain. 

The songs he poured were sad and wild, 

And whUe (hey would have soothed a child. 
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Who soon bestows his tears, • 

A deeper pathos in them lay 

Tl^an would have moved a liermit grey, 

Oow’d down with holy years. 

One song he had about a Ship 
That perish’d on the Main, 

So woeful, that his Mary pray'd, 

At one most touching pause he made, 

To ce.ise the hodrsc-liko str.ain: 

And yet, in spite of all her pain, 

Implored him, soon as he obey'd, 

To sing it once again. 

With faltering voice then would he sing 
Of many a well-known far-off thing, 

Towers, castles, lakes, and rills; 

Their names he gave not—could not give— 

But happy ye, he thought, who live 
Among the Camhrian hills! 

Then of their own sweet Isle of Palms, 

Full many a lovely lay 
He stingand of two happy sprites 
Who live and revel in delights 
For ever, night and day. 

And who, even of immortal birth, 

Or that for Heaven have left this earth. 

Were e’er more blest than they! 

But shall that bliss endure for ever? 

And shall these ronsccrated groves 
Behold and cherish their immortal loves? 

O must it come, the hour that is to sever 
Thosc.wliom the Ocean in his wrath did spare' 

Awful thdt thought, and, like unto despair. 

Oft to their licarts it sends an icy chill; 

Pain, death they fear not, come they when they will, 
But the same fate together let them share; 

For how could cither hope to die resign’d, 

If Cod should say, uOiic must remain behind!* 

Yet wisely doth the spirit shrink 
From thonglh, when it is death to think; 

Or haply, a kind bring turns 
To brighter hopes the soul that mourns 
In killing woe; else many an eye. 

Now glad, would weep its destiny. 

Even so it fares with them: they wish to live 
Long on this island, loucly though it be. 

Old age itself to them would pleasure give, 

For lo! a sight, which it is heaven to see, 

Down yonder hill comes glancing beautcously, 

And with a silver voice most wildly sweet, 

Flings herself, laughing, down before her parents’ feet. 

Are they in truth her parents?—Was her birth 
Not drawn from lieavenly sire, and from the breast 
Of some fair spirit, whose sinless nature glow’d 
Willi purest flames, enamour’d of a God, 

And gave this child to light in realms of rest; 

Then sent her to adorn these island bowers. 

To sport and play with the delighted hours, 

Till call’d again to dwell among the blest? 

S'weet are such fancies:—but that kindling smile 

Dissolves them all!—Her native isle 

This sure must be; If she in Heaven were born, 

What breathed into her face 
That winning human grace, 

Now dim, now dauling like the break of morn ? 


For, like the timid light of infant day, 

That oft, when dawning, seems to die away, 

Tlie gleam of rapture from her visage flies, 

Then fades, as if afraid, into her tender eyes. 
Open thy lips, thou blessed thing, again I 
And let thy parents live upon the sound; 

No other music wish they till they die. 

For never yet disease, or grief, or pain, 

Within ihy breast the living lyre hath found. 
Whose chords send forth that touching melody. 
Sing on! sing on I it is a lovely air: 

Well could ihy mother sing it when a maid; 
Yet strange it is in this wild Indian glade, 

To list a tunc that breathes of nothing there,— 
A tune that by liis mountain-springs. 

Beside his slumbering lambkins fair, 

The Cambrian shepherd sings. 

The air on lier sweet lips hath died; 

And as a h:irper, when his tune is play’d. 
Pathetic though it be, with smiling brow 
Haply doth careless fling his harp aside. 

Even so reg.*irdlcssly upstartelh now, 

With playful frolic, the light-hearted maid, 

As if, with a capricious gladness, 

She strove to mock the soul of sadness, 

Then mourning through the glade. 

Light as a fulling leaf that springs 
Away before the zephyr's wings, 

Amid the verdure seems to lie 
Of motion reft, then suddenly. 

With birJ-like fluttering, mounts on high, 

Up yon sleep hill's unbroken side. 

Behold the little Fairy glide. 

Though free her breath, untired her limb, 

For through the air she seems to swim, 

Yet oft she stops to look behind 
On them below;—till with the wind 
She flies again, and on the hill-top far 
Shines like the spirit of the evening star. 

Nor lingers long: as if a siglit 
Half-fear, half-wonder, urged her flight, 

In rapid motion, winding still 
To break the steepness of the hill, 

With leaps, and springs, and outstretch'd arms, 
More graceful in her vain alarms, 

The child outstrips the Ocean gale, 

In haste to tell her wondrous talc, 
lier parents’ joyful hearts admire, 

Of peacock’s plumes her glancing tire, 

All bright with tiny suns, 

And the gleamings of tlie feathery gold, 

That play along each wavy fold 
Of her mantle as she runs. 

k What ails my child?** her mother cries, 
Seeing the wildness in her eyes, 

The wonder on her clieck; 

But fearfully she beckons still. 

Up to her watch-tower on the hill, 

Era one word can she speak. 

« My Father I Mother! quickly fly 
Up to the green-hill top with me, 

And tell me what you there descry; 

For a cloud hath fallen from the sky. 

And is sailing on the sea.* 
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They wait not to hear that word af^ain: 

The steep seems level as the plain, 

And up they glide with ease: 

They stand one moment on the height 
In agony, then bless the sight, 

And drop upon their knees. 

« A SliipN—no mure can Mary say, 
u A blcsseil Shipifl and faints away.— 

Not so the happy sight subdues 
l*'il*-Owen*s heart he calmly vii;w» 

The gallant vessel loss 

Tier prow superbly up and down. 

As if she wore the Ocean Crown; 

And now, exulting in the briMizu, 

With ncW'Woke English pride he sees 
St George’s blessed Cross. 

Dclmld them now, the happy three. 

Hung up a sif'ual o’er the sim, 

And shout with echoing sound, 

I While, gladden’d by her parents' bliss, 

The rhild prints many a playful kiss 
Upon their hands, or, mad wiili glee, 

Is d ineing round and lound. 

Scarce doth the thou(;hiless infant know 
Wily thus tlicir tears like rain should How, 

I Yet she must also weep; 

Surh tears sis inuoecnee doth shed 
Upon its undisturbed beil, 

When dreaming in its sleep. 

And oft, and oft, her father presses 
Her breast to his, and bathes her tresses, 

Her sweet eyes, and fair brow. 

• How beautiful upon the wave 
The vessel sails, who eomes to save ' 

Fitting it was that first she shone 
Hefon: the wondering eyes of one, 

So beautiful as thou. 

See how before the wind she goes, 

Scattering the waves like melting snows' 

Her course with glory fills 

The sea for many a league !->Dcscending, 

She stoopetli now into the vale, 

Now, us more freshly blows the gale, 

She mounts in triiiniph o’er the watery hills. 

Oh! w'hithcr is she teiidingl 

She holds in sight yon shelter’d bay; 

As for her crew, how blest arc they! 

See! how she veers aroUnd! 

back whirl the waves with louder sound; 

And now ber prow points to the land; 

For the Ship, at her glad lord’s command, 
Doth well her helm obey.* 

They cast their eyes around the isle: 

But what a change is there' 

For ever lied that lonely smile 
That lay on earth and air, 

That made its haunts so still and holy. 
Almost for bliss too melancholy, 

For life too wildly fair. 

Gone—gone is all its loneliness. 

And with it much of loveliness. 

Into each deep glen’s dark recess, 

The day-shine pours like rain, 

So strong and sudden is the light 


nidlcrti'd from that wonder bright, 

Now tilting o’er the Main. 

Soon as the thundering cannon spoke, 

The voice of the evening-gun 
The spell of llic cnehaiitfuent broke. 

Like dew beneath the sun. 

Soon shall they he.ir lit’ unwonted cheers 
Of these ilciighted mariners. 

And the luiitl sound of the oar, 

As bending hack away they pull, 

With measured pause, most beautiful, 

Approaching to the shore. 

For her yuitls arc hare of man and sail, 

Nor moves the giant to liie gale; 

Cut, «m (he Ocean's breast, 

With storm-proof cables, stretching fir. 

There lies the stately Ship of War; 

Ami gild is she of n*st 

rngralcful y<‘' .md will ye sad away, 

And leave your bower to floutlsh and decay, 
Wiiboiit one parting (ear ' 

Where you have slept, and loved, and pray’d, 

And with your smiling infant play’d 
For many a blessed ycut! 

No! not in v.iin that bower hath shed 
Its lilossoms o’er your marriage-hcd, 

Nor ihessscet Moon look’d down in v.'iiri, 

Forgetful of her heavenly leigii. 

On them whose pure and holy bliss 
Even heaiitiliod that wilderness. 

To every rwk, ;ind glade, and dell, 

You now breathe forth a sad farewell. 

K Say, wilt thou ever miiriuur on 
With that Mime voice when we are gone’ 
llelovi'd strciim! —Ye birds of light! 

And in your joy as musical as bright. 

Still will you pour that thrilling strain. 

Unheard by us who sail the distint main ' 

We le.ive our nuptial bower to you ! 

There still your harmless loves renew; 

And there, as they who left it, blest, 

The loveliest ever build your nest. 

Farewell once more—for now and ever' 

Yet, though iiiiho)iud-far mercy sever 

Our lives from thee, where grief might come at last 

Yet whether cliniii’d iu tropic calms, 

Or driven before the blast, 

Most surely shall our spirits never 
Forget the Isle of Palms.*-' 

■ What means the Ship?ii Fitz-Owen cries, 

And scarce can trust his startled eyes, 

« While safely she at anchor swings, 

Why doth she thus expand her wiogs^ 

She will not surely leave the bay. 

Where sweetly smiles the closing day, 

As if it tempted her to stay? 

O cruel Ship! ’(is even so: 

No sooner come Uian in baste to go; 

Angel of bliss! and fiend of woe!»—- 
—u Oh! let (hat God who brought ber here, 

My husband's woundeil spirit cheer! 

Mayhap the ship for months and years 
Hath been among the storms, and fears 
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Yon lowering cloud, that on die wave 
Flings down the shadow of a grave; 

Fuf wed thou know's! the bold can be 
Ily shadows daunted, when they sail the sea. 

Tliink, in our own lost Ship, when o’er our liead 
Walk’d iheswwt Moon in unobscured liglil. 

How oft the Milors ga/cd with caiisidess dread 
On her, the gloiy of the innocent night, 

As if in tliose still hours of heavenly joy. 

They saw a spirit smiling to destroy. 

Trust th.u, when morning brings her light, 

The sun will shew a glorious sight, 

’rhis very Ship in joy returning 

With outspread sails and ensigns burning, 

’Fo (jiicncb in bliss our causeless mourning.*— 

— • O Father! look with kinder eyes 
On nie,«—the Fniiy-infant cries: 

« Though oft thy face hath look’d most sad, 

At times when 1 was gay and glad, 

These are not like thy other slglis. 

Ihit that I saw iny Father grieve, 

Most tiappy wlu-n yon thing did leave 
Our shores, was I'Mid waves and wind, 

Where, Father' could we ever find 
So sweet an island as our own > 

And so we all would think, I well believe, 
hanienting, when we look’d behind, 

That the Isle of Palms was gone.«— 

Oh blessed cliild! carli artless tone 
Of that sweet voice, tlius plaintively 
itreathing of eomfort to t}iy.s(‘1f unknown, 

Who fcelot not how h(»iutiful thou art, 

Sinks like an anthem’s pious melody 
Into thy father’s agitated heart, 

And makes it calm and tranquil as thy own. 

A shower of kisses bathes thy smiling faro, 

Aud thou, rejoicing once again to hear 
The voice of love so plcas.inl to thine ear, 

Thioiigli the brake, and o'er the lawn, 

Ituiinding along like a spoi tive fawn. 

With l.iiigh aud song renew'st thy devious r.ico , 

Or round them, like a guardian sprite, 

Dancing with more than mortal grace, 

Steepest their g.i/ing souls in still delight. 

For iiow could they, thy parents, sec 
Thy innocent and fearless glee, 

And not forget, but one short hour ago. 

When the Ship sail’d away, how bitter was their woe? 
—Most like a dream it doth appear, 

When she, the vuuish’d Ship, was here:— 

A glimpse of joy, that, while it shone, 

Was surely passing-sweet:—now it is gone, 

Not worth one single tear. 


CANTO IV. 


A stiMMBB Night descends in balm 

On the orange-bloom, and the stately Palm, 

Of that romantic steep, 

Where, silent as the silent hour, 

'Mid the soft leaves of their Indian bowci, 
Three happy spirits sleep. 


And wc will leave tlieiii to themselves, 

To the moon and the stars, these happy elves, 

To ihe murmuring wave, .ind the zephyr’s wing, 
Th.il dreams of gentlest joyanre bring 
To bathe their slumliering eyes; 

And on the moving clouds of night. 

High o’er the main will lake our flight, 

Where Iicanteous Albion lies. 

Wondrous, and strange, .md fair, I ween, 

The sounds, (he form.s, (lie hues have tieeii 
Of these ileiiglilful groves; 

Aud mournful as the racUing sky. 

Ora faiiit-reniember’d melody, 

The story of (heir loves. 

Yet tliough they sleep, those breathings wild. 

That told of the Fay-like sylvan child. 

And of them who live in lonely bliss, 
lake bright flowers of the wilderness, 

Happy and beauteous as Che sky 
Tfi.it views lliem with a loving eye, 

Another talc I have to sing, 

Whose low and plaintive murmuring 
.May well thy heart beguile. 

And w'licn tlioii weep'st along with me, 

Tfirmigli (ears no longer mayst thou see 
Tfiat fairy Indian Isle. 

Among the Cambrian bills wc stand' 

By dc.ir compulsion chain'd unto the strand 
Of a stdl Lake, yet sleeping in the mist, 

'I'hc thin blue niisi that beautifies the morning, 
Ohf Snowdon’s gloomy brow the sun bath kiss’d, 
'i ill, rising like a giant fiom bis bed, 

High o'er the mountainous sea he lifts his he.ul, 

'I he loneliness of Nature’s reign .idorniiig 
With .1 calm majesty and pleasing dre.id. 

A spirit is singing from the coves 
Yet dim and dark; (hat sjiirit loves 
To sing unto the Dawn, 

When first he secs the shadowy veil, 

As if by some slow-stealing gale, 

From ber fair foce withdrawn. 

How the Lake brightens while wc g.i/e' 
Impatient for the flood of rays 
That soon will bathe its breast; 

Wiiere rock, aud hill, and cloud and sky, 

Kven like its poacefiii self, wifi lie 
Ere long in perfect rest. 

The dawn hath brighten’d into day : 

Blessings he ou yon crescciil-hay, 

Beloved in formei years! 

Dolhardiin! at this silent hour, 

More solemn far thy lonely tower 

Unto my soul appears 

Than when, in days of roaming youth, 

1 saw tlicc first, and scarce could tell 
if thon wert frowning there in truth, 

Or only raised by Fancy's spell, 

An airy tower ’tnitl an unearthly dull. 

O wildest Bridge by liuman hand e’er framed! 
If so thou mayst be named: 

'I hoii! who for many a year b.'isi stood 
I Clothed widi the deep-green moss of age, 

As if thy tremulous length were living wood, 
Sprung from the bank on either side, 
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Despising, with a careicas pride, 

The tumults of the wintry flood, 

And hilUborn tempest's rage. 

Each flower upon thy moss I know. 

Or think 1 know; like things they seem 
Fair and unchanged of a returning dream! 
While underneath, the peaceful flow 
Of the smootii river to my heart 
firings back the thoughts that long ago 
I felt, when forced to part 
From the deep calm of Nature's reign, 

To walk the world’s loud scenes again. 

And let us with that river glide 
Around yon hillock’s verdant side; 

And lo! a gleam of sweet surprise, 

Like sudden sunshine, warms thine eyes. 

White as the spring's nnmeltcd snow, 

That lives though winter storms he o'er, 

A Cot beneath the mounLiin’s brow 
Smiles through its shading sycamore. 

The silence of the morning uir 
Persuades our hearts to enter there. 

In dreams all quiet things we love; 

And sure no star that lies above, 

Cradled in clouds, that also sleep, 

Enjoys a calm more husht and deep 
Than doilt tltU slumbering cell: 

Yea! like a star it lookctii down 
In pleasure from its mountain^thronc, 

On its own little dell. 

A lovelier form now meets mine eye 
Thun the loveliest cloud that sails the sky! 

And human feelings blend 

With tlie pleasure born of tbe glistening air. 

As in our dreams uprises fair 
The face of a dear friend. 

A vision glides before my brain, 

Like her who lives beyond the Main! 

Drcatliing delight, the beauteous flower 
That Heaven had raised to grace this bower. 

To me this field is holy ground! 

Her voice is speaking in the sound 
t That cheers the streamlet's bed. 

Sweet Maiden!—side by side we stand, 

While gently moves bene.ith my hand 
Her soft and silky head. 

A moment's pause! and as T look 
On the silent cot and the idle brook, 

And the face of the quiet day, 

( I know from all that many a year 
, Hath slowly past in sorrow here, 

Since Mary went away. 

But that wreath of smoke, now melting thin, 
Tells that some being dwells within; 

And the balmy breatli tliat stole 

From the rose-tree, and jasmin, clustering wide. 

O’er all the dwelling’s blooming side. 

Tells that whoe’er doth there abide, 

Must have a gentle soul. 

Ttien gently breatbe, and softly tread, 

‘As W Ay steps were o'er tlie dead! 

the slumber of the air, 
he whisper of a prayer. 


But in thy spirit let there he 
A silent • Bcnedicite!i> 

Thine eye falls on the vision bright, 

As she sits amid the lonely light 
That gleams from her cottage-hearth ; 

O! fear not to gaze on licr with love! 

For, though these looks arc from above, 

She is a form of earth. 

lo the silence of her long distress, 

She sits with pious stnichness; 

As if she felt the eye of Cod 
Were on her rhildicss lone abode. 

While licr lips move with silent vows, 

With saintly grace the phantom bows 
Over a Book spread open on her knee, 

0 blessed Rook! such thoughts to wake! 

It tells of Him who for our sake 

Died on the cross,—Our Saviour’s History. 

How bcaiiteously hath sorrow shed 
Its mildness round her aged head! 

How beauteoHsly her sorrow li<*s 
In tbe solemn light of her faded eyes! 

And lo! a faint and feehlc trace 
Of hope yet lingers on her face, 

That she may yet embrace again 
Her child, returning from tlie Main; 

For the brooding dove shall leave her nest 
Sooner than hope a inollicr’s breast. 

IJcr long-lost child may still survive! 

That thought hath Kept her wasted heart olive; 
And often, to herself unknown, 

Hath mingled with the midnight sigh, 

Wlien she breathed, in a voice of agony, 

> Now every hope is gone!* 

’T was this that gave her strength to look 
On the mossy banks of the singing brook. 
Where Mary oft had play'd; 

I And duly, at one stated hour, 

To go in calmness to the bower 
j Built in her favourite glade. 

'T was this that made her, every morn. 

As she bicss'd it, bathe the ancicot thorn 
With water from the spring; 

And gently tend cacli flo'w’rct's stalk, 

For she call’d to mind who lovcil to walk 
Through their fragrant blossoming. 

Yea! the voice of hope oft touch'd her ear 
From the hymn of the lark that caroU’d clear, 
Through the heart of the silent sky. 

■ Oh! such was my Mary’s joyful strain! 

And such she may haply sing again 

Before her Mother dic.n 

Thus hath she lived for seven long years, 

With gleams of comfort through her teais; 
Thus hath that beauty to her face been given! 
And thus, though silver grey her hair, 

And pale her cheek, yet is slic fair 
As any Child of Heaven! 

Yet, though she thus in calmness sit, 

Full many a dim and ghastly fit 
Across her brain hath roll’d : 

Oft hath she swoon’d away from pain ; 

And when her senses came again, 

Her heart was icy-cold. 
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Hard hath it been for her to bear . 

The dreadful Mlence of the air 
At night, around her bed; 

\Vlicn her waking ilioughta through the darkness grew 
Hideous as dreams, and for truth she knew 
That her dear child was dead. 

Things loved before seem alter'd quite, 

The sun himself yields no delight, 

She hears not the neighbouring waterfall, 

Or, if she bear, the tones recall 
The tbou{<ht of her, who once did sing 
So sweetly to its murmuring. 

1^0 Slimmer gale, no winter Idast, 

Dy day or night o'er her cottage pass’d, 

]f her restless soul did wake, 

That brought not a Ship before her cyosi 
Yea ! often dying shi icks and cries 
Sail'd o'er Llanberris l.akc. 

Though, far as the charm’d eye could view, 

Upon the quiet earth it lay, 

Like the Moon amid the heavenly way, 

As bright and silent too. 

Hath slic no friend whose heart may share 
With her the burthen of despair, 

And by her earnest, soothing voice, 
bring back the image of departed jo^'S 
So vividly, that reconciled 
To the drear silence of her cot, 

At times she scarcely miss her child'’ 

Or, the wild raving of the se.i foigot, 

Hear nought amid the calm profound, 

Save Mary's voice, a soft and silver sound? 

No! seldom human footsteps come 
Unto her childless widow’d home; 

No friend like this e'er sits beside her fire: 

For still doth selfish happiness 
Keep fur away from real dislre.ss. 

Loath to approach, and eager to retire. 

The vales arc wide, the torrents deep. 

Dark arc the nights, the mountains steep, 

And many a cause, without a name, 

Will from our spirits hide the blame. 

When, thinking of ourselves, we cease 
To think upon another's peace : 

Though one short hour to sorrow given, 

Would cheer tliegloom, and win ilicapplause of Heaven. 
Yet, when by chance they meet her on the hill, 

Or lonely wandering by the sullen rill, 

By its wild voice to dim seclusion led, 

The shepherds linger on their way, 

And unto God in silence pray 
To bless her lioary bead. 

In churchyard on the Sabbatb'day 
They all make room for her, even they 
Whose tears arc falling down in showers 
Upon the fading funeral flowers. 

Which they have planted o’er tlicir children’s clay. 
*And though her faded checks be dry. 

Her breast unmoved by groan or sigh, 

More piteous is one single smile 
Of hers, than many a tear; 

For she il wishing all the while 
That her head were lying here; 

Since her dear daughter is no more, 

Drown’d in the sea, or buried on the shore. 


A sudden thought her brain bath cross'd; 

And in that thought all woes are lost, 

Though sad and wild it he : 

Why must she still, from year to year, 

In lonely anguish linger here? 

Let her go, ere she die, unto the coast, 

And dwell beside the sea ; 

The Sea that lore her child away, 

When glad would she have heen to stay. 

An awful comfort to her soul 
To hear the sleepless Ocean roll! 

To dream, that on his boundless breast, 

Somewhere her long~wcpi child might rest; 

On some far island wreck'd, yet blest I 

Kven as tlie sunny wave. | 

Or, if indeed her child U drown’d, | 

For ever let her drink the sound J 

Thai day and night still murmurs round 
Her Mary’s distant grave. 

—She will not slay another hour; 

Her feeble limbs watli youthful power 

Now' feel endow'd, she liatli ta’eii farewell i 

Of her native stream, and hill and dell; ! 

And with a solcinn tone 

Upon the bower implores a blessing. 

Where often she had sate caressing 

Her who, she deems, is now a saint in Heaven. 

Upon her hearth the fire is dead, 

Thu smoke in air hath vanished, 

The last long lingering look is given, 

The blntddering start,—llio inward gi'oati,— 

And the Filgrim on her way hath gone. 

I 

Behold her on the lone 8ca*shorc, 

Listening unto the hollow roar 

That with eternal thunder, far and wide, 

Clothes the htack-hcaving Main ! she stands 
Upon the cold and moisten'd sands, 

Nor in that deep trance sees the quickly-flowing tide. 

She feels il is a dreadful noise, 

That in her bowed soul dcstioys 
A Mother's hope, ihoiigli blended with her life; 

But surely she hath lost her child, 

For how could one so weak and mild 
Endure the Ocean's strife, 

Who, at this moment of dismay. 

Howls like a monster o’er his prey! 

But the ride is rippling at her feet, 

And the murmuring sound, so wildly sweet, 

Dispels these torturing dreams : 

Oh I once again the sea behold, 

O'er all its wavy fields of gold 
The playful sun-light gleams. 

These little harmless waves so fair, 

Speak not of sorrow or despair: 

How soft the zephyr’s breath ! 

Il sings like joys own chosen sound; 

While life and pleasure dunce around, 

Why must thou muse oti death ? 

Here even the timid child might come, 

To dip her small feet in the foam; 

And, laughing as she view'd 
The billows racing to the shore, 

Lament when their short course was o’er, 

Pursuing and pursued. 
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How calmly floats tlie white sea-mew 
Amid the billows* verdant line! 

How calmly mounts into the air, 

As if the breezes blew her there! 

How calmly on the sand ali^htingf 
To dress her silken plumes dclightini;' 

See! how these tiny vessels (jlidc 
With all sails set, in mimic pride. 

As they were ships of war. 

All leave the idle port lo-dny, 

And with oar and sheet the sunny bay 
Is glancing bright and far. 

She sees the joy, hut feels it not: 

If e*er her child slioiild he foq^nt 
For one short moment of oblivious 
It seems a wrong to one so kiti<l, 

Whose mother, left on earth behind. 

Hath nought to do but weep. 

For, wandering in her sniiiiide, 

Teat's scern to her the natural foini 
Of widow'd childless age; 

And hitter tliougJt Uiese teais must he. 

Which falling there is none lo see, 

Her anguish they assuage. 

A calm succeeds the storm of grief, 

A settled calm, (hat brings relief. 

And half partakes of pleasure, soft and mild, 

For the spirit, that is Nore distrest, 

Al length, when wearied into rest, 

Will slumber like a child. 

And then, in spite of ail her woe, 

The bliss, that cliarm’d her long ago, 

Hursts on her like ilio day. 

Her child, she feels, is living still, 

Ry r.oil and angels kept from ill 
Oil some isle far away, 
ft is not doom’d that she must mourn 
For ever;—One may yet n^tiirn 
Who soon will dry her tears: 

And uow that seven long years are flown, 

Though spent in anguish and alone, 
flow sliort the time appears! 

She looks upon (he billowy Mam, 

And the parting-day returnK .again ; 

Each breaking wave she knows; 

And when she listens lo the tide, 

Her child seems standing by her side. 

So like the past it flows. 

She starts lo hear the city bell; 

So (oil’d it when they wept farewell! 

Shu tliiiiks the self-same smoke and cloud 
Thu city domes and turrets shroud; 

The same keen flash of ruddy fire 
Is hurniug on the lofty spire; 

The grove of masts is standing there 
Unchanged, with all their eusigns fair; 

The same, die stir, the tumult, and (he hum, 
from the city to the sliore they come. 

Day after day, along the beach she roiims, 

And evening finds her there, when to their liomes 
All living things have gone. 

No leccprs hath the surge or storm 
on glides the aged form, 

Hoaod alone. 


Familiar unto every eye 

She long luith been : her low deep sigh 

Until touch'd with pity many .a thoughtless breast 

And ])rayers, unheard by her, are given, 

That in its merry watchful Heaven 
Would send the aged rest. 

As on the smooth and harden'd sand, 

In many u gay and rosy band, 

' Outlicnng rare shells, deliglin»l children stiay. 

With pitying gaze they pass along. 

And hush at once the shout and song, 

When they chance to cross her way. 

The strangers, as they idly pace 
Along (he beach, if her they meet, 

No more regard the mm: her face 
AttnieLs them by its solemn grace, 

So mournful, yotso sweet. 

7'he boisterous s.iilor pa.sKcs by 
With softer step, niid o’er his eye 
A ha/e will pass most like unto a tu.ir; 

For he hath heard, that, broken-hearted. 

Long, lon(; ago, that motlier parted 
Willi her lost d.iugliler here. 

Such kindness soothes her soul, I ween, 

As through the harbour's busy scene 
Slie passes weak and slow. 

A comfort sad it brings to see 
That others pity her, (huug)i free 
Themselves from rare or woe. 

The playful voice of streams and rills. 

The echo of the cavem’d hills, 

The inurmtir of the trees, 

The bleat of sheep, the song of Itird, 

Within her soul no more are heard, 

There, sound for aye the seas. 

Sohloin she hears (he ceaseless din 
That stirs the busy port. Within 
A murmur dwells, that drowns all other sound 
And oft, when dreaming of her child, 

Her teaiful eyes arc wandering wild. 

Yet nought behold around. 

Hut hear and sec she must this day; 

Her sickening spirit must obey 

'liiu (Lishiiig and the roar 

riiat burst from fort, and ship, and towei, 

While clomls of gloomy splendour lower 
0*er city, sea, and shore. 

The pier-head, with a restless crowd, 

Seems all alive; there, voices loud 
Oft raise the thundrous cheer, 

While, from on board the ship of war, 

The music bands both near and far 
Are playing, faint or clear. 

The lielis ring quick a joyous peal, 

Till the very spires appear to feel 

The joy that stirs throughout their tapering height. 

Ten thousand flags and pendants fly 

Abroad, like meteors in the sky, 

So beautiful and bright. 

And, while the storm of pleasure raves 
Through each tumultuous street, 

, Still strikes the ear one darling tune. 

Sung lioarse, or warbled sweet; 

Well doth it suit the First of June, 

« Britannia, rule the Waves!* 


* 
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Wliai Siliip ih hIic that rises slow . 

Above ihc horison ?-~Wlnie as suow, 

A^iicl cover'd as she sails 

Ry the bri(;ht Kunshiiiu, fondly woo’d 

In her calm beauty, and pursued 

Ry all (he Ocean ('ales I 

Well doth she know this glorious morn, 

And by her subject waves is borne, 

As in triumphal pride: 

And now the gazing crowd descry, 

J)islinctly lloating ou the sky, 

Her pendants long and wide, 

The outward forts she now hath pass’d; 

Loftier and loftier towers her mast; 

Yon almost hear the sound 

f)r the billows rushing past her sides, 

As giant-liko she calmly glides 
Through the dwindled ships aiound 
S.iliiting tliiinders rend the Alain ! 

Short hilenoel—and they loar again, 

And veil her in a cloud: 

Then up leap all her fearless crow, 

And cheer till shore, and city loo, 

With cohoes answer loud. 

Id peace and friendship doth she come. 

Rejoicing to approach her home, 

After ahsenre long and far : 

Yet with like calmness would she go, 

Kxuliing to behold the foe, 

And hre.'ik the line of war. 

While all the nohle Ship admire. 

Why doth One from the iTowd retire, 

Nor bless the stranger bright? 

So look'd the Ship that boro away 
Her weeping child! She dates not stiiy. 

Death-sickening at the sight. 

Like a ghast, she wanders up and dow'ii 
Throughout the still deserted town. 

Wondering, If in that noisy throng, 

Amid tlic shout, the dance, the song, 

One wretclunl be.art there may not be, 

Tli.tt hates its own mad revelry 1 
One mother, who hath lost her child, 

Yet in her grief is reconciled 
To such unmeaning sounds as these. 

Vet this may he the mere disease 
Of grief with her : for why destroy 
The few short hours of human joy, 

Though Ke.ison own them not?—«Shouton," she cries, 
Ye thoughtless, happy souls! A mother's sighs 
Must not your bliss profane ; 

Yet blind must be that mother's heart 
Who loves thee, lieauieous as thou art, 

’I'hou Glory of the Main I» 

Towards the church-yard see the Matron (urn! 

There surely she in solitude may mourn, 

Tormented not by such distracting noise. 

But tliere seems no peace for her this day, 

For a crowd advances on her way, 

As if no spot were sacred from their joys. 

—Fly not that crowd! for Heaven is there! 

U breathes around thee in the air, 

Even now, when unto dim despair 


Thy heart was sinking fast: 

A cruel lot hath long been thine; 

But now let thy face with rapture shine, 

For bliss ,await(‘th thcc divine, 

And all thy woes arc past. 

Dark words she hears among tlie crowd. 

Of a ship that hath on board 
Three Christian souls, who on the roast 
Of some wild land were wreck'd long years ago, 
When all hut they were in a tempest lost, 

And DOW by Heaven are rescued from tVicir woe. 
And to their country wondroiisly restored. 

The name, the blessed name, she hears, 

Of that beloved Youth 

Wtiom once she call'd her son ; but fears 

To listen more, for it appears 

Too hc.aveiily for the truth. 

And they are speaking of a child, 

WJio looks more beautifully w'ild 
Thun pictured fairy in Arabian tale; 

Wondrous her foreign garb, they say, 

Adorn’d with starry plumage g.iy, 

While round lior head tall feathers play. 

And dance with every g.dc. 

Bic.nihh'ss upon the he.ach she stands, 

And lifts to IJeavcii her clasped hands, 

And searcely dares to turn her eye 
On yon gay barge List rushing by. 

The d.ishJng oar disturbs her brain 
Witli ho{>c, chat sickens into pain. 

Tiie boat appears so wondrous fair. 

Her daughter must he sitting there' 

And as her gilded prow is dancing 
Through the lanrhswell, and gaily glancing 
Beneath the sunny gleams, 

Ilct heart must own, so sweet a sight. 

So form’d to yield a strange delight, 

I She ne’er felt even in dreams. 

Silent the music of the oar! 

The eager sailors leap on shore. 

And look, and gaze around. 

If 'mid the crowd they may descry 
A wife’s, A child's, a kinsman's eye, 

Or hear one family sound. 

—No sailor, he, so fondly pressing 
Yon fair child in his arms, 

Her eves, her brow, her bosom kissing, 

And bidding her with many a hleasing 
To hush her vain alarms. 

I How fair that creatnro by his side, 

' Who smiles with languid glee. 

Slow-kindling from a mother’s pride! 

Oh ! Thou alone inaysi be 
The mother of that fairy child : 

These tresses dark, these eyes so wild, 

That face with spirit beautified, 

She owes them all to thee. 

Silent and still the sailors stand, 

To see the meeting strange that now befell. 
(Jitwilling sighs their nutnly bosoms swell, 

And o'er their eyes they draw the siin-humt hand, 
To hide the (ears that grace their cheeks so well. 
They lift the ageit Matron from her swoon, 

And not one idle foot is stirring there; 
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For unto )pity melts the sailor soon, 

And chief when helpless woman needs his care. 
She wakes at last, and with a placid smile, 

Such as a saint mi{>lit on her death-bed give, 
Speechless she (;azcs on hejp child awiiile, 

Content to die since that dear one doth live. 

And much they fear that she indeed will die! 

So cold and pale her check, so dim her eye;— 
And when her voice returns, so like the breath 
It sounds, the low and tremulous tones of dcalh. 
Nark her distracted dau{;]itcr scire 
Her clay-cold hands, and on her knees 
Implore that God would spare her hoary head; 
For sure, through these last years. 

By one so good, enough of tears 
Hath long ere now been shed. 

The Fuiry-chiUl is weeping too ; 

For though hrr happy heart ran slightly know 
What she lialh never felt, the p>>ng uf woe, 

Yet lo the holy power of Nature true. 

From her big heart the tears of ])liy flow. 

As infant morning sheds the purest dew. 

Nought doth Fil 2 -Ovvcn speak : he takes 
His reverend mother on his filial breast. 

Nor fears that, w’hcn her worn-out soul finds rest 
In the new sleep of undisturbed love, 

Tliu gracious God who sees them from above, 

Will save tlic parent for her children’s sakes. 

Nor vain his pious hope: the strife 
Of rapture ends, and she returns to life, 

With addcil beauty smiling in the lines 
By age and sorrow left upon her fare. 

Her eye, even now bediniin'd with anguish, shines 
With brightening glory, and a holy sense 
In her huxht soul of heavenly providence, 

Breathes o’er her bending frame a loftier grace. 

—Her Mary tells in simple phrase, 

Of wildest perils past in forincr days. 

Of shipwreck scarce remember’d by herself; 

Then will she speak of tliul delightful ide, 

Where long they lived in love, and to the clf 
Now fondly clinging to her grandarn's knee, 

In all the love of quick-won infancy, 

Point with the triumph of a mother’s smile. 

The sweet child llicn will tell her tile 
Of her own hlo.ssoni'd bower, and palmy vale. 
And birds with golden plumes, that sweetly sing 
Tunes of their own, or borrow’d from her voice; 
And, .as she speaks, lo I flits with gorgeous wing 
Upon her outstretch’d urm, a fearless bird, 

Uer eye obeying, ere the call was heard, 

And wildly warbles there the music of its joys. 

Unto the blessctl Matron’s eye 
How changed seem now town, sea, and sky! 

She feels as if to youth restored, 

Such fresh and beauteous joy is pour'd 
O'er the green dancing waves, and shelly sand. 
The crowded masts within the harbour stand. 
Emblems of rest; and yon ships far away. 
Brightening the entrance of the Crescent-bay, 
SeefB things the tempest never can destroy, 

To longing spirits harbingers of jny. 

How sweet tlie music o’er the waves is borne, 

In celebration of this glorious mom I 


Bing on, ye bells! most plc.<isant is your chime; 

And the quick flash that bursts along the shore. 

The vulumed smoke, and city-shakiog roar. 

Her happy soul now feels to be sublime. 

How fair upon llie liuman face appears 
A kindling smile I how idle all our tears I 
Short-sighted still tlic moisten'd eyes of sorrow: 
To-day our woes can never end, 

Think we!—returns a long-lost friend, 

And wc are blest to-morrow. 

Her anguish, and her wish to die. 

Now seem like worst impiety, 

For many a year she hopetli nowTO live; 

And God, who sees the inmost breast. 

The vain repining of the sore distrest, 

In mercy will forgive. 

How oft, how long, and solemnly, 

Fitz-Owen and his Mary gaze 
On her pale check, and sunken eye ! 

Much alter'd since those happy days, 

When scarcely could themselves behold 
One symptom faint that she was waxing old. 

That evening of her life how bright! 

But now seems falling fast the night. 

Yet the Welsh air will breathe like balm 
Through all her wasted heart, the heavenly calm 
That ’mid her native mountains sleeps for ever. 

In the deep vales,—even when the storms arc roaring, 
High up among the cliffs . and that sweet river 
Th.il round tlie white walls of her cottage Hows, 

Witli gliding motion most like to repose, 

A quicker current to her blood restoring, 

Will cheer her long before her cye-lids close. 

And yonder cheek o{ losy light. 

Dark-clustering hair, and star-like eyes. 

And Fairy-form, that wing'd with raptttrc flies. 

And voice more wild than songstress of the night 
E'er pour’d unto the listening skies; 

Yon spirit, who, with her angel smile. 

Sited [leaven around the lonely isle, 

With Nature, and with Nature’s art. 

Will twine herself about the heart 

Of her who hoped not for a grand-child’s kiss'. 

These looks will scare disease and pain. 

Till m her wasted heart again 
Life grow with new-born bliss. 

Far is the city left behind, 

And faintly-smiling through the soft-blue skies, 

Like castled clouds the Cambrian hills arise: 

Sweet the first welcome of the mountain-wind! 

And ever nearer as (hey come, 

Beneath (he hastening shades of silent Even, 

Some old familiar object meets their sight. 

Thrilling their hearts with sorrowful delight. 

Until through (ears they hail their blessed homo. 
Bathed ill the mist, confusing earth with heaven. 

With solemn g.azu tlie aged matron sees 
The green roof laughing beneath greener trees; 

And thinks how happy she will live and die 
Within that cot at last, beneath the eye 
Of them long wept as perish’d in the seas. 

And wh.!! feel they? with dizxy brain they look 
On cot, field, mountain, garden, tree, and brook. 
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With none contented, althoii(;h loving; alt, • 

Wliiie deep-delighted memory, 
fty faint degrecit, aod silently, 

Dotl) all their names recall. 

And looking in her mother's face, 

With smiles of most bewitching grace. 

In a wild voice that wondering pleasure calms. 
Exclaims the child, ■ Is this home ours? 

Ah me! how like these lovely Howers 
To those 1 train’d upon the bowers 
Of our own Isle of Palms!» 

Iliisht now these island-bowel's as deaili I 
And ne’er may hutnati fool or brealli, 

Tlieir dew disturb again; but not more still 
Stand they, o'er-shadowed by tlicir palmy hill, 

'I han this deserted cottage! O’er the green, 

Once smooth before the porch, rank weeds are seen. 
Choking the feebler flowers: with blossoms Iioar, 
And vci^ant leaves, (he unpruned eglantine 
In wanton beauty foldclh up the door. 

And through the clustering roses that entwine 
The Intticc-wiudow, neat and trim before, 

The setting sun’s slant beams no longer shine. 

The hive stands on the ivied tree, 

Hut murmurs not one single bee; 

Frail looks the osier-sent, and grey, 

None hath sat there for many a day; 

And tlie dial, hid in weeds and flowers. 

Hath told, hy none belicid, the solitary hours. 

No birds that love the haiinis of men. 

Hop here, or through the garden sing: 

From the thick-mittcd hedge, the lonely wren 
Flits rapid by on timid wing, 

Even like a leaf hy wandering zephyr moved. 

But long it is since that sweet bird, 

That twitters’nealh the cottage eaves, 

Was here by listening morning heard : 

For she, the summer-songstress, leaves 
The roof by laughter never slirr’d, 

Still loving human life, and by it still beloved. 

O! wildest cottage of the wild! 

1 see tiicc waking from thy breathless sleep ( 
Scarcely dislinguisird from the rocky steep. 

High o'er thy roof in forms fantastic piled. 

More beauteous art thou than of yore, 

With joy all glistering after sorrow’s gloom; 
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And they who in that paradise abide, 

By sadness and misfortune bcniitified, 

There brighter walk than o'er yon island-shore, 

As loveliness wakes lovelier from the tomb. 

Long mayst thou st.and in sun and dew, 

And spring thy faded flowers renew, 

(Jnharm'd hy frost or blight! 

I Without, tlie wonder of each eye, 

I Within, as happy ns the sky, 

I Encompass'd with delight. 

I —May thy old-age he calm and bright, 

Tlioii grey-hair’d one!—like some sweet night 
' Of winter, cold, but clear, and shining far 
Through mists, with many a mclaneliuly star. 

—O Fairy-child! what can 1 wish for thee! 

Like 3 perennial flow'ret mnyst thou ho. 

That spends its life in beauty and in bliss! 

Soft on llicc fall the hrualh of time, 

And still retain in heavenly clime 
The bloom tli\C charm’d in this ! 

O, happy Parents of so sweet a child, 

Your share of grief already have you known; 

But long as that fair spirit is your own. 

To either lot you must be reconciled. 

Dear w.is she in yon palmy grove, 

Wlioii fear nnd sorrow mingled with your love. 
And oft you wish'd lliat she hud ne’er been horn ; 
While, in the most deiightfiil air 
Til’ angelic infant s.ing, at times her voice, 

TIint seem'd to make even hfeh'ss things rejoice. 
Woke, on a sud«len, dreams of dun desp.iir, 

As if it breathed, • For me, nn Orphan, mourn!* 
Now can they listen when she sings 
With mournful voice of mournful tilings. 

Almost too sad to hear; 

And when she chants her evening-hymn, 

Glad smile their eyes, even as they swim 
With many a gnstiing tear. 

Each day she seems to them more bright 

And beautiful,—a gleam of light 

That plays and dances o’er the sh.idowy earth! 

It fadelli not in gloom or storm,— 

For Nature charter’d that aerial form 
In yonder fair Isle when she bicss’d her birih! 

The Isle of P.ilms! wliosc forests tower again. 
Darkening with solemn shade the face of heaven. 
Now far nw'.ay they like the clouds arc driven. 

And as the passing night-wind dies my strain! 


fftie mtitp ot tbe 


ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

Tiwc, tlie Afternoon.^lSvo Naval Officers walking 
along the hanks of (he Tkames.~-They sit down on 
a stone seat fronting the river. 

FlIANKrORT, WlLHOT. 

FRANKFORT. 

My heart feels heavier every step I take 
Towards the oily. Oli! that I could drop 


Down like a bird upon its nest, at once 
Into my mother’s house. There might my soul 
Find peace, even 'mid the silent emptiness 
That told me she had perish’d. 

VIILMOT. 

All around 

Ap|)cni8 so bright, so tranquil, and so calm, 
That happy omens rise on every side, 

To sircngdien and support us in our fears. 

FRANKFORT. 

0 Wilmot! to my soul a Add of graves, 


\ 
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A churcl)*yard fiU'd iwith marble monuments, 
Profoundly hush’d in death’s own sanctity, 

Seems not more alien to the voico of Hope, 

Than that wide wilderness of domes and spires, 
Han 0 in 0 o’er the breathless city. 

WILMOT. 

See! my friend, 

How bri 0 ht the sunshine dances in its joy 
O'er the still How of this majestic river. 

1 know not how, but 0 azia 0 on that li 0 ht 
So beautiful, all ima 0 es of death 
Fade from my roused soul, and I believe 
That our journey here must end in happiness. 

rnXNKFORT. 

Is it the hour of prayer? 

WILMOT. 

The cvenin 0 service, 
Methinks, must now be closed. 

rRANKPOBr. 

There comes no sound 
Of oiTj.in-pe.al or clioral symphony 
From yonder vast cathedral. How it stands 
Amid the silent houses, witli a strange 
Deep silence of its owji ! I couhl Iwlicve 
Tliat many a Sabbath had pass’d praycrless on 
Within its holy solitude. No knee 
This day, melhlnks, bath bent before its altar. 

WILMOr. 

It is a solemn pile! yet to mine eye 
Thei-‘ rests above its m.issive sanctity 
Tliu clear blue air of peace. 

FRANKFORT. 

A solemn pile! 

Ay! there it stands, like a majestic ruin, 

Iiloulderin 0 in a desert; in whose silent heart 
No sound batli leave to dwell. 1 knew it once, 

Wlicn music in that chosen temple raised 
The adoring soul to Heaven. Ihit one dread year 
Hath done the work of ages; and the Pla 0 uc 
Slocks in his fury the slow hand of time. 

WILKOT. 

The sun smiles on its walls. 

FRANKFORT. 

Why does the Eager, 

Yellow ’mid the sunshine on the Minster-clock, 

Point at that hour? It is most horrible. 

Speaking of midnight in the face of day. 

During the very dead of night it stopp’d, 

ICvcn at the moment when a hundred hearts 
I’.iuscd with it suddenly, to beat no more. 

Yet, wherefore should it run its idle round? 

There is no need that men should count tlic hours 
Of time, thus standing on eternity. 

It is a dr.ath-like image. 

WILMOT. 

I could smile 

At such fantastic terrors. 

FRANKFORT. 

How can I, 

When round me silent Nature speaks of death, 
Withstand such monitory impulses? 

When yet far off I thought upon the plague, 
Sometimes my mother’s image struck my soul 
lu unchanged meekness and serenity, 

And all my fears were gone. Hut these green hanks, 
Wi^ an ntiwontcd 6 ush of (lowers o’ergrown, 


Brown, when I left them lost, with frequent feet, 
From morn till evening hurrying to and fro. 

In mournfnl beauty seem encompassing 
A still forsaken city of the dead. 

WILMOT. 

j It is the Sabbath-day—the day of rest. 

! FRANKFORT. 

O unrejoicing Sabbath! not of yore 

Did thy sweet evenings die along the Thames 

Tims silently! Now every sail is furl’d, 

The oar hath dropt from out the rower’s hand. 

And on thou flow'st in lifeless majesty, 

River of a desert lately fill'd with joy! 

O’er all that mighty wilderness of stone 
The air is clear and cloudless as at sea 
Above (he gliding ship. All fires are dead. 

And not one single WTcath of smoke ascend-i 
Above the stillness of the towers and spires. 

How idly hangs that arch magnificent. 

Across the idle river! Not a speck 
Is scon to move along it. There it hangs. 

Still as a rainbow in the pathless sky. 

WILMOT. 

Methinks such words bespeak a soul at rest, 

And willing, in this universal calm, 

To abide, whate’er it he, the doom of Fair. 

FRANKFORT. 

1 feel as if such solemn images 
Of desolation had rcc.'itl'd my soul 
From its own individual wretchedness; 

As if one moment I forgot my parent, 

And all the friends 1 love, in the sublime 
And overwhelming presence of moruility. 

WILMOT. 

Now, tiiat your soul feels strong, let us proceed, 

With humble hope, towards your mother's house. 

FRANKFORT. 

No, friend! here must we part! If e'er again 
Wo meet ill this sad world, thou mayst behold 
A wreteli bow'd down to the earth by misery, 
Gliost-likc 'mid living men; but rest assured, 

() gentlest friend! (hut, though my soul be dead 
To all beside, at sight of ihcc't will burn 
As with the everlasting fires of joy. 

Bursting its bonds of mortal wretchedness, 

WILMOT. 

We must not—will not part. 

FRANKFORT. 

Now, and for ever. 

I walk into yon city as the tomb! 

A voice comes to me from its silent towers, 

■ Mort.il, thy days are number’d!» Ere I go, 

Kiss me, and promise that my name shall live 
Sacred for ever in thy memory. 

WILMOT. 

We must not—will not part. 

FRANKFORT. 

What said my friend ? 

WILMOT. 

Here, by my fiilher's soul (a fearless man. 

Who to say he never loved his friends 
But in their combats with adversity) 

1 swear, (and may we never meet in Heaven 
If that dread oath he broken!) day and night, 

Long as thou sojonrn'st on thy work of love 
Within tliis plague-struck city, at thy side 
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Singing of sorrow, and of mortal fear 
To their glad innocence as yet unknown! • 

Singing they weep—but transient every tear. 

Nor may their spirits understand the groan 

That age or manhood pours above the funeral'^tone. 

Waileth more dolefully that passing psalm, 

At every step they take towards the cell 
That calls the cofdn to eternal calm! 

At each swing of the melancholy bell 
More loud the sighing and the sobbing swell, 

More ghostly paleness whitens every face! 

Slow the procession moves—slow tolls that knell— 

But yet the funeral at that solemn pace 
Alas! too soon will reach its final resting-place. 

How Vernon loved to walk this cloister'd shade 
In silent musings, far into the night! 

When o'er that Tower the rising Moon display’d 
Not purer than his soul her cloudless light. 

Still was his lamp-lit window burning bright, 

A little earthly star that shone most sweet 
To those in heaven—but now extinguish’d quite— 

—Fast-chain'd are now those nightly-wand'ring feet 
In bonds that none may burst—folds of tlie winding-sheet. 

Wide is the chapel-gntc, and eiitereth slow 
With all its floating pomp that sable pall! 

Silent as in a dream the funeral show 
(For grief hath breallicd one spirit into all) 

Is ranged at once along the gloomy wall! 

Ah me! what mournful lights athwart the gloom, 

From yonder richly^piotiired window fall! 

And with a transitory smile illume 

The dim-discover’d depth of that damp breathless tomb. 

All hearts turn shuddering from that gulf profound, 
And momentary solace vainly seek 
In gazing on the solemn objects round! 

Those pictured saints with eyes uplifted meek 
To the still heavens, how sileiiiiy they speak 
Of faith untroubled, sanctity divine— 

While on the paleness of eacli placid cheek 

W’c seem to see a holy lustre shine 

O’er mortal beauty breathed from an immortal shrine! 

W^hat though beneath our feet the eartlily mould 
Of virtue, beauty, youth, and genius lie 
In grim decay! Yet round us we behold 
The cheering emblems of eternity. 

What voice divine is theirs! If soul may die, 

And nought its perishable glory save, 

Unto yon marble face that to the sky 
Looks up with humble hope, what feeling gave 
Those smiles that speak of heaven, though kindling o’er 
a grave! 

O holy image of the Son of God! * 

Bearing his cross up toilsome Calvary! 

Was that stern path for sinful mortals trod ? 

—Metliinks from that calm cheek, and pitying eye 
Uplifted to that grim and wrathful sky, 

(Dim for our sakes with a celestial tear) 

Falls a sweet*8mile where Vernon's relics lie 
In mortal stillness on the unmoving bier! 

Seeming the bright spring-mom of heaven’s eternal year. 

^ * The Alur Piece. 
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Down, down within oblivion's darksome brink 
With lingering nioiion, as if every iMud 
Were loth to let the mournful burden sink. 

The coffin disappears! T!ie weeping band. 

All round that gulf one little moment stand 
In mute and black dism.iy -.ind srarculy know 
What dire event has happen’d ! the loose sand 
From the vault-stone with dull drop sounds below.— 
The grave’s low hollow voice hath told the tale of woe! 

Look for the last time down that cold damp gloom; 

Of those bright letters take a farewell sight! 

—Down falls the vault-stone on the yawning tomb, 

And all below is sunk in sudden night! 

Now is the chapel-aisle with Minsliine bright, 

The upper world is glad, and fresh and fair. 

But that black stone repels tlie dancing light,— 

The beams of heaven must never enter there. 

Where by the mould'ring corpse in darkness sits Despair. 

Where now those tears, smiles, motion.s, looks and tones, 
That made our Vernon in his pride of place 
So glorious and so fair! these sullen stones, 

Like a frozen sc.*!, lie o’er that beauteous face I 
Soon will (here be no solitary trace 
Of him, his joys, his Kidncss, or liis iriirih I 
Rven now groiss dim the memory of that grace 
That hato-bkc shone round the soul of worth! 

All f.iding like a dream! all vanishing from carlii. 

Where now llic fancies wild—the thoughts benign 
That raised his soul and purified his heart! 

Where now have fled those impulses divine 
That taught that gifted youth the Foci’s art, 

Stealing .at midnight with a thrilling start 
Into his spirit, wakeful with the pain 
Of that mysterious joy! In dai kness part 
All the bright hopes, that in a glorious train 
I^ay round lus soul, like clouds that hail the morning's 
reign I 

All me! can sorrow siicli fair image bring 
Before a mourner's eyes * Mclhinks I see, 

Laden with all the glories of the spring, 

Balm, hrightness, music, a resplendent tree, 

Waving its blossom’d branehes gloriously 
Over a sunny garden of delight! 

A cold north-wind enmes wrathful from the sea, 

And there at d.iwn of day n rueful sight! 

As winter brown and sere, the glory once so bright. 

I look into the mist of future years. 

And gather comfort from the eternal law 
That yields up manhood to a host of fears. 

To blinded passion, and bewildcriug awe! 

Th* exulting soul of Vernon never stiw 
Hope’s ghastly visage by Truth laugh’d to scorn; 
Imagination had not paused to draw 
The gorgeous curtains of Life’s sunny morn. 

Nor sbow'd the scenes behind so dismal and forlorn. 

To thee, my Friend! as to a shining star 
Through the blue depths a cloudless course was given; 
There smiled thy soul, from earthly vapours Air, 
Serenely sparkling in its native heaven! 
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No cloutls at last were o'er its beauty driven— 

But as aloft it burn'd rcsplcndcntly, 

At once it faded from the face of even, 

As oft before tlie niglitly wanderer's eye 
A star on which he gazed drops sudden from the sky! 

Who comes to break my dreams? The clinpcl-^oor 
Is opening slow, and that old Man appears 
With his long floating locks so silvery>iiour! 

Uis frame is crouching, as if twenty years 
Had pass’d in one short day! There arc no tears 
On his wan wrinkled face, or hollow eyes! 

At last with pain hU humbled head he rears, 

And asks, while not one gricf'choked voice replies, 

■ Show me the very stone 'neuth which my Ueury lies!» 

Fie sees the scatter’d dust—niid down he falls 
Upon that pavemeut with a shmhleriiig groan— 

And with a faltering broken voice he calls 
By that dear name upon liis buried Son. 

Then dumb hu lies! and ever .iiid aiinn 
Fixes his cye-balis with a ghastly glow 
On the damp blackness of that hideous stone, 

As if he look’d it througli, ami saw below 

The dead face looking up as white as frozen snow! 

O gently make vray for that Lady fair! 

IIow calm she walks along the solemn aisle! 

Beneath the sad grace of that braided hair, 

How still her brow! and wlinl a holy smile! 

One start she gives—and stops a little wliilc, 

When bow’d hy grief her husbuud's frame appears, 
With reverend locks which the hard stones detile! 

Then with the only voice that mourner hears, 

Lifts up his hoary head and bathes it in her tears! 

At last the funeral party melts away, 

And as I look up from the cbapcl-floor. 

No living object can my eyes survey, 

Stive these two childless Parents at the door. 

Flinging back a wild farewell—then seen no more! 

And now I hear my own slow footsteps sound 
Along the cclioing aisle—that tread Is o’er— 

And as with blinded eyes I turn me rouml, 

Tlic Sexton shuts the gate that stuns with thundering 
sound! 

lIow fresh and cheerful laughs thc.opcn air 
To one who has been standing hy a tomb! 

And yet the beauty that is glistening there 
Flings back th’ unwilling soul into the gloom. 

We turn from walls which dancing rays illumo 
Unto the darkness where we lately stood, 

And still the image of that narrow room 
Beneath the sunsliine chills our very blood. 

With the damp breathless air of mortal solitude. 

O band of rosy children shouting loud, 

With MorrU>dancc in honour of the May! 

Bestrain that laughter, ye delighted crowd, 

Let one sad hour disturb your holiday. 

Ye drop your flowers, and wonder who are they 
With garb so black and cheeks of deadly hue! 

With one consent then rush again to play, 

For what bath Sadness, Sorrow, Deadi to do, 

Beneath that sunny sky with that light-hearted crew 1 


And now the Parents have left far behind 
The gorgeous City witli its groves and bowers. 

The funeral toll pursues them on the wind. 

And looking back, a cloud of thunder lowers 
In mortal darkness o’er the sliiniog towers, 

That glance like fire at every sunny gleam! 

Within that glorious scene, what hideous hours 
Dragg’d their dire length I tower, palace, temple swim, 
Before their wilder’d brain—a grand hut dreadful drcj m! 

Say who will greet them at their Caslle-gatc? 

A silent line in sable garb array’d, 

The ancient servants of the House will wait! 

Up to those woe-worn visages afraid 

To lift their gaze! while on the tower display'd, 

A rueful scutcheon meets the Father’s eye, 

Flung out by deatit when beauty had decay’d, 

And sending far into the sunless sky 

The mortal gloom that shrouds its dark emblazonry. 

Oh! black as death yon pine-grove on the hill* 

Tun waterfall hath now a dismal roar! 

Why is that little lake so sadly still,) 

So dim the flowers and trees .'ilong the shore' 

'T is net in vernal sunshine to restore 
Their faded IxiaiUy, for the source of light 
That warm’d the primrose-bank doth flow no more I 
Vain Nature's power! for unto Sorrow’s sight 
No dewy flower is fair, no blossomy tree is bright. 

—Five years have travell’d hy—since side by side 
That aged pair were laid in holy ground! 

With them the very name of Vernon died, 

And now it sceinetli like an alien sound, 

Where once it shed bright smiles and blessings round! 
Another race dwell in that ancient Ilall, 

Nor one memorial of that youtli is found 

Save his sweet Picture—now unknown to all 

That smiles, and long will smile neglected on the wall. 

But not forgotten in that lofty clime, 

Where star-like once tliy radiant spirit sliouc, 

Art thou, luy Vernon! 'mid those courts sublime 
The mournful music of thy name is known. 

Oxford still glories in her gifted Son, 

And grey-hair*d men who speak of days gone Iiy 
Becoiiut wJiat noble palms by him were won, 

Describe bis step, his mien, his voice, his eye, 

Till (can will oft rush in to close his eult^. 

In ilio dim silence of the Ghapel-aisle 

Ills Image stands! wiOi pale but life-like face! 

The cold white marble breathes a heavenly smile, 

The still locks cluster with a mournful grace. 

O ne’er may time tliat beauteous bust deface! 

There may it smile through ages far away, 

On those, who, walking through that holy place, 

A moment pause that Image to survey, 

And read with soften'd soul the monumental lay. 

TO A SLEEPING CHILD. 

Art thou a thing of mortal birth, 

Whose happy home is on our earth? 

Docs human blooJ with life embue 
Those wandering veins of heavenly blue, 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



That stray alon(r thy forehead fair. 

Lost 'mid a gleam of golden hair? 

Oh! can that light and airy breath 
Steal from a being doom'd to death; 

Those features to the grave be sent 
In sleep thus mutely eloquent; 

Or, art thou, what thy form would seem, 
The phantom of a blessed dream T 
A human shape 1 feel thou art, 

I feel it, at my beating heart. 

Those tremors both of soul and sense 
Awoke by infant innocence! 

Though dear the forms by fancy wove, 

We love ilium with a transient love; 
Thoughts from the living world iutrude 
Even on her deepest solitude: 

But, lovely child! tliy magic stole 
At once into uiy inmost soul, 

WiUi feelings as thy beauty fair, 

And left no other vision there. 

To me thy parents are unknown ; 

Glad would they be their child to own ! 
And well they must have loved before, 

If since thy birth they loved not more. 
Thou art a branch of noble stem, 

And, seeing thee, I figure them. 

What many a childless one would give, 

If lliou in llicir still home W’oulilst live! 
Though in thy face no fauiily-Iine 
Might sweetly say, * This bat^ is mine!* 

Ill tune thou wouldst become the same 
As tlieir own child,^all but the name! 

flow happy must thy parents be 
Who daily live in sight of thee! 

Whose hearts no greater pleasure seek 
Than see thee smile, and hear thee speak. 
And feel all natural griefs beguiled 
By thee, their fond, their duteous child. 
What joy must in their souls have stirr’d 
When thy first broken words were heard. 
Words, that, inspired by Heaven, express’d 
The transports dancing in thy breast! 

As for thy smile!—thy lip, cheek, brow. 
Even while I gaze, are kindling now. 

I call'd thee duteous; am 1 wrong ? 

No! truth, I feci, is in my song: 

Duteous thy heart's still beatings move 
To God, to Nature, and to Love! 

To God!—for thou a harmless child 
Hast kept his temple undefiled: 

To Nature l^for thy tears and »glis 
Obey alone her mysteries: 

To Love!—for fiends of hate might see 
Thou dwcU'st in love, and love in thee! 
What wonder then, tliough in thy dreams 
Thy face with mystic meaning beanu ! 

Oh 1 that my spirit’s eye could see 
Whence hurst tliosc gleams of ecstacy! 
That light of dreaming soul appears 
To play from thoughts above tliy years. 
Thou smilest os if thy soul were soaring 
To Ucaveg, and Heaven’s God adoring! 


And who can tell what visions high 
May bless an infant's sleeping eye? 

W bat brighter throne can brightness find 
To reign on than an infant’s mind, 

Ere sin destroy, or error dim, 

The glory of the Seraphim ? 

But now thy changing smiles express 
Intelligible happiness: 

1 feel my soul tliy soul partake. 

Wh.at grief! if thou shouldst now awake 
With infants happy as thyself 
1 see thee bound, a playful elf: 

1 see thou art a darling child 
Among thy playmates, bold and wild. 

They love thee well; thou art the queen 
Of all their sports, in bower or green; 

And if thou livest to vroman’s height. 

In thee will friendship, love delight. 

And live thou surely must; iliy life 
Is far too spiritual for the strife 
Of mortal paiu, nor could disease 
Find heart to prey on smiles like these. 

Oil! thou wilt be an angel bright! 

To those thou lovest, a saving light! 

The sliiff of age, the help sublime, 

Of erring youth, and stubborn prime; 

And when thou gocst to Heaven again, 

Thy vanishing he like the strain 

Of aii'y harp, so soft the lone 

The eir scarce knows when it is gone! 

Thrice blessed he! whose stars design 
His spirit pure to lean on thine; 

And watchful share, for days and years. 

Thy sorrows, Joys, sighs, smiles, and tears! 
For good and guiltless os thou art. 

Some transient griefs will touch thy heart; 
Griefs that along tliy alter’d face 
Will breathe a more subduing grace, 

Than cv’n those looks of Joy that lie 
On the soft check of infancy. 

Though looks, God knows, are cradled there 
That guilt might cleanse, or soothe despair. 

O vision fair! that I could be 
Again, as young, as pure as llice! 

Vain wish! the rainbow’s radiant form 
May view, but cannot brave the storm; 

Years can bcilim the gorgeous dyes 
That paint the bird of paradise, 

And years, so fate hath oi'dur’d, roll 
Clouds o’er the summer of the soul. 

Yet, sometimes, sudden sights of grace. 

Such as the gladness of thy face, 

O unless babe! by God arc given 
To charm the wanderer back to neaven. 

No common impulse hath me led 
To this green spot, thy quiet bed, 

Where, by mere gladness overcome. 

In sleep thou drcamesl of tliy home. 

When to the lake I would have goue, 

A wondrous beauty di ew me on, 
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Siidi beauty as the spirit sees 
In glittering fields, and morelcss trees. 

After a warm and silent shower, 

Kro falls on earth the twilight hour. 

WJiat led mu hither, all can say, 

■ Who, knowing God, his will obey. 

Thy slumbers now cannot be long.* 

Thy little dreams become loo strong 
For sleep—too like realities: 

Soon shall 1 see those hidden eyes! 

Thou wakest, and, starling From the ground, 
In dear amazement look'st around; 

Like one who, little given to roam. 

Wonders to find herself from home I 
hut when a stranger meets thy view, 

Glistens thine eye wih wilder hue: 

A moment's thought who I may be. 

Blends with thy smiles of courtesy. 

Fair was that face as break of dawn, 

When o’er its beauty sleep was drawn, 

Like a thin veil that half-eiinccal’d 
The light of soul, and hair-revcal'd. 

While tliy husli’d hoatt with visions wrought, 
Each trembling eyedosh moved with thought, 
And things we dream, hut ne'er cau speak. 
Like clouds came fioaling o'er thy check. 
Such summer-clouds as travel light. 

When the soul's heaven lies calm and bright; 
Till thou awokest,—then to thine eye 
Thy whole heart leapt in ccstacy! 

And lovely is that heart of thine, 

Or sure these eyes could never shine 
With such a wild, yet bashful glee, 

Gay, half-o'ercome timidity I 
Nature has breathed into thy face 
A spirit of unconscious grace; 

A spirit that lies never still. 

And makes thee joyous 'gainst thy will. 

As, sometimes o'er a sleeping lake 
Soft airs a gentle rippling make, 

Till, ere we know, the striangers tly, 

Aud water blends again witli sky. 

0 happy sprite! didst tliou but know 
What pleasures through my being flow 
From thy soft eyes, n lioliiT feeling 
From their blue light could ne'er be stealing, 
but thou wouldsi be more loth to part, 

And give me more of that glad heart! 

Oh \ gone thou art! and bearest lienee 
The glory of thy innocence, 
hut with deep joy I breathe the air 
That kiss'd ihy cheek, and fann’d thy hair; 
And feel though fate our lives must sever, 

Yet shall thy image live for ever! 


ADDRESS TO A WILD DEER, 

lNTHEFOnE8TOFDALNESS,GI.RN-ET(VK, ARGYLLSHinE. 

Msomipicbnt Creature! so stately and bright! 

In the pride of tliy spirit pursuing Uiy flight; 

For what hath the child of the desert to dread, 

Wafting up his own mounbtins that far-beaming head; 


Or borne like a whirlwind down on the vale 
Hail I King of the wild and the beautiful!—hail! 

'—Hail! Idol divine i^whom Nature hath borne 
O’er a hundred hill-tops since the mists of the morn, 
>Yhom the pilgrim lone wandering on mountaiu and 
moor. 

As the vision glides by him, may blameless adore; 

For tlio joy of the happy, the strength of tlie free 
Are spread in a garment of glory o'er tliee. 

Up! up to von cliff! like a King to his throne! 

O'er the black silent forest piled lofty and lone— 

A throne which the Eagle is glad so resign 
Unlo footsteps so fleet and so fearless as thine. 

There the bright heather springs up in love of thy 
breast— 

Lo! the clouds in the depth of die sky are at rest; 

And the race of the wild winds is o'er on die hill! 

In the hush of the mountains, ye antlers lie still— 
Though your hranches now toss in the storm of delight, 
Like the arms of the pine on yon shelterless height. 

One moment—'thou bright Apparition!—-delay! 

Then melt o'er the crags, like the sun from the day. 

Aloft on the wcatlicr-gleam, scorning the earth, 

The wild spirit hung in majcsdcal mirth: 

In dalliance with danger, ho hounded in bliss. 

O'er the f.uhoinicss gloom of each moaning abyss; 

O'er the grim rocks careering with prosperous motiun, 
f.ikc a ship by herself in full sail o'er the ocean! 

Then j>roudly he turn'd ere he sank to the dell, 

And shook from his forehead a haughty farewell, 
hilc his horns in a crescent of radiance shone, 

Like a fl.ig bucuiug bright when the vessel is gone. 

The ship of die desert hath pass'd on the wind, 

.4nd left the dark ocean of mountains Uoliind! 

But my spirit will (r<ivel wherever slie floe, 

And behold her in pomp o'er die rim of the sea— 

Her voyage pursue—till her anchor be cast 
In some cliff-girdled haven of beauty at last. 

AYliat lonely magnificence slroti'hos around! 

Each sight how sublime! and how awful each sound! 
Ail hush'd and serene, as a region of dreams, 

The mountains n'pose 'mid the roar of the streams, 
Their glens of black umbrage liy cataracts riven, 

But cairn their blue tops in die beauty of Heaven. 

Here the glory of nature hath nothing to fear. 

—Aye! Time tlie destroyer in power hath been here; 
And the forest that hung on yon mouniain so high. 

Like a black thunder cloud on the arch of the sky, 

Hath gone, like that cloud, when the tempest came hy. 
Deep sunk in the black moor, all worn and decay'd, 
Where the floods have been raging, the limbs aredisplay'd 
Of the Pine-tree and Oak sleeping vast in the gloom, 

The kings of die forest disturb'd in their tomb. 

E'en now, in the pomp of their prime, I behold 
O'erhanging the desert the forests of old! 

So gorgeous their verdure, so solemn their shade. 

Like the heavens above them, they never may fade. 

The sunlight is on them—iu silence they sleep— 

A glimmering glow, like die breast of the deep, 

When the billows scarce heave iu die calmness of morn. 
—Down the pass of Glcn-Etivc the tempest is borne, 
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And the hill side is swinging, and roars witli a sound 
In the heart of the forest embosom'd pro^und; 

Till all in a moment tlie tumult is o’er, 

And the mountain of thunder is still as the sliorc 
When the sea is at ebb; not a leaf nor a breath 
To disturb the wild solitude, stedfast as death. 

From his eyrie the eagle hath soar'd with a scream, 
And I wake on the (xlgc of the cliff from my dream; 

—Wiiuro now is the light of thy far-hcaming brow? 
Fleet son of the wilderness! where art thou now ? 
—Again o'er yon crag thou relurn’st to my sight, 
hike the horns of the moon from a cloud of the night! 
Serene on thy travel—as soul in a dream— 

Thou needcst no bridge o'er the rush of the stream. 
With thy presence the pine>grovc is tiU'd, as with light, 
And the caves, as thou passest, one moment arc bright. 
Through the arch of the rainbow that lies on the rock 
'Mid the mist stealing up from the cataract’s shock. 
Thou fling’st thy bold beauty, exulting and free, 

O'er a pit of grim blackness, that roars like the seu. 

His voyage is o'er!—As if struck by a spell 
He motionless stands in the hush of the dell, 

There softly and slowly sinks down on his breast, 

In the midst of his pastime enamour’d of rest. 

A stream in a clear pool that endeth its rare— 

A (lancing ray chain'd to one sunshiny place— 

A cloud by the winds to calm solitude driven— 

A hurricane dead in .the silence of heaven! 

Fit couch of repose for a pilgrim like thee! 
Magnificent prison enclosing the free! 

Willi rock'wall encircled—with prccijiicc crown’d— 
Which, awoke by the sun, thou c.in'st clear at a bound. 
’Mid the fern and the heather kind Nature doth keep 
One briglit spot of green for her favourite's sleep; 

And close to that covert, as clear as the skies 
When their blue depths arc cloudless, a little lake lies, 
Where the creature at rest can his image behold 
Looking up through the radiance, as bright and as 
bold! 

How lonesome! Iiow wild! yet the wildness is rife 
With the stir of enjoyment—the spirit of life. 

The glad fish leaps up in the heart of the lake. 

Whose depths, at the sullen plung^e, sulleuly quake! 
Klate on the fern-branch the grasshopper sings, 

And away in the midst of his roundelay springs; 

'Mid the flowers of the lieatli, not more hriglit than 
himself, 

The wild-bce is busy, a musical elf— 

Then starts from his labour, unwearied and gay, 

And circling the antlers, booms far far away. 

While high up the mountains, in silence remote, 

Tlie cuckoo unseen is repeating his note, 

And mellowing Echo, on watch in the skies, 

Lific a voire from some loftier climate replica. 

With wide-branching antlers, a guard to his breast, 
There lies the wild Creature, even stately in rest! 

*Mid the grandeur of nature, composed and serene, 

And proud iA his heart of the mountiinous scene, 
lie lifts his culm eye to the eagle and raven, 

At noon sinking down on smooth wings to their haven, 

As if in his soul the bold Animal smiled 

To his friends ofnhe sky, the joint-heirs of tlic wild. 


Yes! fierce looks tliy nature, ov’n hush'd in repose— 
In the depth of thy desert re};ardlc8s of foes. 

Thy bold antlers call on the hunter afar 
With a haughty defiance to come to the war! 

No outrage is war to a creature like tluHJ! 

The bugle-horn fills thy wild spirit with glee, 

As thou hearest thy neck on the wings of the wind, 

And the laggnrdly gaze-hnund is toiling behind. 

Tu the beams of thy forehead that glitter with death. 

In feet that draw power from the touch of the hcatli,— 
In the wide-raging torrent that lends thee its roar,— 

In the cliff that once trod must he trodden no more,_ 

Tliy tnist—’mid the dangers that threaten thy reign \ 

—But what if the stag on the mountain he slain^ 

On the brink of the rock—lo! he stnndcth at bay 
Like a victor that fails at the close of the day— 

While hunter and hound in their terror retreat 
From th(> death that is spurn’d from liis furioits feet: 
And his last cry of anger comes hack from the skies, 
As nature's fierce son in the wilderness dies. 

High life of a hunter! he meets on the hill 
The new waken’d daylight, so bright and so still; 

And feels, as the clouds of the morning unroll, 

The silence, the splendour, ennoble his soul. 

'T is liis o’er the mountains to stalk like a ghost, 
F.iishrotidcd with mist, in which nature is Inst, 

Till he lifts up his eyes, and flood, valley, and height. 

In one moment all swim in an ocean of light; 

While the sun, like a glorious banner unfurl'd. 

Seems to wave o'er a new, more magnificent world. 

T is Ids—hy the mouth of some cavern his seat— 

The lightning of heaven to hold at his feet, 

While the thunder below him that growls from the 
cloud. 

To him comes on echo more awfully loud. 

When the clear depth of noon-tide, with glittering 
motion, 

O’crflows the lone glens—an aerial ocean— 

When the earth and tlie heavens, in union profnuiul, 

Lie blended in beauty that knows not a sound— 

As his eyes in the sunshiny solitude close 
'Neath a rock of the desert in dreaming repose, 

He sees, in his slumbers, such visions of old 
As his wild Gaelic songs to his infancy told; 

O’er the mount.iinsa thousand plumed hunters .ire borne. 
And he starts from his dream at (he blast of the lioro. 
Yes! child of the desert! lit quarry were thou 
For the hunter that came with a crown on his hrow,— 
By princes attended with ai row and 8i>ear, 

In their wldtc-tented «'amp, for the warfare of deer. 

In splendour the tents on the green summit stoud. 

And brightly they shone from the glade in the wood, 
And, silently built by a magical spell, 

The pyramid rose in the depth of the dell. 

Ail mute was the palace of Locliy that day, 

When the king and his nobles—a gallant array— 

To Gleno or Glen-EtWe came forth in their pridi*. 

And a hundred fierce stags in their solitude died. 

Not lonely and single they pass'd o'er the height— 

But thousands swept by in their hurricane-flight; 

And bow'd to the dust in their trampling tread 
Was the plumage on many a warrior's head. 

—« Fall down on your faces!—the herd is at hand!» 

—And onwards they came like the sea o'er the sand; 
Like the snow from the mountain when loosen'd by ruin, 
And rolling along with a crash to the plain; 
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Like a thundcr-eplit oak-tree, that falls in one shock 
With his hundred wide arms from the top of the rock, 
Like the voice of the sky, when the black cloud is near. 
So sudden, so loud came the tempest of Deer. 

Wild mirth of the desert! fit pastime for kio(;s! 

Which still the rude Bard in his solitude sings. 

Oh! reign of manificence! vanish’d for ever! 

Like music dried up in the bed of a river 

Whose course hadi been chauged! yetmy soul can survey 

The clear cloudless mom of that glorious day. 

Yes! the wide silent forest is loud as of yore, 

And the foiHsbbed grandeur rolls back to the sliore. 

1 wake from my trance!—lo! the sun is declining! 

And tho Black-mount af.ir in his lustre is shining, 
—One soft golden gleam ere tlic twii^dit prevail! 

Then down let me sink to the cot in the dale, 

Where sings the fair maid to the viol so sweet, 

Or the floor is alive with her white twinkling feet. 
Down, down like a lurd to the depth of the dell! 
—Vanish’d creature! I bid rhy fair image farewell! 


A iJliY OF FAIllY LAND. ' 

It is upon the Sabbath-day at rising of the sun, ' 

That to GIcnmore’s black forest-side a Shepherdess hatli 
gone, I 

From eagle and from raven to guard her Ultic flock, 

And read her Bible as she sits on greensward or on rock. 

Her widow-mother wept to hear her whisper’d prayer so 
sweet, 

Then through the silence bless’d the sound of her soft 
parting feet; 

And tliought, • while tliou art praising God amid the 
hills so calm, 

Far off this broken voice, my child! will join the morn¬ 
ing psalm.)* 

So down upon lier rushy couch her moisten’d check 
she laid, 

And away into the morning hush is flown her Highland 
Maid; 

In heaven the stars are all bedimm‘d,but in its dewy 
mirth 

A star more beautiful than they is sliintng on the earth. 

—In the deep mountain-hollow the dreamy day is done, 

For close the peace of Sabbath brings the rise and set 
of sun; 

The mother through her lonely door looks forth unto 
the green, 

Yet the shadow of her Shepherdess is no where to be 
seen. 

Within her loving bosom, stirs one faint throb of fear— 

«Oh! why so latcln a footstep—and she knows her 
child is near; 

So out into the evening the gladden'd mother goes, 

And between her and the crimson light licr daughter’s 
beauty glows. 

The beather^balm is fragrant—the heather-bloom is 
fisir. 

But T is neither heather-balm nor bloom that wreathes 
round Ubairi's hair; 


Hound her white brows so innocent, and her blue 
quiet eyes, 

TliaC look out bright, in smiling light, beneath the 
flowery dyes. 

These flowers, by far too beautiful among our hills to 
grow. 

These gem-crown’d stalks, too tender to bear one flake 
of snow: 

Not all the glens of Caledon could yield so bright a 
band, 

That in its lustre brcatlies and blooms of some warm , 
foreign land. 

I 

■ Tho hawk hath long been sleeping upon the pillar- 
stone, ! 

And what hath kept my Mhairi in the moorlands all | 
alone 7 I 

And where got she those lovely flowers mine old eyes 1 
dimly see 7 ' 

Where'er they grew, it must have been upon a lovely 
tree.* 

• Sit down beneath our elder-shade, and 1 my tale will 

tell.*— 

And speaking, on licr mother's lap the wondrous chap¬ 
let fell; 

It seem'd ns if its bUssful breath did her worn heart 
restore. 

Till the faded eyes of age did beam as iliey had beam'd 
of yore. 

• The day was something dim—but the gracious sun- 

sliiue full 

On me,aud on my sheep and lambs, and our own little 
dell; 

Some lay down in the warmth, and some began to feed, 
And I look out the Holy Book, and thereupon did read. 

• And while that 1 was reading of Him who for us died. 
And blood and water shed for us from out his blessed 

side, 

An angel’s voice above my head came singing o’er 
and o'er, 

In Aberncthy^wood it sank, now rose in dark Gleiimorc. 

< ’Hid lonely hills, on Sabbath, all by myself, to hear 
That voice, unto my beating heart did bring a joy ful fear; 
For wclll knew the wild song thalwavcFdo'er my head, 
Must be from some celestial thing, or from tlie happy 
dead. 

• I look’d op from my Bible-'-a^td lo 1 before me stood, 
In her green graceful garments, the Lady of the Wood; 
Silent she was and motionless, but when her eyes met 

mine, 

1 knew she came to do me good, her smile was so divixe. 

« She laid Iter band as soft as light upon your daughter’s 
I hair, 

And up that white arm flowed my heart into her bosom 
fair; 

And all at emee 1 loved her well as riic my mate had been. 
Though she bad come from Fairy-Land, and was tho 
Fairy-Queeu.M 
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Thca started Blliairi's moUicr at that wild word of fear, Our guide into that brightning bliss was aye that 
For a daughter had been lostto her for many a hopeless brightning stream, 

year; Till lo! a Palace silently unfolded like a dream. 

The child had gone at sunrise among the hills to roam, 

Butmanyasunsctsince had been, and none hathbroughc •Then thought I of the lovely tiles, and music lovelier 
her home. 

Sly elder sister used to sing at evening on the Hill, 

Sometlioughc (hatFhaum, the Savage shape that on the When I was but a little child too young to watch the 


mountain dwells, 


sheep, 


Had somewhere left her lying dead among the heather- her Kind knees laid my head in very joy to sleep, 

bells, 

And others said the River red liad caught her in her glee, * Tales of the silent people, and ihcir green silent Laud • 
And her fair body swept unseen into the unseen Sea. —Butlhcgatesof that brightPalacedld suddenly expand. 

And fill'd with green-robed Fairies was seen aii ample 

But thoughts come to a mother's breast a mother only 

knows, Where she who held my hand in hers was the loveliest 

And ftrief. althoutrb it never dies, in fenrv fin/I* rpnna/. * ( of them all. 


But thoughts come to a mother's breast a mother only 
knows, 

And grief, .although it never dies, in fancy finds repose; 

By day she feels the dismal truUi that deaili has ta'cn 
her child, 

At night she hears licrsiuging still and dancing o'er the 
wild. 


■ Bound her in happy hcavings, flow'd that briglit glis¬ 
tering crowd, 

Yet though a thousand voices hailed, the murmur was 


not loud, 

AndtlienhcrCountry'.lcscnd8lendalltl.cirIo.cIyfaUh, ^nd o'er ti.eir plumed and flowery head* lliere sane a 


Till sleep reveals a silent land, but not a land of death— 


whispering breexe, 


Where,l.appyinl.erinnocence,l,erIi,inBcl.ilddoll.play ““ slowly ui, 

With those fair KIves that waft(Kl her from Jicr own knees. 


World ftW3v« 

** «Then,n said the Queen, • seven ycare to-day since mine 

.Look notso mournful mother! t.s uotaTalcofwoe- Andwemu.tseudherNourieetl.isevenmc koek loearlh; 
The Fairy^ueen stoop d down and left a k«s upon my 

. , ,, home than this— 

And faster than mine own two doves e er stoop d unto 

my hand, 

Our flight was through the ether—then we dropt on .iLuhana! hind thy frontlet upon my Mhairi's brow, 

Fairy-Land. That she on earth may show llic flowers that in our gar¬ 

dens grow.n 

• Alongariver-sidethat ran wide-winding thro* a wood, ^nd from the heavenly odours breathed around my 
We walked, the Fairy-Queen and 1, in loving solitude; j,ead I knew 

And there serenely on the trees, in all their rich attire, How delicate must he theirshape, how beautiful tlicirhuc! 

Sat crested biitls whose plumage seem'd to bum with 

harmless fire. , Then near and nearer still I heard small peuls of 

laughter sweet, 

«No sound was in our steps,—as on the ether mute— And the infant Fay came dancing in with licr white- 

av.ft I. ■ ...... * 


■ Look not so mournful mother! 'tis notaTalcofwoc— 


For the velvet moss lay greenly deep beneath the gliding 
foot, 

Till wc came to a Waterfall, and'mid tlic Rainbows there 


twinkling feet, 

While in green rows the smiling Elves fell back on either 
side, 


The Mermaids and die Fairies played in Water and inAir. And up Uiat avenue the Fay did like a sun-beam glide, 
a And sure there was sweet singing, for it at once did « But who came then into the Hall? One long since 


breathe 


mourn'd as dead! 


From all tlic Woods and Waters, and from the Caves be-1 Oh! never had the mould been strewn o'er such a star- 


neath, 


like head! 


But when those happy creatures beheld their lovely On me alone she pour'd her voice, on me alone her eyes, 
Queen, And, as she gazed, 1 thought upon the deep-blue cloud- 

Tlie music died away at once, as if it ne’er bad been,— less skies. 


• And lioveringin the Rainbow,and floating on the Wave, • Well knew I my foir sister! and her unforgotten face! 
‘Each little head so beautiful some show of homage gave, Strange meeting one so beautiful in that bewildering 
And bending down bright Jengtlis of hair that glisten'd place! 


And bending down bright Jengtlis of hair that glisten'd place! 

in its dew, And like two solitary rills that by themselves flowed on, 

Seem’d as the Sun ten thousand rays against tlie Water And had been long divided—we melted into one. 
•threw. 


■ Soft die music rose again—but we left it far behind. 


• When that the shower was alt wept out of our delight¬ 
ful tears, 


Though strains o'ertook us nowand tlicn, onsoniesmall And love rose in our hcarta diat had been buried (bore 


breath of wind; 


for years. 
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You well may thiok another shower straightway began 
to fall, 

Even for our mother and our home to leave tliat heavenly 
Hall! 

• I may not tell the sobbing and weeping that was there, 
And how the mortal Nourice left her Fairy in despair, 
But promised, duly every year, to visit the sad child. 

As soon as by our forest-side the first pale primi ose smiled. 

• While they two were embracing, the Palace it wasgone, 
And I and my dear sister stood by thcGraat Ihirial-stonc; 
Whilcbothof usourriversaw in iwillghtglimineringby, 
And knew at once the dark Cairngorm in his own silent 

sky.* 

The Cliild hath long been speaking to one who may not 
hear, 

For a deodly Joy came suddenly upon a deadly Fear, 
And though the Mother fell not down,she lay on Mhairi's 
breast, 

And lier face was white as that of one whose soul has 
gone to rest. 

She sits beneath the Elder-shade in that long mortal 
swoon, 

And piteously on her wan cheek looks down the gentle 
Moon; 

And when her senses are restored, whom sees slic at her 
side, 

But Her believed in childhood to have wandered off and 
died! 

In Uiese small liands, so lily-white, is water from the 
spring, 

And a grateful coolness drops from it ns from an angel’s 
wing. 

And to her Mother’s pale lips her rosy lips are laid, 
While these long soft cyc-l.ishcs drop tears on her hoary 
head. | 

She stirs not in her Child’s embrace, hut yields her old 
grey liairs 

Unto the heavenly dew of tears, tlie heavenly brentli of 
prayers— 

No voice hath she to bless her cliild, till that strong fit 

But gazeth on the long-lost face, and then upon the sky. 

Tlic Sabbalh-morn was beautiful—and the long Sab¬ 
bath-day— 

The Evening-star rose heaiitifiil when day-light died 
away; 

Mom, day, and twilight, this lone Glen flow'd over with 
delight. 

But the fulness of nil mortal Joy hatli bless’d tlie Sab¬ 
bath-night. 


A CIIURCH-YARD SCENE. 

How sweet and solemn, all alone, 

With reverend steps, from stone to stone 
In a small village church-yard lying, 
O’er intervening flowers to move! 

Aud as wa read the names unknown 
Of young and old to judgment gone, 


And hear in the calm air above 
Time onwards softly flying. 

To meditate, in Christian love, 

Upon the dead and dying! 

Across the silence seem to go 

Witli dream-like motion, wavering, slow, 

And hhi’oudcd in their folds of snow, 

TJie friends we loved long long ago! 

Gliding across the sad retreat. 

How beautiful their phantom-feel! 

What tenderness is in their eyes. 

Turn’d where the poor sm*vivor lies 
’Mid monitory sanctities! 

What years of vanish'd joy are fann d 
From one uplifting of tiint hand 
fn its white stillness! when the Shade 
Doth glimmrringly In sunshine fade 
From onr embrace, how dim appears 
This world's life through a mist of teais! 
Vain hopes! blind sorrows! needless fears! 

Such is the scene around me now: 

A little Church-yard on the brow 
Of a green pastoral hill; 

Its sylvan village steeps below. 

And faintly here is heard the How 
Of Woodhum’s summer rill; 

A place where all things mournful mcirt, 
And yet the sweetest of the sweet, 

The stillest of the still! 

With what a pensive beauty fall 
Across the mossy mouldering wall 
That rose-tree’s cluster’d arches! See 
The robin-redbreast warily. 

Bright, through the blossoms, leaves bis nest 
Sweet ingrate! through the winter blest 
At the firesides of men—but shy 
Hiroiigh all the sunny summer hours, 

He hides liimself among the flowers 
In his own wild festivity. 

What lulling sound, and shadow cool 
Hangs half tlie darken’d church-yard o’er, 
From thy green depths so bcniitiful. 

Thou gorgeous sycamore! 

Oft hath the holy wine aud bread 
Been blesf beneath thy murmuring lent, 
Where many a bright and hoary head 
Bow’d at that awful sacrament. 

Now all beneath the turf are laid 
On which they sat, and sang, and pray’d. 
Above that consecrated tree 
Ascends the tapering spire that seems 
To lift the soul up silently 
To heaven with all its dreams. 

While in tlie belfrcy, deep and low, 

From his heaved bosom’s purple gleams 
The dove’s continuous murmurs How, 

A difge-like song, half bliss, half woe, 

The voice so lonely seems! 

THE WIDOW. 

Tub courtly ball is gleaming bright 
With fashion’s graceful throng— 

All hearts are cliain’d in still dcUglil, 

For like the heaven-borne voice of night 
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Brcnthes Handel's sacred song. 

Nor on my spirit melts in vain 

The deep—tlie wild'—the mournful straifi 

That fills the echoing hall 

(Though many a callous soul be there) 

With sighs, and sobs, and cherish'd pain— 
While on a face, as Seraph's foir, 

Mine eyes in sadness fall. 

Not those the tears that smiling flow 

As fancied sorrow bleeds, 

hike dew upon the rose’s ({low; 

—That Lady 'mid the glitt'ring show 

Is clothed in widows' weeds. 

• 

She sits in reverie profound, 

And drinks and lives upon the sound, 

As if she ne'er would wake! 

Her closed eyes cannot hold the tears 
That tell what dreams her soul have bound- 
in tnctnory they of other years 
For a dead husband's sake. 

Mctliinks her inmost soul lies spread 
llcrore my tuaiful sight— 

A garden whoso best flowers arc dead, 

A sky still fair (though darkened) 

With hues of lingering light. 

1 see (he v.irying feelings chase 
Ktcli other o'er her pallid face, 

From sliade to deepest gloom. 

She thinks on living objects dear, 

And pleasure lends a rheorful grace; 
lint oh! that look so dim and drear, 

—Her heart is in the tomb. 

Biv.'illing the tender crescent Moon, 

The Star of evening shines— 

A warm, still, balmy night of June, 
].ow-murmuring with a fitful tune 
From yonder grove of pines. 

Ill the silenre of that starry sky, 

Kxchanging vows of constancy, 

Two happy lovers stray : 

—To her how sad and strange! to know. 

In darkness while the phantoms fade, 

That one a widow’d wretch is now, 

The otlicr in the clay. 

A wilder gleam disturbs her eye: 

Oh ! hush the dcep'iiing strain ! 

Ami must the youiliful Warrior die ? 

A gorgeous funeral passes by, 

Tile dead-march stuns her brain. 

The singing voice she hears no more, 

Arross his grave the thunders roar! 

How weeps yon gallant hand 
O’er him their valour could not save! 

For the bayonet is red with gore, 

And he, the beautiful and brave, 

Now sleeps in Egypt's sand. 

But fas away in cloud and mist 
Tlie ghastly vision swims. 

—Unto that dying cadence list! 

She thinks the voices of the blest 
Now chaui^t their evening hymns. 


O for a dove’s unwcarieil wing, 

•That she might fly where angels sing 
Around the judgment-seat; 

That Spirit pure to kiss again. 

And smile at earthly sorrowing! 

Wash’d free from every mortal slain, 

At Jesus’ blessed feet. 

IIow longs her spirit to recall 
That prayer so vain and wild! 

For, idly wandering round the Hall, 

Her eyes are startled as they fall 
On her own beauteous Child. 

Gazing on one so good and fair, 
la:ss mournful breathes that holy .air, 

And almost melts to mirth; 

Pleased will she sojourn here a while, 

And sec, beneath her pious care, 

In heaven’s most gracious sunshine smile 
Thu sweetest Flower on earth. 

The song dies 'mid the silent strings, 

And the Hall is now alive 

With a thousand gay and fluttering things; 

—The noise to her a comfort brings, 

Her heart and soul revive. 

With solemn pace and lovitij; pride 
She walks by tier fair daughter’s side, 

Who views with young delight 
The gaudy sparkling revelry,— 
IJiieonseious that from fur and wide 
On her is turn'd each charmud eye— 

The Beauty of the night! 

A Spirit she! and Joy her name! 

She walks upon the air; 

Grace swims throughout her fragile frame, 
And glistens like a lambent flame 
Amid her golden hair. 

Her eyes are of the heavenly blue, 

A cloudless twilight bathed in dew ; 

The blushes on her check, 

Like the roses of the vernal year 
That lend the vin»in-snow their hue— 

And oil I what pure dehght to hear 
The gentle Vision speak ! 

Yet dearer than that rosy glow 
To me yon check so wan; 

Lovely 1 thought it long a|[o. 

But lovelier far now blanch'd with woe 
Like the breast-down of (he swan. 

Then worship ye the sweet—the young— 
Hang on the witchcraft of her tongue, 
Wild-murmuring like the lute. 

On thee, O Lady! Ut me gaze: 

Thy soul is now a lyre unstrung, 

But I hear the voice of other days, 

Thougli these pale lips be mute. 

Lovely thou art! yet none may dare 
That placid soul to move. 

Most beautiful thy braided hair. 

But awful holiness breathes there. 

Unmeet for earthly love. 
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More touching far Oian deep distress 
Tliy smiles of languid liappincss, 
Tliat like the gleams of Even 
O'er lliy raim check serenely play. 

—>T1ms at the silent hour we bless, 
Unmindful of the joyous day, 

The still sad face of Heaven. 


HYMN TO SPRING. 

How bcanlifut the pastime of the Spring! 

Lo! newly waking from her wintry dream. 

Site, like a smiling infant, timid plays 
On the green margin of this sunny lake, 

Fearing, hy starts, the little breaking waves 
I (If riplings, rather known hy sound than sight, 

I May haply HO be nameil) ih.ii in the grass 
I Soon fade in murmuring mirth ; now seeming proud 
! To venture rciinrl the edge of yon far point, 
i That from an eminento Sfiflly sinking down, 

Doth from the wide and jioiueloHS waters shape 
A scene of tender, delicate repose, 

Fit haunt for thee, in thy first hours of joy, 

Delightful Spring l-'HOr less an emblem fair, 

Like thee, of beauty, innoccuce, and youth. 

On such a day, 'mid such a scene as this, 

Metliinks the poets who in lovely hymns 

Have sung thy reign, sweet Power! and wish’d it long. 

In their warm hearts conceived those eulogies 

That, lending to the world inanimate 

A pulse and spirit of life, for aye preserve 

The sanctity of Nature, and embalm 

Her fleeting spectacles in memory's cidl 

In spite of time's mutations. Onwards roll 

The circling seasons, and as each gives hirlh 

To dreams peculiar, yuii destructive oft 

Of former feelings, in oblivion's shade 

Sleep the fair visions of forgotten hours. 

Dut Nature calls the poet to her aid, 

And in his lays beholds her glory live 
For ever. Thus, in winter’s deepest gloom. 

When all is dim before the outwanl eye, 

Nor the ear catches one delightful sound, 

They who have wander’d in tlieir musing walks 
With the great poets, in their spirits feel 
No change on earth, but see the unaltcr’d woods 
Laden with beauty, and inhale the song 
Of birds, airs, echoes, and of vernal showers. 

So hath it been with me, delightful Spring! 

And now I hail tlicc us a friend who pays 
An annual visit, yet whose image lives 
Frorr parting to return, and who is blest 
Kaeh time with blessings warmer than before. 

Oh 1 gracious Power! for thy beloved apprnat’h 
The expecting earth lay wrapt in kindling smiles, 
Struggling with tears, and often overcome. 

A blessing sent before thee from the heavens, 

A balmy spirit breathing tendcrocHS, 

Prepared thy way, and all ci'cated things 
Felt that the angel of delight was near. 

Thou earnest at last, and sticli a heavenly smile 
Shvw round thee, as beseem’d the eldest-born 


Of Nature's guardian spirits. The great Sun, 
Scattering the clouds with a resistless smile. 

Came forth to do thee homage; a sweet hymn 
Was by the low Winds chaunted in the sky; 

And when ihy feet descended on the earth, 

Scarce could they move amid the clustering flowers 
By Nature strewn o'er valley, hill, and field, 

To hail her blest deliverer!—Ye fair Trees, 

How arc ye changed, and changing while 1 gaze! 

It seems as if some gleam of verdant light 
Fell on you from a rainbow; but it lives 
Amid your tendrils, brightening every hour 
Into a deeper radiance. Ye sweet Birds, 

Were you asleep through all the wintry^itours, 
Beneath the waters, or in mossy eaves? 

Tlicrc are, 't is said, birds that pursue the spring, 
Where’er she flics, or else in death-like sleep 
Abide her annual reign, when forth they come 
With freshen'd plumage and enraptured song, 

As ye do now, unwearied choristers! 

Till the land ring with joy. Yet are yo not, 
.Sporiing in tree and air, more beautiful 
Than the young l.imhs, that from the v.tllcy-sido 
Send a soft bleating like an Infant’s voire, 

Half happy, half afraid! O blessed things! 

At sight of this your perfect innocence, 

The sterner thoughts of manhood melt away 
Into a mood as mild as woman’s dreams. 

The strife of working intellect, the stir 
Of hopes ambitious; the disturbing sound 
Of fame, and all that worshipp'd pageantry 
That ardent spirits burn for in their pride, 

Fly like disparting clouds, and leave the soul 
Pure and serene os the blue depths of heaven. 

Now, is the time in some meek solitude 
To hold communion with those innocent thoughts 
That hless’d our earlier days;—to list the voice 
Of Conscience murmuring from her inmost slirinr, 
And learn if still she sing the quiet tunc 
That fill'd the ear of youth. If then we feel. 

That 'mid the powers, the passions, and desires 
Of riper age, we still have kept our hearts 
Free from pollution, and ’raid tempting scenes 
Walk’d on witli pure and unreproved steps, 

Fearless of guilt, us if we knew it not; 

, Ah me! with what a new sublimity 
Will the green hills lift up their sunny heads, 
Ourselves as stately: Smiling will we gaze 
On the clouds whose happy home is in the heavens; 
Nor envy the clear streamlet that pursues 
His course ’mid flowers and music to the sea. 

But dread the beauty of a vernal day, 

Thou trembler before memory! To the saint 
What sight so lovely os the angel form 
That smiles upon his sleep! The sinner veils 
Uis face ashamed,—unable to endure 
The upbraiding silence of the seraph's eyes!— 

Yet awful must it be, even to the best 
And wisest man, when he beholds the sun 
Prepared once more to run hJs annual round 
Of glory and of love, and lliinks that God 
To him, tbongh sojourning in earthly shades, 

Hath also given an orbit, whence his light 
May glad the nations, or at least diffuse 
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Pc.'icc and contentment over those he loves! 

UU soul expanded hy the hreath of Spring, * 

Wiih holy conlidcnce the ihouglitfiilman 
Pienews his vows to virtue,—vows that bind 
To purest motives and most useful deeds. 

Thus solemnly doth pass t)ic vernal day, 

111 ahstmciice severe from woildiy thoughts; 

Lofty dUdaiiiiugs of all tiivial joys 
tJr sorrows; meditations long and deep 
On ohjerts fit for the immort.)! lovo 
Of souls inimortal; weeping penitence 
For diilies (plain though highest duties be) 

Despised orvinliitcd; liurnhicst vows, 

Though imnibic strong as death, henceforth to walk 
Kl.ile 111 innocence; and, holier still, 

W.arni giishiiigs of iiis spirit unto God 
['or all his past existence, wlioilier bright, 

As the spring landscape sleeping in the sun, 

Or d:m and desolate like u vviiuiy sea 
Stni iny and boding storms! Oh! such will he 
I'l'cipient and long Ills niusings, (ill he feels 
As ail the stir subsides, like busy day 
Soft'inulting into eve’s tranquillity, 
liow blest IS peace when horn witli'n the soul. 

And therefore do I sing these pensive hymns, 

O Spring ’ to thee, though thou by some art call’d 
P.iicnt of mirth and rapture, worsliipp’d best 
With festive dance?) and .1 choral song. 

No mclancholY man arn I, sweet Spring’ 

Who, filling all things with his own poor griefs, 

Secs iiniight hut sadness in the clMr.icter 
Of universal Natuic, and who weaves 
Most ilolcfiil ditties in the midst of joy. 

Vet knowing soinclliing, dimly though it he, 

And iherefoiu still more awful, of that strange 
And most tumultuous thing, the heart of man, 
it rharirefti oft, that mix’d with Nature's smiles 
^ly soul beholds a solemn quietness 
That almost looks like grief, as if on earth 
Theie weie no perfect joy, and happiness 
Still trembled on the brink of miseiy! 

Yeal niournfiil ihoiiglits like these even now arise, 
While Spring, like Nature's sniiliug infancy, 

Sports round me, and all images of peace 
,'ouin native to this earth, nor other home 
Desire or know'. Yet doth u mystic chain 
Link in our licaris foreboding fears of death 
W iih every loveliest thing that seems to ns 
rdost deeply fiainjht with life. Is there a child 
.■^lorc beauteous than its playmates, even more pure 
Than they? while gazing on its face, we think 
Tliat one so f.iir most surely soon will die I 
Such are the fears now beating at my heart, 
lire long, sweet Spring! amid forgotten things 
Thou and thy smiles must sleep : thy little laml'S 
Dead, or their nature changed; thy hymning birds 
iliiito; faded every flower so lioautiful;— 

And all fair symptoms of incipient life 
To fulness swollen, or sunk into decay! 

Such arc*thc melancholy dreams that filled 
In the elder time the songs.of tendercst bards, 

I Whene'er they named the spring.' Thence, doubts and 
; fears 


Of wliat might be the final doom of man; 

Till all things spoke to their perplexed souls 
The language of desp.iip. and, mournful sight 1 
Even hope l.iy prosimie upon beauty's rrave'— 

Vain fears of death! breathed foul, in deathless lays! 
O foolish bards, immortal in your woiks 
Yet tnistlass of your immortafity ! * 

Not now are they whom Nature calls her bards 
Thus daunted hy the image of dcray. 

They have their tears, and oft they shed liicm too 
By reason unreproach'd ; 1ml on the pale ’ 

Colli cheek of death, they see u spirit smile, 

Bright and still brightening, even like thee, 0 Spring ’ 
Stealing in beauty through the winter snow!— 

Season, belovcil of Heaven I my liymn is closed! 
And tiioii, sweet Lake! on whose retired banks 
I have so long reposed, yet in (he depth 
Of meditation scarcely seen thy waves, 

Farewell!—the voice of worship and of praise 
Dies on my lips, yet shall my lieart preserve 
Inviolate the Spirit whence it sprung! 

Even as a harp, when some wild plaintive strain 
Goes with the hand that touch'd it, still retains 
The soul of music sleeping in its strings. 

THE VOICE OF DEPAllTED FRIENDSHIP. 

T iiAo a Friend who died in early youth! 

—And often in those mchincholy dienrns, 

W'lien iny soul travels through the umbrage deep 

That shades the silent world of lucuioi'y, 

Melhiiiks 1 hear his voice, sweet as the breath 

Of balmy ground>flowcrs stealing from some spot 

I Of sunshine sacred, in .a gloomy wood, 

I To everlasting spring. 

I In the church-yard 

; Where now lie sleeps—the day Ijcfore he died, 

■ Silent we sat together on a grave; 

< Till gently l.iying his pale hand on mine, 

j Pale in the inouiilight that was eoldly sleeping 

I On heaving sod and marble monuinent.— 

This was the music of Iiis last farewell! 

« Weep not my brother! though thou secst mo lod 

By short and Ci.sy stages, day hy day, 

With motion almost imperceptible. 

Into the quiet grave. God’s will he done. 

Even when a hoy, in doleful solitude 

My soul oft sat within the sli.-tdow of death! 

And when 1 look’d along the laughing earth, 

U]i the blue heavens, and through the middle air 

Joyfully ringing with the sky-lark's song, 

1 wept! and ihoiighc how sad for one so young 

To hid farewell to so much happiness. 

But Christ hath call’d me from this lower world, 

Delightful though it be—and when 1 gaze 

On the green earth and all its happy hills, 

T is with such feelings as a man beholds 

A little Farm which he is doom’d to leave 
> 

On an appointed day. Still more and more 
He loves it as that mournful day draws near. 

But lialli prepared bis heart—and is resign’d.» 

—Then lifting up his radiant eyes to heaven. 

He said with fervent voice—■ O what were life. 
Eves in the warm and summer-light of joy, 

IX 
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Without those hopes that, like refreshing gales 
At evening from the sea, come o'er the soul 
Hrcailied from the ocean of eternity. 

—And oh! without them who could bear the sloriiis 
That full in roaring blackness o’er the waters 
OF agitated life! Then hopes arise 
All round our sinking souls, like those fair birds 
O'er whose soft plumes tlie tempest hath no power. 
Waving their snow-white wings amid the darkness, 
And wiling us with gentle motion, on 
To some calm islandon whose silvery strand 
Dropping at once, they fold their silent pinions,— 
And, as we touch the shore** of paridise, 

In love and beauty walk aroimd our feet !• 


LOUD UONALD'S GUILD. 

Tnafis days ago Lord Uoiiahl's child 
Was siflgiiig o'er the inoiintuin-wild, 

Among the sunny showers 

Th.tt hrnti('lit the rainbow to her sight, 

And bathed her footsteps in the light 
Uf purple bealher-flimers. 

Rut chilly came the evening's breath— 

The silent dew was cold with death— 

She reach'd her liome with pain; 

And from the bed where now she lies 
With snow'wliitu face and closed eyes, 

She ne’er must rise again. 

Still is she as a frame of stone 
That in its beauty lies alone, 

With silence breathing from its face, 

For ever in some holy place! 

Chapel or aisle! on marble laid— 

W'ilb pale handh o'er its pale breast spread— 
An image humble, meek, and low, 

Of one forgotten long ago! 

Soft feet arc winding up the stair— 

And lo! a Vision passing fair! 

All dress’d in white—a mournful show— 

A hand of orphan children come. 

With footsteps like the falling snow. 

To bear to her eternal home 
The gracious Lady who look'd down 
With smiles on their forlorn estate— 

—But Mercy up to heaven is gone, 

And h>ft the friendless to their fate. 

They pluck the honeysuckle’s bloom, 

That through the window fills the room 
With mournful odours—and the rose 
That in its innocent heauty glows, 

Leaning its dewy golden head 
Towards the pale face of the dead, 

Weeping like a thing forsaken 
UnU) eyes that will not waken. 

All bathed in pity’s gentle showers, 

They place these melancholy flowers 
Upon the cold white breast! 

And there they lie! profoundly calm! 

Ere long to fill with fading balm 
A place of deeper rest I 


By that fair Band the bier is borne 
Into the open light of morn,— 

And, till llio p.irtiag dirge he said, 

Upon a spot of sunshine laid 
Beneath a grove of trees! 

Bowed and uncovered every head, 

Bright-tressed youth, and hoary age— 

—^’I'hen siiddoniy iMjfore the dead 
Lord Bon.ild's gutlier’d vassalage 
Fall down upon their knees! 

OIcn-Ktivc and its mountains lie 
All silent as the depth profound 
Of that unclouded sunhrightsky 
—Low heard the melancholy sound 
Of waters murmuring hy. 

—Ghdos softly from the orphan-band 
A weeping Child, and takes her stand 
Close to the Lady's feet, 

Then wildly sings a funeral hymn' 

With overflowing eyes and dim 
Fix’d on the winding* shuctl 

HYMN. 

O hcaatiful the streams 

That through our valleys run, 

Singinf; and dancing in the gleams 
Of simiiiier's cloudless sun. 

The sweetest ot them all 
From its fairy hanks is gone ; 

And the music of the waterfall 
Hath left the silent stone! 

Up among the mountains 
Ill soft and mossy cell, 

By the silent springs and fountains 
The happy wild-flowers dwell. 

The queen-rose of the wilderness 
Hath wither’d in the wind, 

And the shepherds see no loveliness 
In the blossoms left behind. 

Birds cheer our lonely groviis 
With many a heantcoiis wing— 

When happy in their harmless loves, 

How tenderly they sing ! 

O’er all the rest was heard 
One wild and mournful strain, 

—But hush'd is the voice of that hymning bird, 
She ne'er must sing again! 

Bright through the yew-trees gloom, 

I saw a sleeping dove I 
On the silence of her silvery plume, 

The sunlight lay in love. 

The grove seem’d nil her own 

Round the beauty of that breast— 

—But the startled dove afar is flown ! 

Forsaken is her nest! 

In yonder forest wide 
A flock of wild-deer lies, 

Beauty breathes o’er each tender side, 

And shades their peaceful eyes' 
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The hunter in tlie nii;ht 
Hath singled out the doe. 

Id whose light the mountain-flock lay bright, 
Whose hue was like (he suow! 

A. thousand slurs shine forth, 

Wilh jiure and dewy ray— 

Til) by night the mountains of our north 
Seem gtaildening iu the day. 

O empty all the heaven' 

Though a thousand lights be there— 

For clouds o'er the evening-star arc driven, 
And shorn her gulden hair' 

That melancholy music dies—> 

And all at once the kneeling crowd 
Is stirr’d with groans, and sobs, and sighs— 

As sudden blasts come rustling loud 
Along the silent skies. 

—Hush! hush * (he dirge dolli brealhe again ! 
The youngest of the ntphan (rain 
Walks up unto the bier, 

Wilh rosy cheeks, and smiling c^us 
As heaven’s unclouded ruiliancc clear ; 

And there like lln]>e to Sorrow's stiuin 
Wilh dewy yoica replies. 

—W'hat! though the streaiii he dead, 

Its banks all still and dry ! 

It murmureth now o’er a losdicr bev) 

In the air-groves of the sky. 

What! though our prayers from death 
The queen-rose might not save ' 

Willi brighter bloom and balmier breath 
Slie springeth from the grave. 

What though our bird of light 
hie mute with plumage dim! 

In heaven 1 see her glancing bright— 

1 hear lier angel hymn. 

What! though the dark tree smite 

No more—with oiir dove’s calm sleej) I 
She folds her wing on a sunny isle 
In heaven’s untroubled deep. 

True that our heaiilcous doc 
Math left her still retreat— 

But purer now in heavenly snow 
She lies at Jesus' feet. 

O star! untimely set! 

Why should we weep for thee* 

Thy bright and dewy coronet 
Is rising o’er the sea! 


THK ANGLER’S T’ENT. 

Thk foliow^ig Poem !« ilie oarraiivu of onu day, iba i 

of niaoy pleaiaat onei, of • liitlo Aa||;iing««xcaniAa amoDff ib« 
moaoialns of Wcatmoreliod, Lsoeaibtro, aad Caiaborland. A teat, 
larfjo ptooiort flUed wilh iu furniture, wilh provuion*, «lc. waru 
(<MidtKl upon boraea, and whilu the anRlera, wbo «<»p«raied «»«ry 
laoraing, punueil each bit own apnri up tbe torrents, were carried 


over the mounuiina to the appointed piueu by aome lake or itrean, 
wbarotboy were to ^□•■elal{aiD la ibe«Teuiu({. 

.In ihia manner ihcy riaiioJ all the wildcBt and noil aecluded 
•Moei of llie 4»uniry. 0,. the tint Sunday thor anK,oB the 

hills, tboir teat woa piiUW on the bonks of Wa«i-W.il«r. at the 
head of ibnt wihl and autiiary lake, whhb they had rencfaetl hy the 
niouotain-path ihnt {mam llarn-Hoor Tarn from Eakdalu. Tuwarda 
eveniuc ihe inbobttani* of ihu vnib-y. u«l uwerdinR half a 
familiea, «iili loiiio too from ihu neiRhlmorhiR p.h-ua, drimn by (bn 
UDHSUQl appeamui-e, C9m« to vi»it ibu alrutigera Iu their lent. 
Without, the e^cninj waa calm and beautiful; within, weie the | 
f'aiaty and Liodneia of aifuiilu mirth. At a lilo hour, (heir <;tiuBta i 
dt^ried under u must refiilj;cul moon that lichtcd'ihem up th.i 
kurroundiug mountaius, on nhicb iliuy mruett to Imil uUh loui;- 
(oulinuud ihouU and aoiiga tbe bla/in({ of u hugu lire, that wiu 
ti'ialily kiiidlud at iho door of tiiij leut to bid thou a dUianl 
lurcwcll. 

Tho fmiif'es ood foelintpi of these few ha|»py days, and, ahovo all, 
of that dulitjliitiil Hveniiii', the niilhur wished to proiertuin ]>netry. 
What be liiia written, while it serves to himself end bii frieudN os 
0 record of pnil linpitlnesi, nioy, he bo|H>s, willioul impropnuij he 
(ilTeied to tbe public, since, If ni nil foilhrul to iis subjui t, it will 
have some interest to those who delight in the wilder lumes of 
.Niilurr, uiid who have studied wilh lospccl and tore the cburasier 
ul ihuir siinplu iububilaois. 

The hush of bliss was on (lie sunny hills, 

'I lie clouds were sleeping on (be silent sky, 

We traveH’d in tlic midst of melody 
Warbled around us from the mountain-rilK 
'I'hc voice was like the glad voice of a friend 
.Murmuring a welcome to his liuppy home; 

Wu felt its kindness willi our spirits blond, 

.Vnd said, « This day no farther will we ro.im'.« 

The coldest heart that ever looked on heaven, 

Had surely felt the beauty of tlidt day, 

.\i)d, as lie paused, a gentle blessing given 
'I'o the sweet scene (hut templed him to stay. 

But we, who travelled through that rt'gioii bright, 

Were joyful ^lilgrims under Nature's cate, 

From youth had loved the dreams of pure delight, 
Descending on us through the lonely air, 

When Heaven is clothed with smiles, and l^rth as lleu> 
ven is fair! 

Seven lovely days lind like a happy dream 
Died in our spirits silently away. 

Since Grassmerc, waking to the morning ray. 

Met our Iasi lingering look with farewell gleam. 

I may not tell what joy our being fill'd, 

Wand’riiig like shadows over plain and steep. 

What beauteous visions lonely souls can build 
When 'mid the mounuin solitude they sleep. 

I may not tell how (lie deep power of sound 
Can buck to life Iong-f.ided dreams recall. 

When lying 'mid the noise that lives around 
Tlirotigh the hush’d spirit flows a waterfall. 

To thee, my WonoswonTHl' whose inspired song 
Comes forth in pomp from Nature’s inner shrine, 

To thee by birth-right such high themes belong, 

The unseen grandeur of the earth is thine! 

One lowlier simple strain of human love be mine. 

How leapt our hearts, when from an airy height, 

On which we paused for a sweet fountain’s sake, 

With green fields fading in a peaceful lake, 

A deep-sunk vale burst sudden on our sight! 

Wc felt as if at home; a magic sound, 

As from a spirit whom wc roust obey, 

* Mr Wordavturth accoaipunltfd the aulbor oa ibu evru.oiwii. 
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Bade us descend into the rale profound, 

And ip its silence pass the Sabbalh'day, 

Tlie placid lake that rested far below. 

Softly embosoming another sky. 

Still as we gazcvl assumed a lovelier glow, 

And a'etn’d to send us looks of amity. 

Onr hearts were open to the gracious love 
Of Nature, smiling like a happy bride; 

So following the still impulse from above, 

Down the green slope we wind M'ith airy glide, 

And pitch our snowy tent on that fair water's side. 

Ah me! even now I sec before m-.' st.md. 

Among the verdant liolty-bonghs li ilMiid, 

, The little radiant airy Pyramid, 

Like some wild dwelling built in Fairy^laod. 

As silently as gathering cloud it rose, 

And seems a cloud desrendod on the earth, 
Disturbing not the 5ahbath-day’!i repose, 

Yet gently stirring at the rjniet birth 

Of every short-lived bri‘c/c: the sunbeams greet 

TliC beaiilcous stranger in the lonely l).iy; 

CtoNe to its shading tree two sticanilets meet, 

With gentle glide, as weary of ilicir play. 

An<l in the lu^uid lustre of the lake 
Its image s!i'e)>s, reflected far below; 

Such image as the clouds of summer make, 

Clear seen amid the wavelcss walci's glow, 

As sliimheriiig infant still, and pure as Apiil suow. 

Wild though the dwelling seem, thus rising fair, 

A sudden stranger 'mid the sylvan scene, 

One spot of radUncu on surroiiiuliiig green, 
Human it is—and human souls ate there! 

Look through that opening in the canvas wall, 

'I liroiigh which by lits the searce-feU brcercs play, 
—Upon three happy souls thine cym will fall, 

The summer lambs an* not moie Iilcst iliaii iheyt 
On the given turf all motionless they lie. 

In dreams romantie as the dreams uf sleep. 

The filmy air slow^glimmering on ibeir eye, 

And in tlioirear the murmur of tlic deep. 

Or haply now by some wild-winding brook, 

Deep, silent pool, or waters rushing loud, 

In thought they visit many a fairy nook 
Tliat rising mists in rainbow colours shroud, 


Within that bower are strewn in careless guise, 

Idle one day, the angler’s simple gear ; 

Lines that, as fine as floating gossamer, 

Dropt softly on the stream the silken flies; . 

The hmber rod that shook its trembling length, 

Almost as airy as the line it threw, 

Yet often bending in an arch of strength 
When the tired salmon rose at last to view. 

Now ligliily leins across the rushy bed. 

On which at night we dream of S|»orts by day; 

And, empty now, beside it close is laid 
I The goodly piinnier framed of osiers grey; 

I And, maple bowl in which we wont to bring 
The limpid water From the morning wave, 

Or from some mossy and sequcsicr’il spring 
To which daik rocks a grateful coolness gave, 

Such as uiiglit llcriuit use in solitary cave! 

And ne’er did Ilorinit, with a purer breast, 

Airiid (he depths of silvan silence pray, 

! Th.in pray'd wo friends on that mild quiet day, 

[ By God and man beloved, the day of rest! 

! All passions in our souls were lull'd to sleep, 

; Tv’ll liy the power of Nature's holy bllsS ; 

I Wliilf Innocence her watch in peace did keep 
j Over the spirit’s ihouglitfiil linjipiness! 

I Wc view’d the green earth with a loving look, 

Like ns itjoicing in the gracious sky; 

! A voire came to us fiom the running lirook 
I Tliat s<'em’d to breathe a grateful melody. 

I Then all tilings seem’d etabned wiili life and sense, 

■ .\nd as fioni dreams with kindling smiles to wake, 

] Happy in biMiily and in innocence; 

I While, pleased our inward fiuiel to partake, 

, Lav hush’d, as id a tiance, the scarcely-ba'atbing lake. 


I Yet think not, in this wild and fairy spot, 

1 This imuglcd happiness of eailh and heaven, 

1 Which to our hearts this Sabbath-day was given, 

I Tliiiik not, tliat far-off friends were quite forgot. 
Hclui-n.ig arose before onr balf-closed eyes 
With colours brighter than the brightening dove; 
Beneath lli.it giuudian mount a coUajie lies* 
Encircled liy the halo lireathcd from Love! 

And sweet that dwelling’ lesls upon the brow 
(Beneath iis sycamore) of Orest-liill, 

.As if it smiie<l on Windermere hclov/, 


And ply the Angler's sport involved id mountain-cloud! iior green recesses and her islands still! 

Tims, gently-blended xnanya liunian thought 
Yes! dear to Us that solitary trade, With those that peace and solitude supplied, 

’Mid vernal peace in peacefulness pursued, tiur lieails the moving kindness wrong it 

Through rocky glen, wild moor, and hanging wood, "**th gradual influence, like a f owing ti e, 

White-flowering meadow, and romantic glade! And for the lovely sound of huniau voice we sigUd. 


The sweetest visions of our boyish years 
Come to our spirits with a murmuring tone 
Of running waters,—and one stream appears, 
Remember’d all, tree, willow, bunk, and stone! 
How glad were wc, when after sunny showers 
Its voice came to us issuing frona the school! 
How fled the vacant, solitary hours, 

By dancing rivulet, or silent pool! 

And still our souls retain in manhood’s prime 
The love of Joys our childish years that blest; 
So now encircled by these bills sublime, 

We Anglers, wandering with a tranquil breast, 
Build in this liappy vale a fairy bower of rest! 


And hark! a laugh, witli voices blended, stole 
Across the water, echoing from the shore! 

And during pauses short, the beating oar 
Brings the glad music closer to the soul. 

We leave our lent; and lol a lovely sight 
Glides like a living creature through the air, 

For air the water seems thus passing bright, 

A living creature beautiful and fair! 

Nearer it glides; and now the ladiaul glow 
That on its radiant shadow seems to float, 

* At that tiino the reeideuce of !ttr Wordsworth'* fontilT. 

* Thesnthot scoliege on (be benki of Windermeru. 
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Turns to ti virgin banH, a glorious show, 

Rowing with happy smiles a Utile hoal. 

Towards the lent iheir lingering course they steer, 
And cheerful now upon the shore they stand, 

In mai<len hasiifiilness, yet free from fear. 

And hy onrside, gay-amoving hand in hand, 

Into our Tent they go, a beauteous sister-band! 

Scarce from onr hearts Itad gone the sweet surprise, 
Whieii this glad troop of rural maids awoke; 

Sciiicc had a more familiar kindness broke 
From the mild lustre of (heir smiling eyes, 
r.ie the Tent seem'd encircled hy the sound 
Of many voices; in an instant stood 
Alen, women, children, all the ciiclc round, 

Atid willi a friendly joy llio strangers view'd. 

Strange was it to hchold this gladsome crowd 
Oiii late so solitary <lwellin(|[ fdl; 

And strange to lienr their gieetings mingling loud 
Where all hefore was iindisltiih'd and still. 

Yet was the Stir delightful to our ear. 

And moved to InppinesN our iuinost hlood, 

The smhlcn change, the unespeelcd cheer, 

Rreaking like sunshine on a penMve mood, 

This hiciith aud voice of life in seeming solitude ' 

Hard task it was, in onr small tent to find 
Seals for onr quickly-gaiher’d company ; 

But III (licni all was such a mirtliful {dee, 

I ween thi-v soon weix- sealed to Iheii- mind! 

Some viewing with a hcsifaling look 

The paTiniers dial contaiiicil onr Iravelling fare. 

On du'm at last tlieir humble station took, 

Pleased at the llioii{;Iit, uiid with a smiling air. 

Some on onr low-framed lieils then chose their scat, 
Karli maul the youth that loved liei ht-sl hi'side, 
While many a gentle look, and whisper sw'ect, 
Ih'onghi to the stripling's face a gladsome pride. 
The playful rliiUhen on the velvet giecn. 

Soon iis the first-fclt haslifulncss was tied, 
i Smiled to each other at the woiidruns scene, 
j And whisper'd words they to each other said. 

And laised in sportive lit the sliining, golden head! 

Tlien did we Icnin that tills onr stranger tent. 

Seen hy the lake-side gluaniing like a .stiil, 

Had tpiickly spread o’er inouijiairi and o'er vale 
A gentle shock of pleased astonishment. 

The lonely dwellers hy the lofty rills 
Ca/.e»l in surpiise upon ih' unwonted sight, 

The wandering shepherds saw it from the hills, 

And quick dcsccudcd from their airy height. 

Soon as the voice of simple song and prayer 
Ceased in the little chapel of the dell, 

The congregation did in peace’repair 
To the lake-side, to view our wondrous cel). 

While leaving, for one noon, both young and old, 
jheir cluster'd hninlcls in this deep recess, 

All join the throng, in conscious good-will bold, 
Elate an<} smiling in tlieir Sablutlh-drcss, 

A mingled various group of homely liappincss! 

And thus our tent a joyous scene became, 

Where loving hearts from distant vales did meet 

As at some rural festival, and greet 

Each other with glad voice and kindly name. 


———-- I 

Here a pleased daughter to her father smiled. 

With fresh uffeciinn iti her soften'd eyes; 

He in return look'd hack upon his child 
ith gentle start and tone of mild surprise : 

Ami on hisJiiilo grandchild, at her lire.isl. 

An old man's hies.ing and a kiss hislow’d, 

Or to his cheek the lisping baby prcsi, 
l.ighl’ning the mother of lur nailing load ; 

While comely matrons, all vdately ranged 
llluse to llicir liushands’ or iheii children’s side, 

A neighbour's fi iendly greeting intcrelianged. 

And each her own with frequent gl.moes e>ej, 

And raised her head iu all a inolhei's haimless pride. 

Ifappy were we ainoni; such happy hearts! 

And to inspire with kindliness and love 
Our simple gucsis, ainhiliously w*c strove, 

W|ih novel convci'se and endearing arts! 

We talk'd to (hem, and much (licy loved to hear, 

Of those sweet vales from which we late had come; 
for (hough these vales arc to c.i<‘h other near, 

Seldom do lialesnien leave their own dear home. 

Thou would w'c spc.ik of many a wondiou.s sight 
Seen in great cities,—temple, tower, and spire, 

And winding stnvfs at niglil-f.ill hl.i/iiig bri(',)it 
With many a star-like l.iinp of {'1imm(-rin({ lire. 

The grcY-haii'd men wirh deep attciilion heard, 

! Viewing (he spe.ikiT with a solemn f.icc, 

NMiilc round our feet the pl.iyful chiidren stirr’d. 

And n<*ar their parents look their silent place. 

Listening with looks where wonder htealhud a glowing 
griee. 

And much (hey gazed with never-tiicd delight 
On v.iinisli'd rod with joints th.it shone like gold, 

And silken line on glittering reel enroll'd, 

To infant arigleis a most wondiotis sight! 

Seaice could their cliidliig parents then control 
Their little hearts in harmless malice gay, 
hut still oiJi‘, holder than his fellows, stole 
To touch the lemplinj' tieasures where they lay. 

What rajilure glisten’d in tlioir c.ijjer eyes, 

When, with kind voice, vre hade these children lake 
A piecious store of well-ilissemhied (lies, 

To use with eaulinii for the stiaii{;ers’sake' 

The unluok’d-for gift we graciously bestow 
With siidilen joy the leaping heart o'l-rpowcrs; 

Tliey grasp (he lines, while all their faces glow 
Jh'j{;ht as spring-blossonis after sunny showers, 

And wear ihcni in ihcir hats like wreaths of valley- 
flowers ! 

Nor could they check their joyaiice and surprise, 
When the clear crystal and the silver bowl 
Cdeam'd with a novel beauty on their soul, 

And the wine mantled with its rosy dyes. 

For all our pomp we show’d with mickle glue, 

And choicest viands, fitly to regale, 

Oti sucli a day of rare festivity. 

Our guests thus wondering at their native vale. 

And oft we pledged them, nor could they decline 
rite social cup we did our liest to press, 

But mingled wishes with tlic joyful wine, 

Warm wishes for our health and happiness. 

And all the while, a low, delightful souud 
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Of voice sofl-answcring voice, with music fill'd 
Our fairy palace's encimnted ground. 

Such tones as seem from blooming tree distill'd. 

Where unseen bees repair their waxen cells to build. 

• 

Lost as we were in that most blessed mood 
Which Nature's sons alone c,in deeply prove, 

We lavish’d with free heart our kindest love 
On all who breathed,—one common hrollierhood. 

Three f.iithfiil servants, men of low degree. 

Were witli t»», as wc roam’d the wilds among, 

And well it pleased their simple heat Is lo sec 
Their masters mingling with the rur.d throng. 

Oft to oiir guests they soii{flU to speak aside. 

And, in the genial flow of gl.idness, told 
That we were free from haughtiness or pride. 

Though srhoiars all, and rich in lands and gold. 

Wc smiled to hear our praise ihiis riulelY ^ung, 

(Well might such praise our modesty offend), 

Yet, we all strove, at once willi eye and longue 
To speak, ns if invited by a fiiciul, 

And with oiir casual talk instruction's voice to bleno. 

Rumours of wars had reached this pe.icefiil vnlc, 

And of ilie Wickutl King, whom guilt liad driven 
Oil earth lo wage a W',uTare against Ifeavcii, 

Thesu sinless shepherds had lie.ird many a tale. 

Encircled as wc were witli smiles and joy, 

In (piiciucss to Quiet's dwelling brought, 

To think of him whose bliss is lo destroy, 

At such a season was an awful thought! 

We foil the eternal power of happiness 
And virtue's power; we fell with holy awe 
That in this world, in spile of chamx* distress, 

Such is the Almi{;lity Spirit's ruling law. 

And joyfully did wc these shepherds tell 
To hear all rumours with a tranijnil mind, 

For, in the end, that all would yet be well, 

Nor this bad Monarch leave one trare behind, 

More than o'er yonder hilts the idly-raving wind. 

Then gravely smiled, in all the power of age, 

A hoary-headcti, venerable man, 

Like the mild chieftain of.! peaceful clan, 

'Mid simple spirits looked on as a .sage. 

Miieli did he praise the holy failli wc hold, 

Wliieli Cod, Iics.iid, to cheer the soul had given, 

For even the very angels lli.at rebcll'd. 

By sin performed the blrs.scd work of Heaven. 

The Wicked King, of whom we justly spake, 

Was but an instinment in Cod’s wise hand, 

And though the kingdoms of llie eartli might quake, 
Peace would revisit every r.ivaged Lind, 

Even as the earthquake, in some former time, 

SceUcr’d yon nigged monniain far and wide, 

Till years of winter’s snow and summer’s prime, 

To naked cliffs fresh verdure Ivive supplied, 

—Now troops of playful Limbs arc bounding on its 
side. 

Pleased were the simple group to hear the sire 
Thus able to converse with men from far, 

And much did theyof v.igiic]y-rumoiirM war, 

That long had rag^ in disLint lands, inquire. 

Scarce could their hearts, at peace with all mankind, 
Believe what bloody deeds on earth arc done. 


That man of woman horn should he so blind 
As walk in guilt beneath the blessed sun; 

And one, with tlioughtful countenance, exprest 
A fear lest on some dark disastrous day, 

Arross the se.i might come that noisome pest, 

And make fair England's happy vales his prey. 
Short-lived that fear!—soon firmer thoughts arise . 

Well could those dalesmen wield the patnol’s sword, 
And stretcii the foe beneath the smiling skies; 

In innocence they trust, and in llie Lord, 

Whom they, that very morn, in gl.idness hid adored I 

Rut soon such thoughts to lighter speech give way; 

We in our turn a willing ear did lend 

To talc of sports, that made them blithely spend 

The winter-evening and the summer-day. 

Smiling they told us of the harmless glee 
Tii.il bids the echoes of the mountains wake, 

Whi'U at the slated festival ihev sec 
Their ncw-w.ish'd flocks come snow-white from the 
lake; 

And joyful dance at neighbouring vill.ige fair, 

Where Inds and lasses, in their host attire, 
t.io lo enjoy that playful pastime rare, 

And careful statesmen shepherds new to hire I 
Or they would tell, how, at some neiglihcur’s cot, 

When nights arc long, and winter on the earth, 

All e.ircs are in die dance and song forgot, 

AtkI round the fire quick flies the circling mirth, 

When miptial vows are pledged, or at an infant's birth' 

Well did the roses blooming on their check. 

And eyes of laughing light, that gli.sti'ii'd fair 
Beiiealh the artless ringlets of their h.iir, 

Kiich maiden's healtli and puiity bespeak. 

Following the impulse of their simple will, 

No thought had they to give nr lake offenee; 

Glad were tlicir bosoms, yet .sedate and still, 

And fearless in the strength of innocence. 

Oft as, in accents mild, we strangers spoke 
To these sweet maidens, an unconseioiis smile 
Like sudden sunshine o’er their faces broke, 

I And with ir struggling blushes mix'd the while. 

I And oft as mirth and glee went laughing round, 

I Rreailicd in this maiden's car some liarmless jest 
^^'ollld mal' ’ her, for one moment, on the ground 
Iloi cye.s let fall, as wishing fiom the rest 
To hide the sudden tiimb that beat within her breast. 

Oh ! not in vain have purest poets told, 

111 elegies and hymns that ne’er shall die, 

How, ill the fields of famous Arcady, 

Lived simple shepherds in the ngc of gold ! 

Tliey fabled not, in peopling rural shades 
Witli all most beautiful in heart and frame; 

I Where without guile swains woo’d their happy maids, 
And love was friendship with a gentler name. 

Such songs in truth and nature had their birth, 

Their source wa.s lofty and their aim was pure, 

And still, in many a Livour'd spot of earth, 

Thu virtues that awoke their voice endure! 

Bear witness thou! O! wild and beauteous dell 
To whom my gladden’d heart dcvote.s this strain; 

—0! long may all who in thy bosom dwell 
Nature's primeval innocence retain, 

Nor e’er may lawless foot thy sanctity profane! 
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Swucc maids! my wandering heart rciiuns to you; 

And well the blush of joy, the com tcous air, 

Words unrcstruini'd, atid 0 )k.‘ii looks declare 
That fancy's clayHircams have not been untrue. 

Jl was indeed a beauteous lhin{;, to see 
Tliu vir^jin, while her basliful visn{;c smiled, 

As if she were a mother, on her knee 
Take up, with many a kiss, the asking child. 

And well, I ween, she ]>1ay’d the mother’s part; 

For us she bended o'er the infant fair, 

A mystic joy seemed stirring at Iicr heart, 

A ycarniiig foudness, and a silent prayer. 

Nor did such gentle maiden long refuse 
To cheer our spirits with some favourite strain, 

Some simple ballad, framed by rustic muse, 

Of one who died for love, or, letl by gain, 

Sail'd in a mighty ship to lands heyoud the main. 

And must we close this scene of merriment? 

—ho! in the hike soft liiirns the star of eve. 

And the night-hawk hath warn'd our guests to leave. 
Ere darker sh.idcs descend, our happy tent. 

The Moon’s bright edge is seen .ibovc the hill; 

She comes to light them on their homeward way; 

And every heart, I ween, now lies as still 
As on yon fleecy cloud her ncw-boin ray. 

Kindly by young and old otir hands are press'd, 

And kindly we the genlli; tomli relurn ; 

Rich face declares that deep in every incase 
Pe.icu, virtue, friendship, and affection burn. 

At last beneath the silent air we part, 

.And promise make that shall not be in vain, 

A promise asked and given warm from the Iieari, 

That wo will visit all, on bill and plain. 

If o'er it be our lot In see this land again! 

Backward they gnzoit, as slowly they withdrew, 

With step reluctant, from the water-side; 

And oft, with waving linod, at distance tried 
Thiough the dim light to send a last adieu! 

, One lovely group still linger’d on the green, 

The first to come, the last to go away; 

While steep'd in stillness of the iiiooiilighc scene, 
Moor’d to a rock their little piiin.ice l.iy. 

These laughing damsels climb its humble side, 

Like fairy elves that love the st.irry sea ; 

Nor e’er did liiilnws with more {'raceful glide 
'Mid liie wild main enjoy their liberty. 

Their faces briglitcniiig in trinmpbant hue, 

Close to each maid their joyful lovers stand; 

One gives the signal,—all the jovial crew 
fjct go, with tender pix'ss, the yielding liand; 

—Down diop the ours nt once,—.away tiiey push 5'oin 
land. 

The boat hath left the silent bank, the tone 
Of the retiring oar escapes the mind ; 

Like manners some ship hath left behind. 

We feel, thus standing speechless and alone. 

One moment lives that melancholy trance— 

The mountains ring: Oh! what a joy is there! 

As hurries o’er their heights, in circling dance, 
Cavt‘-loving*Echo, Daughter of the Air. 

Is it some spirit of night that wakes the shout, 

As o'er the cllffe, with headlong speed, she ranges? 

Is it, on plain and steep, some fairy rout 


Answering each oilier in tumultuous changes? 

There seems amid the lulls a playful war; 

Trumpet and clarion joUi the mystic noise; 

Now growing on the mr, now dying far! 

Great Gabel from his siinunit scuds a voice, 

And the remoti:sl depths of Eimerdale rejoice! 

Oh! well I know what means tliis din of mirth! I 

No spirits arc they, who, trooping through the sky. 

In chorus swell that mountaiii-uudody; 

—It comes from mortal chihlrcii of the earth! 

'llic-se arc the voices that so Uic did cheer 
Our tent with laughter, from the lulls they como 
With fiienilly sound iiiilo nur listening ear, 

A jocund f.irewell to our glimmering home. 

Loth .are our guests, though lliey have linger’d long, 

That our sweet tent at last should lc.ivc their sight; 

So willi one voice they sing a parting song. 

Ere they descend hcliind (he clouds of night. 

Nor .ire we mule ; an answoiing shout we wake, 

At each short pau'^e of the long, lengthening sound, 

Till all is silent .as the silent f.ake, 

And every noise above, below, around, 

St'ems in (be brnoduig nigbl-sky’s depth of slumber 
drown'd! 

Soon from tli.it cairn our spirits start .again 
I Willi liliiher vigour; nought around we see 
Save lively iincqjc*. of mirlh and glia'. 

And playful fancies hiiny tlirou|;h nur lirain. 

Shine not, sw'cet Moon ' with such a haughty light; 

Ye si.vts! heliiiid yuir veil of clouds icliro ; 

I'or we sli.ill kindle on ihee.iiih, ihis night, 

To diown your feeble r.iys, a joyous lire. 

Bring die leaves withering in the holly-shade, 

The o.ikcn br.uiches sapless now and hoar, 

The f.Tii no 1oii{»cr green, and wliins ili.U fade 
’Mid the thill sand that strews the rocky shore. 

them above that iiew-.iwaken’d spark ; 

Soon sh.dl a pyramid of fl.ime arise ; 

Now the first rustling of the vapour, li.irk I 
The kindling spirit from its prison Hies, 

And in an instaut mouiilH in glory to the skits! 

Far gleams the Like, as m Ibe light of day. 

Or when, from mountain-top, the Mating sun. 

Ere yet Ills carlh-dcliglilinjj cnur«e is run. 

Shells on the slumbering w ave a pm pic ray. 

A bright'ning verdure runs o'er every field, 

As if bv potent ntcioin.mcer sbed, 

And a «ldrk wood is suddenly icveal’d, 

A gloiy resting on its .tucient be:»d. 

And oh! wbat radiant beauty doth invest 
Oiir lent, that seems to feel a conscious pride, 

Whiter by far than any cygnet’s breast. 

Or cygnet’s shadow lloatin;; with the tide. 

A wanner llush unto the moonlight cold, 

Winning its lovely way, is softly given, 

A silvery radiance tinged with vivid gold ; 

While tliousaud iiiimic stars are gaily driycii 
Through the bright glistening air, scarce known from 
those in Heaven. 

Amid tiie flame our lurid figures stand, 

Or, through (ho shrouding vapour dimly view’d, 

To fancy seem, in that strange solitude, 

I Like the wild brethren of some lawless band. 
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One,AVtchin 0 from the heap a blazing bough, 
Would, like lone maniac, from tlic rest retire, 

And, as lie waved it, mutter deep a vow, 
llis head encircled with a wreatli of fire. 

Olliers, with rushing haste, and eager voice, 

Would drag new victims to the insatiate power, 

That like a savage idol did rejoice 
^Yhatc’er his suppliants offer'd to devour. 

And aye strange murmurs o’er the mountains roll’d, 
As if from sprite immured in cavern lone, 

While higher rose pale Luna to behold 
Our mystic orgies, where no light Ii.id shone, 

For many and many a year of silence—but h' r own. 

O* gneious Goddess! not in vain did i.hinc 
Thy s])iril o’er the heaventt, with levereiit eye 
We hail’d thee llo-Uing through the h.ippy sky; 

No smiles to us ore half so tlcur os thine ! 

Silent vve stood beside our dying fl.mic, 

In pensive sadness, born of Wild delight, 

An<l gazing heavenward, many a gentle name 
Bestow’d on her who bcnutilics tiie night. 

Then, with one he.ut, like men who inly mourn'd, 
Slowly wo p.'iced towaids our fairy cell, 

And ere we enter’d, for one moment turn’d, 

And bade the silent majesty farewell! 

Our tushy bcils invite us to repose; 

And while our spirits breathe a grateful prayer, 

In balmy slumbers soon our eyelids close, 

While, in our dreams, the Moon, serenely fair, 

Still bathes ill light divine the visionary air! 

Methinks, nevt night, I see lier mount her throne. 
Intent with loving smile once more to hail 
The deep, deep peace of this her loneliest vale, 

—But where hath now llie m.tgic dwelling IIownT 
Oh! it hath melted like .1 dream awavt 
A dream liy far too beautiful fur c.irlli; 

Or like .1 cloud that huili no certain stay, 

But ever changing, like a different biiih. 

The aged liolly trees more silently, 

Now we are gone, stand on the silent ground; 

I seem to heir tlic striMmlet Moaling by 
With a complaining, melancholy sound. 

Hush'd arc the echoes in each luoiinfain's breast, 

No traces there of foirner mirth remain ; 

They all in friendly grandeur lie at rest 
And silent, save wlicre Nature’s endless strain, 

From cataract and cave, delights her lonely rei^n. 

Yet, though the strangers and their Tent liave past 
Away, like snow that leaves no mark behind, 

Theii image lives in m.iny a guiltless mind, 

And long within the shepherd’s cot .shall last. 

Oft when, on winter night, the crowded seat 
Is closely wheel'd befurc the bla/.ing fire, 

Then will he love with grave voice to repeat 
(He, the grey-headed venerable sire) 

The conversation he with us did hold 
On moral subjects, he had studied long; 

And some will gibe the maid wlio w.is so bold 
As sing to strangers readily a song. 

Then they unto each other will recal 
Each little incident of tliat strange night. 

And give their kind opinion of us ail: 


God ble-ss their faces smiling in the light 

Of their own cottage-hearth ! O, fair subduing sight! 

Friends of my heart! who shared that purqst joy, 

Aiitl oft will ro.ul theft lines with soften’d soul, 

Go wheic Mc will, let years of absence roll, 

Nought sh.ill our s.icred amity destroy. 

We walk’d logeihcr llirongli the niountain-calm. 

In open confidence, and perfect tiusl; 

And pleasure, (ailing througli our breasts like balm, 
Told that the yearning's that wo felt were just. 

No slighting tone, no chilling look e’er luarr’d 
The happiness in which our tlioiighls reposed, 

No w'ords save those of jyentlenes.s were heard, 

The cyi* .spoke kindly when ihc lip \v.is closed. 

But chief, on that blest day that wakes my song, 

Our hearts eternal Iriidi in silence swore; 

The holy oath is planted deep and strong 
Witliui our spirits,—in their inmost core,— 

And it sliall blossom f.tir till life shall be no more! 

Most hallow’d day! scarce can my heart sustain 
Yonr tender light by memory made more mild ; 

Tears could I shed even like unto .a child, 

And sighs wiihiti iny sjnnt hiisii the strain. 

Too many clouds have dimin'd rny youthful life, 

These wakeful eyes too many vigils kept; 

Mine h.uh it been to toss in ment.il strife, 

When in the moonli{'hl breathing Nature slept. 

But J forget niv cares, in bliss forget, 

When, peaceful V.illey! I rcinemher thee; 

I seem to localhc the air of joy, .md yet 
Thy hiighl’ning hues with niniston'd eyes I see. 

80 will it he, till life itself doth close, 

Rnaia though ! may o’er m.iny a distant clime; 

Happy, nr pining in unnoliccd woes. 

Oft shall my soul rcral that hh'sscd time, 

And ill her depths adore the beauteous and sublime! 

I Time that my nival reed at last should cease 
Its willing iiuinhers; not in vain hath flow’d 
The strain th.it on my singing heart bestow’d 
The holy boon of imdiMitihed peace. 

0 gentlest Lady I Sister of iiiy friend, 

Tliid simple strain I consc<‘ratu to thee; 

I Ilaply its music with thy soul may blend, 

! Albeit well nse<l to loftier minstrelsy. 

Nor, m.iy lliy quiet spirit read tlic lay 
With cold regard, thou wife and mother blest! 

For he was with mo on that Sahhath-day, 

Whose heart lies hurled in thy inmost breast. 

Then go, my innocent and blameless tale! 

In gludnc.ss go, and free from every fear. 

To yon sweet dwelling above Grassmcrc vale, 

And be to them 1 long have licld so dear 

One of their Are-side songs, still fresh from year to year! 


APOLOGY 

rOR THE LITTLE NATAT. TEMPLE, ON STORII.S’ POINT, 
WlNANOEltMEHE. 

Nat, Stranger! smile not at this little dome,’’ 

Albeit quaint, and with do nice regard 
To highest rules of grace and symmetry, 

IMaylhing of art, it venture thus to stand 
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'Mid the great forms of Natare. Doth it seem 
A vain intruder in the quiet heart 
Of this majestic Lake, that like an arm 
Of ocean, or some Indian rirer vast, 

In hcauty floats amid its guardian hills! 

Haply it may: yet in this humble tower, 

The mimicry of loftier edifice, 

There lives a silent spirit, that confers 
A lasting charter on its sportive wreath 
Of battlements, amid the mountain-calm 
To stand as proudly, as yon giant rock 
That with his shadow dims the dazzling lake I 

Then blame it not: for know't was planted here, 

In mingled mood of seriousness and mirth, 

By one ‘ wlio meant to Nature’s sanctity 
No cold unmeaning outrage. He was one 
Wlio often in adventurous youth had sail’d 
O'er the great waters, and he dearly loved 
Their music wild; nor less the gallant souls 
Whose home is on the Ocean:—so he framed 
This juiting mole, that like a natural cape 
Meets the soft-breaking waves, and on its point, 
Bethinking him of some sea-structure huge. 
Watch-tower or light-house, roar'd this mimic dome, 
Seen up and down the lake, a monument 
Sacred to images of former days. 

Sec [ in the playfulness of English zeal 
Its low walls arc emblazon’d ! ’I here thou read’s! 
Uowe, Duncan, Vincent, and that mightier name 
Whom death has made immortal.—Not misplaced 
On temple rising from an inland sea 
Such venerable names, though ne’er was heard 
The sound of cannon o’er these tranquil shores, 

Save when it peal’d to waken in bereave 
The mountain echo: yet this chronicle. 

Speaking of war amid the depths of peace, 

Wastes not its meaning on the heedless air. 

It hath its worshippers: it sends a voice, 

A voice creating elevated thoughts, 

Into the hearts of our bold peasantry 
Following the plough along these fertile vales, 

Or up among the misty solitude 

Beside the wild sheep-fold. The fishermen, 

Who on the clear wave ply their silent trade, 

Oft passing lean upon their dripping oars, 

And bless the heroes: Idling in the joy 
Of summer sunshine, as in light canoe 
The stranger glides among these lovely isles, 

This little temple to his startled soul 
Oft sends a gorgeous vision, gallant crews 
In flcrcc joy cheering as they onwards bear 
To break the Hue of battle, meteor-like 
Long ensigns brightening on the towery mast. 

And sails in awful silence o’er the main 
Lowering like thunder-clouds!— 

Then, stranger! give 
A blessing on ibis temple, and admire 
The gaudy pendant round the painted staff 
Wroathed in still splendour, or in wanton folds. 

Even like a serpent bright and beautiful, 

Streaming its burnish’d glory on the air. 

I The Uta Sir John Legird, Dart. 


And whether silence sleep upon the stones 
Of this small edifice, or from within 
Steal the glad voice of laughter and of song. 

Pass on with alterd thoughts, and gently own 
That Windermere, with all her radiant isles 
Serenely floating on her azure breast, 

Like slais in heaven, with kindest smiles may robe 
This monument to heroes dedicate. 

Nor Nature feel her holy reign profaned 
By work of art, though framed m humblest guise, 
When a high spirit prompts the builder's soul. 

THE FAIRIES, 

A DBKAM-LIKE REMEMBBANCR OF A DREAM. 

It chanced three merry Fairies met 
On the bridge of a mounLiin rivulet, 

Whose hanging arch through the misty spray, 

Like a little Lunar Ilainow lay, 

With turf and flowers a pathway meet 
For the twinkling of unearthly feet, 

For bright were the flowers as their golden tresses, 
And green the turf as their Elfin-dresses. 

Avc the water o’er the Linn 

M 

Was mocking, with a glcesomcdin, 

The small shrill laughter, as it broke 
In peals fiom these night-wandering Folk; 

While ilic stream danced on with a tinkling tune. 
All happy to meet by a blink o’ the moon. 

Now laughing louder than before. 

They strove to deaden that ceaseless roar; 

And, when vanquish’d was the waterfall, 
loudly they shouted one and all, 

Like the chorus of a Madrigal, 

Till the glen awoke from its midnight trance. 

And o'er the hills in flight-like dance, 

Was all the troop of ccliocs driven, 

; This moment on earth, and tliat in heaven. 

From the silent heart of a hollow Yew, 

The Owl sail’d forth with a loud halloo; 

And his large yellow eyes look'd bright 
With wonder, in the wan moonlight, 

As hovering white, and still as snow, 

He caught a glance of the things below, 

All burning on the bridge like fire 
In the sea-green glow of their wild attire. 

' ■ Halloo! Halloo! tu-whit! tu-whoo!i» 

Cried the glcesome Elves, and away they flew. 

With mimic shriek, sob, cry, and howl. 

In headlong cliace of the frighten'd Owl. 

With many a buffet they drove him onward, 

Now hoisted him up, now press’d him downward; 
They pull’d at his horns, and with many a tweak. 
Around and around they screw’d his beak; 

On his back they beat with a birch-spray flail. 

And they tore the long feathers from his tail; 
Then, like warriors mounted in their pride. 
Behind his win^ behold them ride! 

And shouting, charge unto the war, 

Each waving his soft plume-scymitar; 

A war of laughter, not of tears, 

The wild-wo^’s harmless Cuirassiers. 

Through the depth of Ivy on the wall 
(The sole remains of old Greystock Hall) 

i3 
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The Screamer is driven, half scared to death; 

And the gamesome Fairies, all out of breath, 

Their tiny robes in the air arranging, 

And kisses in their flight exchanging; 

Now slowly with the soft wind stealing 
Right onwards, round about now wheeling, 

Like leaves blown off in gusty weather, 

To the rainbow-bridge all flock together; 

And lo! on the green moss all alight. 

Like a cluster of Goldfinches mingling bright. 

What feats the Fairy Creatures play'd! 

Now seeming of the height afraid. 

And, folding the moss in fast embraces. 

They peep'd o'er the bridge with their lovely faces. 
Now hanging like the fearless flowers 
Dy their tiny arms in the Cataract-showers, 

Swung back and forward with delight, 

Like Pearls in the spray-shower burning bright! 
Then they drop at once into the Pool— 

A moment gone! then beautiful 
Ascending on slow-hovcring wing, 

As if with darkness dallying, 

They rose again, through the smiling air, 

To their couch of moss and flow'rets fair, 

And rooted lay in silence there. 

Down into the gulf profound 
Slid the stream without a sound! 

A charm had hush’d (he thundering shocks, 

And stillness steep’d the blacken’d rocks. 

’T was fit, where these fair things were lying, 

No sound, save of some Zephyr sighing, 

Should stir the gentle Solitude! 

The mouniain's night-voice was subdued 
To far-off music faint and dim. 

From Nature’s heart a holy hymn! 

For WHS that Universal Strain 
Through Fairy-bosoms breathed in vain; 
Entranced in joy the Creatures lay, 

Listening the music faraway. 

Till One the deep'ning silence broke. 

And thus in song-like murmurs spoke. 

KOUHTAiri-PAIBY. 

> Soon as (he lingering Sun was gone, 

I sail’d away from my sparry throne. 

Mine own cool, silent, glimmering dwelling, 

Below the roots of the huge Uylvellyn. 

As onwards like a thought 1 flew, 

From my wings fast fell the pearly dew, 

Sweet tiny orbs of lucid ray 
Rising and setting on my way, 

As if 1 had been some Planet fair, 

That ruled its own bright hemisphere. 

’ 0 beauteous sight!’ the Shepherd cried, 

To the Sliepberd slumbering at his side,— 

* Look where the Mountain-Fairy flies T 
Hut ere he bad open’d his heavy eyes, 

I had flown o'er Grassmere’s moonlight flood, 

And the ruading swing of old Rydal-Wood, 

And sunk down 'mid the heather-bells 
On the shady side of sweet Furness-FeUs. 

*T was but one soft wave o' my wing! 

A start, and an end 10 my journeying. 

One moment's rest in a spot so drear,— 

For the Moonlight wu steeping on Windermere, 


And I saw in that long pure streak of light 
The joy and (he sadness of the night. 

And mine eyes, in sooth, began to fill. 

So beautiful that Lake—so still— 

So motionless its gentle breast— 

Save where just rocking in their rest, 

A crowd of water-lilies lay 
Like stars amid the milky way. 

« But what had I with the Lake to do7 
So off to the misty hills I flew. 

And in dark ravines, and creviced rocks, 

With my finger I counted my thousand flocks, 

And each little Lamb by name I blest. 

As ttiow-white they lav in their innocent rest. 
When I saw some weak cold tottering Lamb 
Recline 'gainst the side of its pitiful 0am, 

Who seemed to have some wildering fear 
Of Death, as of a Foe that was near, 

I shone like a sunbeam soft and warm 
Till (he fleece lay smooth on its strengthened form, 
And the happy Creatures lay down together 
Like waves on the sea in gentle weather, 

And in contentment calm and deep 
Sank faintly-bleating into sleep. 

«In tbe soft moonlight glow I knew 
Where the herbs that hold (he poison grew; 

And at the touch of my feathery foot 
They wtihcretl at once both sbilk and root, 

But I shook not the gracious tears of night 
From the plants most dear in the Shepherd’s sight. 
And with mellower lustre bade them spring 
In the yellow round of the Fairy's ring, 

Till, methought, the hillside smiled afar 
With the face of many a verdant Star. 

I marked the Fox at the mouth of his den, 

And raised the shadows of lliintcr-mcn. 

And I bade aerial beagle rave. 

And the horn twang through the Felon's cave. 
Then buried him with Famine in his grave. 

■ Tlie Raven sat upon Langdalc-Peak 
With crusted blood on his cbon-bcak, 

And 1 dashed him headlong from the steep, 

While tlie murderer croaked in his sullen sleep. 
Away I sailed by the Eagle’s nest 
And (he Eaglets couched warm beneath her breast, 
But (he Shepherd shall miss her cry at morn. 

For her eyes arc dim and her plumage tom, 

And I left in their Eyrie the Imps accurst 
To die in their hunger, and cold, and thirst. 

All, all is well with my lovely Flocks! 

And so 1 drnpt suddenly down the rocks. 

From Loughi'ig-top, like a foiling Star, 

Seen doubtless through the mists afar 
By a hundred Shepherds on tlte Hill 
Wandering among the Moonlight still. 

And with folded wings and feet earth-bound 
1 fell myself standing o’er the sound 
Of this Waterfall, and with joy espied 
A Sister-Elf at either side! 

My Tale is told—nor strange nor new— 

Now, sweet Lady Bright-Eyes! what say youT« 

As some wild Night-Flower through the dew 
Looks to the Moon with freshened hue. 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


When a wandering breath of air 
Hath lifted up its yellow hair, 

And its own little glade grows bright 
At the soft revealment of its light, 

Upspriing, so sudden and so sweet, 

The MouNTAiN-FaiRY to her feetj 
And, looking round her with a smile, 

Silent the Creature paused awhile, 

Uncertain what glad thoughts should burst 
In music from her spirit first. 

Til), like a breath breathed clear from llearen, 

To her at once a voice was given, 

And through the tune the words arose 

As through the fragrant dew the leaflets of the Rose. 

GOTTAGE-rAIBY. 

■ Sisters! 1 have seen this night 
A hundred Coltage-Fires burn bright, 

And a thousand happy faces shining 

In the bursting blaze, and the gleam declining. 

1 care not 1 for the stars above, 

The lights on earth arc the lights I love: 

Let Venus bless tlic Kvening-air, 

Uprise at morn Prince Lucifer, 

Rut those little tiuy stars be mine 

That through the softened copsc>wood shine. 

With beauty crown the pastoral hill, 

And glimmer o’er the sylvan rill. 

Where stands the Peasant’s Ivied nest, 

And the huge mill-wheel is at rest. 

From out the honeysuckle’s bloom 
1 peeped into that laugliing room, 

Then, like a hail-drop, on the pane 
Pattering, I stilled the dtn again, 

While every startled eye looked up; 

And, half-raised to her lips the cup, 

The rosy Maiden’s look met mine! 

But 1 veiled mine eyes with the silken twine 
Of the small wild roses clustering thichly; 

Then to her seat returning quickly, 

She ’gan to talk with bashful glee 
Of Fairies ’neath the greenwood Tree 
Dancing by moonlight, and she blest 
Gently our silent Land of rest. 

The Infants playing on the floor, 

At these wild words their sports gave o’er, 

And asked where lived the Cottage-Fairy; 

The maid replied,' She loves to tarry 
Ofltlmcs beside our very hearth, 

And Joins in little Children's mirth 
When tliey are gladly innocent; 

And sometimes beneath the leafy Tent 
That murmurs round our Cottage-door, 

Our overshadowing Sycamore, 

We see her dancing in a ring, 

And liear the blessed Creature sing— 

A Creature full of gentleness, 

Rejoicing in our happiness.’ 

Then pluck’d 1 a wreath with many a gem 
Burning—a flowery Diadem; 

And through tlie wicket with a glide 
I slipped, add sat me down beside 
The youngest of those Infants fair, 

And wreath’d the blmsoms round her hair. 

* Who placed these flowers on William's head?' 

His litUe wondering Sister said. 


*A wreath not half so bright and gay 
Crown'd me, upon the morn of May, 

Queen of that sunny Holiday.’ 

The tiny Monarch laughed aloud 
With pride among the loving crowd, 

And, with my shrillest voice, I lent 
A chorus to tlicir merriment; 

Then with such murmur as a Dec 
Makes, from a flower-cup suddenly 
Borne off into the silent sky, 

I skimmed away, and with delight 
Sailed down the calm stream of the night, 

Till gently, as a flake of Snow, 

Once more I dropt on earth below, 

And girdled as with a rainbow zone, 

The Cot beloved I call mine own. 

■ Sweet Cot! tliat on the mountain-side 
Looks to the stars of Heaven with pride, 

And then flings far its smiling cheer 
O’er the radiant Isles of Windermere,^ 

Blest! ever blest! thy sheltered roof! 

Pain, grief, and trouble, stand aloof 
From the shadow of lliy green Palm-Tree! 

Let nought from Heaven e'er visit Thee, 

But dews, nnd rays, and sounds of mirth; 

And ever may this happy Earth 

Look happiest round thy small domain! 

Thee were 1 ne’er to see again, 

Methinks that agony and strife 
W'ould fall even on a Fairy's life, 

And nought should ever bless mine eyes 
Save the dream of that vanished Paradise. 

—The hush'd bec-hives were still as death— 
And the sleeping Doves held fast their breatli, 
Nestling together on the thatch; 

With my wing-tip 1 raised the latch, 

And there that lovely Lady shone, 
in silence sitting all alone, 

Beside the cradle of her Child! 

And ever as she gazed, she snailed 
On his calm forche^ white as snow, 

I rock’d the cradle to and fro, 

As on the broom a Linnet’s nest 
Swings to the mild wind from the west; 

And oft his little hands and breast, 

With warm and dewy lips I kist. 

* Sweet Fairy!’ the glad Mother said, 

And down she knelt as if she prayed— 

While glad was 1 to hear our name 
Bestowed on such a beauteous frame. 

And with my wings I hid mine eyes, 

Till I saw the weeping knceler rise 
From her prayer in holy ecstaciesln 

The Gottage-Faiit ceased; and Might, 

That seem’d to feel a calm delight 

In the breath of that sweet-warbling toogue^ 

Was sad at closing of the song. 

And all her starry eyne look’d dull, 

Of late so brightly beautiRil; 

Till on the Foxglove’s topmost cup 
The Fairy or the Lake leapt up. 

And with that gorgeous column swinfpng, 

By fits a low wild prelude singing, 
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And ^cefully on tip-toe standing, 

With outstretch'd arm, as if commanding, 

The beauty of the Night again 
Hevived beneatit her heavenly strain.*- 
I 4 OW, sad, and wild, were the tones I heard. 

Like the opening song of the hidden Bird, 

Ere music steeps th’ Italian vales 

From the heart of a thousand Nightingales; 

! But words were none; the balmy air 
Grew vocal round that Elhn fair, 

And, like her fragrant breath, the song 
Dropp*d dewiiy from that sweet tongue. 

But 'C was a language of her own, 

To grosser human sense unknown; 

And while in blissful reverie 

My soul lived on that melody, ^ 

In a moment all as death vtas still: 

Then, like an echo in a Hill 
Far off one melancholy strain! 

Too heavenly pure to rise again,—* 

And all alone the dreamer .itood 
Be^de the disenchanted flood. 

That roiled tlic rocky hanks along 
W'ith its own dull, alow, mortal song. 

—What wafted off the Fairies? hush I 

The storm comes down tlie glen—crush—crush— 

And as the blackening rain-cloud broke, 

The Pine Tree groans to the groaning Oak! 
Thunder is in the waving wood— 

And from BydaUmerc’s white-flashing flood 
There comes through the mist an angry roar. 
Loud as from the great sea-shore. 

Well, I ween, the Fairies knew 

The clouds that the sudden tempest brew. 

And ha<l heard far-off the raging rills, 

As they leapt down from a hundred hills,— 

And the ghostlike moan that wails and raves 
From the toppling crags and the sable caves,— 
Ere the night-storm in his wrath doth come, 

And bids each meaner round be dumb— 

So they sailed away to the land of rest, 

Eacli to the spot that it loved the best, 

And left our noisy world! 


THE HERMITAGE. 

Stbamger ! this lonely glen in ancient times 
Was named the glen of blood; nor Christian feel 
By night or day, from these o’er-arching cliffs 
That haply now have to thy joyful shouts 
Return’d a mellow music, ever brought 
One trembling sound to break the depth of silence. 
The village maiden, in this little stream, 

Though then, as now, most clearly beautiful. 

Ne’er steep’d her simple garments, while she sang 
Some native air of sadness or of mirth. 

In these cold, shady pools, the fearless trout 
Ne'er saw the shadow, but of sailing cloud. 

Or kite that wheeling eyed the far-off lamb; 

And on yon liasel bowers the ripen'd fruit 
Hung cliisteriug, moved but by the frequent swing 
Of playful squirrel,—for no school-boy here 
With crook and angle light on holiday 
Game nutting, or to snare the sportive fry. 

Evea bolder spirits shuon'd the glen of blood 1 


These rocks, the abode of Echo, never mock'd 
In sportive din the huntsman’s bugle-horn; 

And us the shcphiTd from the mountain-fold 
Homewards return'd beneath the silent Moon, 

A low unconscious prayer would agitate 
His l>rcalhli«s heart, for here in iinblesl grave 
Lay one for whom ne’er toll’d the passing-bell! 

And thus was Nature by the impious guilt 
Of one who scorn'd her gracious solitude, 
Defrauded of her worshippers: though pure 
This glen, us consecrated house of God, 

Fit haunt of heaven-aspiring piety. 

Or in whose dripping cells the poet's ear 
Might list unearthly music, this sweet glen, 

Willi all its tender tints anil pensive rounds, 

Its balmy fragrance and romantic forms, 

Lay lonely and unvisited; yea worse, 

Peopled with fancied demons, and the brood 
At enmity with mao. 

So was it once; 

But now far other creed hath sanctified 
This dim seclusion, and all human hearts 
Unto its spirit deeply reconciled. 

'T is said, and 1 in truth believe the tale. 

That many years ago an aged man, 

Of a divine aspect and stately form, 

Came to (his glen, and took up his abode 
In one of ihot>c wild caves so numerous 
Among the hanging cliffs, though hid from view 
By trailing ivy, or thick holly-bush, 

Through the whole year so deeply, brightly green. 
With evil eye (he simple villagers 
I First look'd on him, and scarcely dared to tell 
Each other what dim fears were in their souls. 

But there is romething in the voice and eye 
Of beautiful old age, with angel power 
That charms away suspicion, and compels 
The unwilling soul to reverence and love. 

So was it with tills mystical old man I 
When first he came into the glen, the spring 
Had Just begun to tinge the sullen rocks 
Willi transient smiles, and ere the leafy bowers 
Of summer rustled, many a visitant 
Had sat within his hospitable cave, 

From his maple bowl the unpolluted spring 
Drunk fearless, and with him partook the bread 
That his pale lips most reverently had bless'd 
With words becoming such a holy man 1 

Oft was lie seen surrounded by a group 
OF happy children, iinto whom he spake 
With more than a paternal tenderness; 

And they who once had gazed with trembling fear 
On the wild dweller in th* unholy glen, 

At last with airy trip and gladsome song 
Would seek him there, and listen on his knee 
To mournful ditties, and most touching tales! 

One only book was in this hermit’s cell, 

Tlie Book of Life; and when from it he read 
With solemn voice devoutly musical, 

His thoughtful eye still brightening as the words, 
The words of Jesus, in that peaceful cave 
Sounded more holily,—and his grey hair, 


M1SGELLAI9E0US POEMS. 


101 


Betokening that ere long in Jesus' breast . 

Would be his blessed sleep,— on his calm brows 
Spread quietly, like thin and suowy clouds 
On the hush'd evening sky-While thus he sate, 
Ev'n like the Apostle whom our Saviour loved, 

In his old age, in Patmos* lonely isle 
Musing on him that he had served in youth, 

Oh! then, 1 ween, the awe-struck villagers 
Could scarce sustain his tones so deeply charged 
With hope, and faith, and gratitude, and joy. 

But when they gazed!—in the mild lineaments 
Of his raujcsric visage, they beheld , 

How beautiful is holiness, and deem'd 
That sure he was some spirit sent by God 
To teach the way to Heaven! 

And yet his voice 

Was ofttimes sadder, than as they conceived 
An Angel’s voice would be, and though to soothe 
The sorrows of all others ever seem’d 
His only end in life, perhaps he had 
Griefs of his own of which he nothing spake; 

Else were his locks more grey, more pale his cheek, 
Than one had thought who only suw his form 
So stately and so tall.— 

Once did they speak 
To him of that most miserable man 
Who here himself had slain,—and then his eye 
Was glazed with stern compassion, and a tear,— 

It was the fii'st they e’er had seen him shed, 

Though mercy was llie attribute he loved 
Dearest in God's own Son,—bedimm’d its light 
For a short moment; yea, that hermit old 
Wept,—and his sadden'd face angelical 
Veil’d with his wither'd hands,—then on their knees 
He hade his children (so he loved to coll 
The villagers) kneel down; and unto God 
Pray for his brother's soul.— 

Amid the dust 

The hermit long hath slept,—and every one 
That listen’d to the saint’s delightful voice.— 

In yonder church-yard, near the eastern porcli, 
Close to the altar-wall, a little mound 
As if by Nature shapefi, and strewn by her 
With every tender flower that sorrow loves, 
Tradition calls his grave. On Sabbath-day, 

The hind oft hears the legendary talc 
Rehearsed by village moralist austere, 

With many a^pious phrase; and not a child, 

Whose tremhling feet have scarcely learnt to walk, 
But will conduct thee to the hallow’d spot 
And lisp the hermit's name. 

Nor did the cave 

That he long time from Nature tenanted 
Keuiain unhonour'd.—Duly every spring. 

Upon the day he died, thither repair’d 
Many a pure spirit, to his memoi y 
Chauniing a choral hymn, composed by one 
Who 00 Iris death-bed sat and closed liis eyes, 
a I am the resurrection and the life,* 

Some old man then would, with a solemn voice, 
Read from that Bible that so oft had blest 
The Hermit’s solitude with heavenly cheer. 


--- t _ 

This Book, sole relic of the sinless man. 

Was from the dust kept sacred, and even now 
Lies on yon box of undecaying yew, 

And may it never Fade!— 

Stranger unknown 1 

Thou breathest, at present, in ihe very cave 
Where on the Hermit death most gently fell 
Like a long wish’d-for slumber. The great Lord, 
Whose castle stands amid the music wild 
Breathed from the bosom of an hundred glens. 

Id youth by nature taught to venerate 
Things truly venerable, hither came 
One year to view the fair solemnity: 

And that the forust-wceds might not obstruct 
The entrance of the cave, or worm defile 
The soft green beauty of its mossy walls, 

This m.issivc door was from a fallen oak 
Shaped rudely, hut all other ornament, 

That porch of living rock with woodbines wreathed, 
And outer roof with many a pensile shrub 
Most delicate, he with wise feeling left 
To Nature, and her p.aticnt servant, Time I 

Stranger! I know thee not: yet since thy feet 
Have wandered here, 1 deem that thou art one 
Wliosr heart doth love in silent commuiiings 
To walk with Nature, and from scenes like these 
Of solemn sadness, to sublime thy soul 
To high endurance of all earthly pains 
Of mind or body: so that thou connect 
With N.ttiire's lovely and more lofty forms, 
Gongeuial thoughts of grandeur or of grace 
In moral being. All creation takes 
, Tlie spirit of Its >Uaractcr from him 
Who looks thereon: and to a blameless heart, 

E.irih, air, and ocean, howsoe’er beheld, 

Are pregnant with delight; while even the clouds, 
Embuthed in dying sunshine, to the base 
Possess no glory, and to the wicked lower 
As with avcDgiDg thunder. 

This sweet glen, 

How sweet it is thou feel’st, with sylvan rocks 
Excluding all hut one blue glimpse of sky 
Above, and from the world that lies around 
All hut the faint remembrance, tempted once 
To most unnatural murder, once sublimed 
To the high temper of the scrupliim: 

And thus, though its mild character remain’d 
iminutabic,—with pious dread was shunn’d 
As an unholy spot, or visited 
With reverence, as a consecrated shrine. 

Farewell! and grave this moral on ihy heart, 

■ That Nature smiles for ever on the good,— 

But that all beauty dies with innocence!* 

LINES 

WRITTEN ON READING THE MEMOIRS OP MUS 
ELISABETH SMITH. 

Pbacr to the dead! the voice of Nature cries. 

Even o'er the grave where guilt or frailty lies; 
Compassion drives each sterner thought away. 

And all seem good when mouldering in the clay. 
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For who amid the dim religious gloom, 

The solemn Sabbath brooding o‘er the tomb, 

The holy stillness that suspends our breath 
When the soul rests within the shade of death, 

What heart could then withhold the pensive sigh 
Reflection pays to poor mortality, 

Nor sunk in pity near allied to love, 

E’en bless the being wc could ne’er approve! 

The headstrong will with innocence at strife, 

The restless passions that deform’d his life. 

Desires that spurn’d at reason's weak control. 

And dimm'd the native lustre of the muI, 

The look repulsive that like ice repress'd 

The friendly warmth that play'd within the breast, 

The slighting word, through heedlessnuss severe, 
Wounding the spirit that it ought to cheer, 

Lie buried in the grave! or if they live, 

Remembrance only wakes them to forgive; 

While vice and error steal a soft relief 
From the still twilight of a mellowing grief. 

And oh! how lovely do the tints return 
Of every virtue sleeping in the urn! 

Each grace that fleeted unobserved away, 

Starts into life when those it deck’d decay; 

Regret fresh beauty ou the corse bestows, 

And self-reproach is mingled with our woes. 

But nobler sorrows lift the musing mind 
When soaring spirits leave their frames behind. 

Who walked the world in Nature’s generous pride, 

And, like a sun-beam, lighten’d as they died! 

Hope, resignation, the sad soul beguile, 

And Griefs tear-drops’mid Faith’s celestial smile: 

Then burns our being with a holy mirth 
That owns no kindred with this mortal earth; 

For hymning angels in blest vision wave 
Their wings’ bright glory o’er the seraph’s grave! 

Oh thou I whose soul unmoved by earthly strife, 

Led by the pole-star of eternal life, 

Own’d no emotion stain’d by touch of clay, 

No thought that angels might not pleased survey; 
Thou! whose calm course through Virtue’s fields was run 
From youth's fak morning to thy setting sun. 

Nor vice e’er dared one liillc cloud to roll 
O'er (ho bright beauty of thy spotless soul; 

Thou! who secure in good works strong to save, 
Resign’d and happy, eyed'st the opening grave, 

And in the blooming summer of thy years 
Scarce felt’st regret to leave this vale of tears; 

Oh! from thy throne amid the starry skies. 

List to my words thus interwove with sighs, 

And if the high resolves, the cherish’d pain 
That prompt the weak but reverential strain, 

If love of virtue ardent and sincere 
Can win to mortal verse a cherub’s ear, 

Bend from thy radiant throne thy form divine, 

And make the adoring spirit pure as thine! 

When my heart muses o’er the long review 
t)f all thy bosom felt, thy reason knew, 

O’er boundless learning free from boastful pride. 

And patience humble though severely tried, 

Judgment unclouded, passions thrice refined, 

A b^ven-aspiring loftiness of mind, 

And, rare perfection! calm and sober sense 
Combuifd widi fancy's wild magnificence; 


Struck with the pomp of Nature's wondrous plan, 

I hail with joy the dignity of man, 

And soaring high above life's roaring sea. 

Spring to the dwelling of my God and Thee. 

Short here thy stay! for souls of holiest birth 
Dwell but a moment with the sons of earth; 

To this dim sphere by God's indulgence given. 

Their friends are angels and their home is heaven. 
The fairest rose in shortest time decays; 

The sun, when brightest, soon withdraws hts rays; 
The dew that gleams like diamonds on the tliorn 
Melts instantaneous at the breath of mom; 

Too soon a rolling shade of darkness shroud' 

The star that smiles amid the evening clouds; 

And sounds that come so sweetly on the car. 

That the soul wishes every sense could hear, 

Are as the Light’s unwearied pinions fleet, 

As scarce as beauteous, and as short as sweet. 

Yet, though the unpolluted soul requires 
Airs born in Heaven to fon her sacred fires, 

And mounts to God exulting to be free 
From fleshly chain that binds mortality, 

The world is hallow’d by her blest sojourn, 

And glory dwells for ever round her urn! 

Her skirts of beauty sanctify the air 

That felt her breathings, and th.at heard her prayer; 

Vice dies where’er die radiant vision trod, 

And there e'en Atheists must believe iu God! 

Such the proud triumphs that the good achieve! 
Such the blest gift that sinless spirits leave! 

The parted soul in God-given strength sublime, 
Streams undimm'd splendour o’er unmeasured time; 
Still on the earth the sainted hues survive, 

Dead in the tomb, hut in the heart alive. 

In vain the tide of ages strives to roll 
A bar to check the intercourse of soul; 

The hovering spirits of the good and great 
With fond remembrance own their former state, 

And musing virtue often can behold 
In vision high their plumes of wavy gold, 

And drink with tranced ear the silver sound 
Of seraphs hymning on their nightly round. 

By death untaught, our range of thought is small. 
Bound by the attraction of this earthly ball. 

Our sorrows aud our joys, our hopes and fears 
Ignobly pent within a few short years; 

Rut when our hearts have read Fate’s mystic book, 
On Heaven’s gemm’d sphere wc lift a joyful look, 
Hope turns to Faith, Faith glorifies the gloom. 

And life springs forth exulfing from the tomb! 

Oh, blest Eliza! though to me unknown, 

Thine eye’s mild lustre and thy melting tone; 
Though on this earth apart our lives were led. 

Nor my love found thee till thy soul was fled; 

Yet, can affection kiss thy silent clay. 

And rend the glimmering veil of death away: 

Fancy beholds with fix’d, delighted eye, 

Thy white-robed sjpirit gently gliding by; . 

Deep sinks thy smile into my quiet breast. 

As moonlight steeps the ocean-wave in rest'. 

While thus, bright shade! thine eyes of mercy dwell 
On that fair land thou loved’st of old so veil. 
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What holy raptures through thy being flow* 

To sec thy memory blessing all below, 

Virtue re-kindle at thy grave her fires, 

And vice repentant shun his low desires! 

This the true Christian's heaven! on earth to sec 
The soveroign power of immortality 
At war with sin, and in lriurnph.int pride 
Spreading the empire of the crucified. 

Oft 'mid the calm of mountain solitude, 

Where Nature’s lavelincss thy spirit wooed; 

\/here loi^iply cataracts with sullen roar 
To thy hush’d heart a fearful rapture bore, 
nd caverns moaning with tlic voice of night, 

St 'cp’d through tlie car thy mind in strange delight; 
I feel thy influence on my heart descend. 

Like words of comfort wliisper'd by a friend, 

And every cloud in lovelier figures roll, 

Shaped by the power of thy presiding soul! 

And when, slow^sinking in a blaze of light, 

The sun in glory bathes Ciach radiant height. 

Amid the glow thy form seraphic seems 
To float refulgent with unhorrow’d beams; 

For thou, like him, lindst still thy course pursued, 
From thy own blessedness disp^msing good; 

Brightly that soul in life’s fair morn arose, 

And burn’d like him, more glorious at its close. 

But now, I feel my pensive spirit turn. 

Where parents, brothers, sistera, o’er thee mourn. 

For though to all unconscious time supplies 
A strength of soul that stifles useless sighs; 

And in our loneliest hours of grief is given 
To our dim gaze a nearer glimpse of heaven, 

Yet, human frailly pines in deep distress, 

Even wlien a friend has soar’d to happiness, 

And sorrow, selfish from excess of love, 

Would glad recal the seraph from above! 

And, chief, to thee! on whose delighted breast, 
While, yet a babe, she play'd herself to rest, 

Who rock'd her cradle with requited care, 

And bless’d her sleeping with .a silent prayer; 

To thee, who first beheld, with watchful eye, 

From her flush’d check health's natural radiance fly, 
And, though by fate denied the power to save, 
Smoothed with kiud care her passage to the grave, 
When slow consumption led with fatal bloom 
A rosy spectre smiling to the tomb; 

I The strain of comfort first to thee would flow. 

But thou hast comforts man could ne’er bestow; 
And e'eii misfortune's long and gloomy roll 
Wakes dreams of glory in thy stately soul. 

For reason whispers, and religion proves. 

That God by sorrow chastencth whom he loves; 

And suffering virtue smiles at misery's gloom, 
Cheer'd by the light that burns beyond the tomb. 

• 

All Nature speaks of tliy departed child, 

The flowery meadow, and the mountain wild; 

Of her the lark ’mid sun-shine oft will sing, 

And torrents flow with dirgedike murmuring! 

The lake, that smiles to heaven a watery gleam, 
Shows in the vivid beauty of a dream 
Her, whose fine touch in mellowing hues array'd 
The misty summit and the woodland glade, 


The sparkling depth that slept in waveless rest, 

.And verdant isles reflected on its breast. 

As down tile vale Uiy lonely footsteps stray, 

While eve steals dimly on retiring day. 

And the pale light that nameless calm supplies 
That liolds communion with the promised skies, 
When Nature’s beauty overpowers dUtress, 

And stars soft-burning kindle holiness, 

Thy lips in passive rusignuion move, 

And peace broods o’er tliec on the wings of love. 

The languid mien, the cheek of hectic dye, 

The mournful beauty of the radiant eye, 

The placid smile, the light and easy breath 
Of natiiro blooming on the brink of death, 

Wheu the fair phantom breathed in twilight balm 
A dying vigour and deceitful calm, 

The tremulous voice that ever loved to tell 
Thy fearful heart that all would soon be well, 

Steal on thy memory, and though tears will fall 
O'er scenes gone by that thou wotildst fain rccal, 
Yet oft has faith with deeper bliss beguiled 
A parent weeping her dup^irted child. 

Than love maternal, when her baby lay 
Hush’d at lier breast, or smiling in its play, 

And, as some glimpse of infant fancy came, 
Murmuring in scarce-heard lisp some broken name. 
Thou fecl'st no more griefs palpitating stiirt, 

Nor the drear night hangs heavy on thy heart. 
Though sky and star may yet awhile divide 
Thy mortal being from thy bosom’s pride, 

Your spirits mingle—while to thine is given 
A loftier nature from the touch of heaven. 


EXTRACT 

FROM AN UNFINISHED POEM, ENTITLED aTHE HEARTH.» 

My soul, behold the beauty of bis home! 

The very heavens look down with gracious smiles 
Upou its holy rest. How bright a green 
Sleeps round the dwelling of two loving hearts! 

The air lies hush'd above (he peaceful roof, 

As if it felt the sanctity within. 

On glides the river with a tranquil flow, 

Delighting in his music, as he bathes 

The happy hounds where happiness doth stray. 

—I sec tiicm silting by each other’s side, 

In the heart’s silent secrecy! 1 hear 
T)ie breath of rne«litation from their souls. 

They speak : a soft, subduing tenderness, 

Born of devotion, innocence and bliss, 

Steals from their bosoms in a silver voice 
That makes a pious hymning melody. 

They look : a gleam of light as sadly sweet 
As if they listen’d to some mournful tale, 

Swims in their eyes that almost melt to tears. 

They smile: oh 1 never did such languor steal 
From lustre of two early-risen stars 
When all the silent heavens appear their own. 

And lo! an infant shows his gladsome face! 

His beautiful and shining golden head 
Lies on his mother’s bosom, like a rose 
Fallen on a lilicd bank. A dewy light 
Meets the soft smiling of his upward eye, 

As in the playful restlessness of joy 
He clings around her neck, and fondly strives 
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To reach the kisses mantlinf; from her soul. 

—And now the baby in his cradle sleeps. 

Hush'd by his mother's prayer! How soft her tread 
Falls, like a snow-llake, on the noiseless floor! 

She almost fears to breathe too fond a sigh 
Towards the father of her darling child. 

—Sleep broods o’er alt the house: the mother's heart. 
Beating within her husband's folding arms, 

Dreams of sweet looks of waking h.ippiness, 

Unceasing greetings of congenial thought, 

Deep blendings of existence; till awoke 
By the long stirring of delightful dreams. 

She with a silent prayer of thankfulness 
I^eans gently>brcalhing on the breast of love ( 

Can guilt or misery ever enter here 7 
Ah! no; the spirit of domestic peace, 

Though calm and gentle as the brooding dove, 

And ever murmuring forih a quiet song, 

Guards, powerful as the sword of clienibim, 

The hallow'd porch. Shu hath a heavenly smile 
That sinks into the sullen soul oi' vice. 

And wins him o’er to virtue, so transforms 
The pui'poM! of his heart, that sudden shame 
Smothers the curses struggling into birth, 

And makes him turn an eye of kindliness 
Kven on the blessings that he came to blast. 

It is a lofty thought, O guardian love! 

To think that he who lives beneath thine eye 
G'in never he polluted. Festilunce, 

TIh dire, contagious pestilence of sin, 

Blay walk abroad, and lay its victims low; 

But they, whose upright spirits worship thee. 

Breathe not the tainted air—they live apart 
Unharm'd, as Israel's heaven-protected sons, 

When the exterminating angel pass'd 

With steps of blood o'er Egypt's groaning laud. 

Thun ever keep unhroken and unstiiincd 
The Sahbath-sinctity of home; the shrine 
Where spirit in its rapture worships God. 

By Heaven beloved for ever are the walls 

Tlial duly every morn and evening hear , 

Our whisper’d hymns! Eternity broods there. 

Yea I like a father smiling on a hand 
Of happy children, the Almighty One 
Dwells in the midst of us, appearing oft 
In visible glory, while our filial souls, 

Hade pure beneath the watching of his eye, 

Walk stately in the conscious praise of Heaven! 

EDITH AND NORA. 

A PASTORAL POET's DHRAM. 

Shi hath risen up from her inoriring prayer. 

And chained the waves of her golden hair, 

Hath kissed her sleeping sistei's cheek. 

And breathed the blessing she might not speak, 

Lest the whisper should break the dream that smiled 
Round the snow-white brow of the sinless child. 

Her radiant Lamb and her puriiling Dove 
Have ta'eu their food from the hand they love; 

The low deep coo and the pUimive bleat 
In the morning calm, how clear and sweet! 

Ere the Sun has warmed the dawning hours, 

She hath watered tlie glow of her garden flowers, 


And welcomed the hum of the earliest Bee 
In the moist bloom working drowsily; 

Then up the flow of the rocky rill 
She trips away to the pastoral Hill; 

And, as she lifts her glistening eyes 
In the joy of her heart to the dewy skies, 

She feels that her sainted Parents bless 
The life of their Orphan Shepherdess. 

'T is a lonely Glen! but the happy Child 

Hath friends whom she meets in (he morning wild-' 

As on she trips, her native stream, 

Like lier hath awoke from a joyful dream, 

And glides away by her twinkling feet, 

With a face ns bright and a voice as sweet. 

Jn the osier bank the Ouzel sitting, 

Hath heard her steps, and away is flitting 
From stone to stone, as she glides along. 

Then sinks in the stream with a broken song. 

The Lapis ing, fo.irlc«s of his nest. 

Stands looking round with his delicate crest, 

Or a love-like joy is in liis cry, 

As he wheels and darts and glances by. 

Is the Heron asleep on the silvery sand 
Of his little Lake? Lo! his wings expand 
As a dreamy thought, and withonten dread, 
Gloud'like he floats o’er the Maiden's head. 

She looks to the birch-wood glade, and lo! 

There is browsing there the mountain-roe. 

Who lifts up her gentle eyes, nor moves 
As on glides the form whom all nature loves. 
Having spent in Heaven an liour of mirth, 

The Lark drops down to the dewy earth, 

And a& silence smooths his yearning breast 
In the gentle fold of his lowly nest, 

The Linnet takes up the hymn, unseen 
In the yellow broom or (he bracken green. 

And now, as the morning-hours are glowing, 

From the hill*side cots the cocks arc crowing. 

And the Shepherd's is barking shrill 
From the mist fast rising from the bill. 

And the Shepherd's self, with locks of grey. 

Hath blessed the Maiden on her way! 

And now she sees her own dear flock 
On a verdant mound beneath the rock. 

All close logethur in beauty and love, 

Like the small fair clouds in heaven above. 

And her innocent soul at the peaceful sight 
Is swimming o'er with a still delight. 

And how shall sweet Edith pass the day, 

From her home and her sister so far away. 

With none to whom she may speak the while, 

Or share the silence and the smile. 

When the stream of thought flows calm and deep. 
And (he face of Joy is like that of sleep? 

Fear not—(he long, still Summer-day 
On downy wings hath sail'd away, 

And is melting unawares in Even, 

Like a pure cloud in the heart of Heaven, 

Nor Weariness nor Woe hath paid 
One visit to the happy Maid, 

Silting in sunshine or in shade. 

For many a wild Tale doth slie know, 

Framed in these valleys long ago 
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By pensive Shcplicrds, unto whom 
The sweet brenlh of the hc.Uher'Utoom • 
Brought inspti-atiou, smd the Sky 
Folding; the hiU>top6 silently, 

And oirs so spiiit'likc, and streams 

Aye iniirinunn^' thi-ou{'h a world of dreams 

A hitiulred plaintive luDeshatli she— 

A hiindrerl rhnunb of sober ({tee— 

And she hath sung them o'er and o'er,— 

As on some solitary shore 

'r is said the iVlurninid oft doth sin^; 

Beneath some clitf s o‘ersli.idowin({, 

W hile niclleth oVr tlic waters clear 
A son(; whit’h there is none to hcai ! 

Slid at the close of eacli wild strain 
(lath ({cnih* Kdilh lived u;{.iiii 
O'er lon(j>past hours—while smiles and si{{hs 
Obey’d tlicirown loved Melodie.s. 

\ow rose to si(;ht the hawlhorn-({!<ide, 

Where that old blind iMiisicinn pl.iycd 
So hhllieiy to the dancini; nntj— 

Or, HI a Ht of sorrowinQ, 

Siiii(; iiioninrtil Soii({s of other years 
Tli.it fill'd his own dim eves with tears. 

And lIuMi the Sahhatli .seemed to rise 
In stillness o'er the placid skies, 

And fioin the small KiiK in the Dell 
<I.imc the ele.ir chime of holy Bell, 

Sohminh ce.isiii({, when appe.ir’d 

The j'ley-h.iir'd M.ih heluied and fe.ir’tl— 

Tlic M.ni of Go«l—whose e^i*s wen* till’d 
W’lih visions in the lieavens helicid, 

And iii'litriilly inspired feii, 

W liose yoki‘, like hove's, is li;‘ht to hear. 

—And thus sole siiiui(' on tliu Brae, 

Fiom hiinian voii*es far aw.iVt 

l.ieit like llie ilow'ers round I'Milli's leet, 

Shone fniih lo.'i f.iiieii's wild or sweety 
Some 111 the shades of nieinory 
I'lifoldnij; out ndnct.inllv, 

But hreathini; frtnn that tender (;h>um 
A fami—eilnTi.il—pure peifiiin*’; 

Some hui'iiiii({ m their ftill-hlown pride. 

And hy ihe .'«un's love he.iutificd; 

None witlici’d—for the air is holy, 

Of a pure spiiil’s uielaneholy; 

And God's own {'racdoiis eye hath smiled 
On llie sot rows of this Orphan (diild; 
Therefore, her I’.ireiUs' Grave .ippears 
Green, calm, and sunhn|;ht llirough hei tears, 
Beneath the decp'mn^' hush of yiMiv 

An Iinn({c of ymni* lalith’s Life, 

This one still day—no noise—no siiife— 

I Alike cairn—iiiorniiiji--iioon—and even— 

, And Railli to her as pure sis Heaven. 

t 

.Now ni|'liC comes wavering down the sky 
Tile clouds like ships at aurhor lie, 

All gather’d lu the glimmering air, 

.\f(er their pleasant voyage: there 
i me solitary hark glides on 


Are these the Hills so steqv’d hy day, 

III a greenness that scorn’d to muck rlecay, 

And that stole from the Son so strong and light, 
That it well uiighl d.ire ih’ eclipse of night» ' 

Where is the sound ih.ii (iilc,i ii,p .,}r 
Around—and ahovc—and every where? 

Soft Wild pipes Im-shcd! and a wurld of wings 
All shut with their i-adi.mt shivcritigs' 

The wild hccs now are all at rest 

In their carlhi'ii cell—or their mossy nest— 

Save when some lateil l.ihoiircis eomc 
Fioin the far-off hills with a w«Mry hum. 

And drop down 'mid the llowcis, till morn 
Sh.iil .iw.iken to life each tiny horn, 

Ih'w’ s)iniikles slc(‘|i on cverv flower, 

And iMcIi bending stalk has lost its power— 

No toils have they, hut in licaiity ldi‘st. 

They sci'in to partake in M.Uiire's rest. 

Sleep calms tlic liosoni of the Karth, 

And a dream just moves it in f.iintest mirth, 

1 

{ The slunthcrof the Hills and Sky 
ll.itii hushed 111(0 a reverie 
Tin* soul of l■'(h(h—hy tiegrees, 

With li.itF'closed cyir* she notliing secs 
But the glimmer of twilight slrclclied af.ir, 

And one hiiglit solil.iry sl.ii, 

'Ih.il comes like .in angel with his beams, 

To li'.id her on ilirotigli llie woild of iiri;.anis, 

Slie feels llie soft gr.iss heiieaih her hisid, 

.\nd the smell of llowet's around Iki shed, 
Bic.ithing of Raith,—as yet, she knows 
VVlienri* is llie sound (hat p.ist her flows, 

(Tlic (loweiy fount in its hilUuIccell) 

But .1 tieauly there is which she cannot tell 
To hi’i' soul lli.tt heholds it, sprc.id .ill arniind, 
.\iicl sh(>leels.i r.iptiii'e, oh* more piorniind 
Than e'er hv a dre.im was hiealhi'd, or drivi n 
Thioiigli a hosorn, all suddenly filled with heaven. 

Oh' ioiiie ye fioni heaven ye hlessed Thiii|{s, 

; So silt-ni with yoni silvciy wings 
FoMetl in moonliglit ghin')ierin(;H? 

—'I iu'v li.ivi: dropt like two soft ({le.irris of light, 
'riiosc gracious I'ntiiis, on the vcid.iiil height 
Wlieie Mdith ill hei sliimlier lies, 

Witfi calm f.ire iiicelini; tlie c.ihii ska's, 
hike one wlios-* e.irlhly course is o'er. 

And sleepelh to awake no inoie ! 

(ia/ing upon the (Iliild they sl.nid, 
j 1 'ill one with siii.iH soft silent liaml 
lift'* from that hiow the golden hail — 

• Was ever iiiuri.il f.n «* so f.ur> 

God gives In us the sleeping maid !<• 

And sr.inely arc the kind words s.iid, 

' Th.in Kdith's lovely neck is wreathed 
I \\ iih arms as soft iis zephyrsbre.ith(sl 
j fl'er sltHiping lilies,—.ind slowly raised 
I The KtiU form of the cliiUI, aniateil 
I To sec ihosf! visages divine, 

' And eyes so Blted with pity, shine 
) On her, a simple Shephenless, 

All orphan in the wilderness! 


So slow, that Its h.iven will ne'er he won. 1 

But a wandering wind hath lent it motion, • O, happy child! who livest in mirth 

And the Iasi S.ul h.ith pa.ssed o'er the heavenly ocean. And joy of thine own on thU sinful Karth, 
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I WhoHe licarL, like a lonely slrcarn, keeps 
, Or, like a lioly hull, ia ririQinQ 
So sweetly iij the silent wild--' 

Wilt tlioii rome with us, thou happy child, 

And live in a land where woe und pain 
I Are heard hut as a ^r-off strain 
, Of mournful music,—where the Itreatli 
Of Life is miirmiirin); not of Rcath , 

And Happiness alone doth weep, 

And nought hut llliss doth break our sleep. 

Will thou come with us to the Land of Dre.iin^ - 
—A kiss as soft us ninnnli{;lil seems 
To fall on Edith's brow and clieeh— 

As that voice no more is heard to speak; 

Ami hrii'hl before her li.ill-i-los<.-d eyes 
Stand np these Shapes fioiri l*>iradiM*. 

Areathinu sweet fear into lier hear]' 

—She tnuiilduth lest tiicdr bn.inty p.iit, 
tilniullike, ere she he full awake, 

And leave liei weepiii([ for their sake, 

All orphan Sh«*plier(h’hs a|;.iin, 

Left all by lieiv'lf in that lonely (;leri' 

■ E(Mr not, Hwir't Edith' to come alnn|' 

Willi IIS, Ihniij'li the voice of (he I'aiiy’s Soni; 
i Sound Ktr.inj'e to lliy soul lliiis iiiurmuiin(; near — 

I I’e.ir not, for ihnii hast nou(i;ht to Feiii ! 

Oft hast (lion lii'.ird onr voice liefore, 
llv»in-hke pass by thy cott.i{'e door 
When thou and tliy sister were at piayors,— 
tdi hast thou heard it in wild low airs, 
tlirclin^; lliy much on the Iiealhcry hill,— 

And when all the stars in heaven were still, 

As ihclt iiTia)p's in the lake below. 

That was onr voire that serni'd to How, 

Like softest waters ihroii);h the niphi, 

The iiiiiHir hre.iihed fioiii mir deli{',lit. 

Then, mine with us, sweet Ldith! come 
And lUvell in the Lake>F.iuy's hmiie ; 

Anri iiappier none can he in heaven, 

Then we in those {;rcen v.iile^s, |»iveii 
liy Natiiie's kind heiieru'cnce 
To IIS, who live iii iiinoeenee. 

And on our {;entle missions ^'o, 

Up to the hiiin.in world of woe. 

To inakehy our music moital KIves 
For a dream ns happy as ourselves; 

All llittin{' h.tek e’er the morn arise, 

To onr own iinlrouhled Far.ulise.i 

» O waft me there, ere iny dieam is pone, 

For dreams ha\c a wild world all their own! 

\nd never was vision like to this— 

(> waft me away ere I wake from bliss ’ 

Rut where is my little sisierf Where 

The chilli whom her mother with dyiiiu prayer 

Put into my bosom, and bade us he 

True to each otlier, as on the soa 

Two lovinp biuls, whom a wave may divide, 

- Rut who llnat hack soon to c.ieli other’s side' 

Brinp Nora here, and we two will take 
Our journey with you deep down the Lake, 

And let its waters for ever close 
O'er the upper world of liutnaii woes, 

For young though we 1 h.>, und have known no strife, 
Yet we ttlurt at the shadows of mortal life; 


I And many a tear have we two^hed 
j In c.ieh other's arms, on an orphan lied,— 

So let ^o^a in my heai t he given, 

And with you will wo lly, and trust in Heaven 

A sound of parting wings is heard, 

Ah when at night home wandering bird 
Flits hy IIS, absent from its nest 
neyoud the hour of the Soiigslci’s rest. 

Foi, the vnuiiger Fairy away hath Hown, 

And hath Nora found in lier sleep alone, 
n.ilh raised her up hetween her wiinp>. 

And lulled her with gentlest murniuiings, 
And home her over plain and steep 
With soft smoulh glide that breaks not sleep, 
And l.iid her down as still as death 
T>y I'dilli's side on the balmy heath, 

Aiitl all ere twice ten waves li.ivc liroke 
(hi the Lake's snionili sand, or the aged oak 
ilalli ('eased (o shiver its leaves so n'd 
Renealli the hroe/c that just touched its head 

The liL'iith-MowerK all are shining bright, 

And evi'ry Mar has it own soft light, 

And all the ijuiet clouds aie theie. 

And llu' s.inie sweet sound is in the ah', 

Fiom siieam and echo mingling wc'll 
In the sileih'i* of tli<‘ gliiiirnei ing, dell,— 

Rut no more is .si.'cn the radiant fold 
Of Fiiiry-wings hedropf wiili gold, 

Nor those swert human faces ' They 
liavt' iiiehed lik«.' till' dew jway, 

And ICdilh and Nora never nior<‘ 

Shall he silling seen on the earildy shore’ 

I'or they drift ,iway with peai'iTitl iriolion, 
Like hulls into the htsirt of ot'c.in. 

Some silent spot sceiue fiom slnriiis -- 
Who float on with tlieir soft-plumed foinis 
Whitei than lli<‘ w’hile sea-foam. 

Still d.itieiiig on Fiom houu* to lioitie. 

Fair (aealures! In llu'ir Iniudy glee 
Happier ihiin Stars m Heaven oi S<‘.i 

Long jears are past—iind every sloiu* 

Of the Orplian.s’ cot is with moss o’ergrown, 
And wild-stall-h IxMUlifnl and tall 
Hang o’er tlu Httlc garden-wall, 

And the eleai well within the rock 
Lii's Willi its smiling calm unbrnke 
Ry dipping pitcher' There the IlivcM! 

Rut no faint feeble hum survhes— 

Dead is lliut Cottage once so sweet, 

Sliruudisl as in a winding>«heet— 

Nur even the sobbing of the air 
Mourns o’er dm life tluit once was there' 

O happy vc! who have Mown afar 
Fi oin the sword of those ruthless men of war, 
That, for many a year, have bathed in blood 
Scotland's green glens of solitude i 
Orphans were ye—hut your lips were calm 
I When together ye sang the evening psalm; 

I Nor sound of terror on the hreexe, 

I Ker startled you up from your humble knees, 
{ When on the dewy daisied sod, 

! In heaven ye worshipp’d your Father’s God, 
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After tlic simple way approvuil 
Wy men whom God .mtl An^jeU loved. 

D.irk—(lark d.tyH enmc—when liolv pr.iyeis 
Arc sirifdl held, and stM*w-wliire hiiirs 
Ry nirfiaii h.uids .ire loi n and sticw’d, 

Kxen where the Old Man bows to (iod! 

S.ihba(h is Ixm^v to the soul, 

When no kirk-hell is heard to loll, 

Struck dumb .is ice-^no biidai show 
ShiiicK c1i(>erfiii tl)ron(;h these d.ayH of woe, 

Now arc the ble.st b.iptisni.'il i ites 
Done by lone streams, in moonh'ss nif,his; 

Now every lover Inwjs in dre.id, 

Sleep (lies from cradle and from Im»1, 

The silent i)(e.d in fear is ble'<t; 
hi fear tbe nintbrr {pves }icr hre.ist 
To the infant, wbnsc dim ev<s eati traec* 

A trouble in h<*r sinilin|[ face. 

The little {;ii'l her h.iir lias braided 
Over .1 brow by tenor sb.nb’d , 

And virgins, in ynilli’s lovi-ly 
U ho fear not diMlli, li.ive far vvoim; foais, 

W.iillng is heard o'er all the land, 
h>r, by day and nigbl, a bloody hand 
\ bloody sword doth widely wave, 

And pe.iee is none, but in the (p.ive 

lint l'.(]itii and Nora lead happy horns 
111 the Oiics ii Take-Fairy’s p.ilare-howers, 

Nor troubles from the world of ill 
K'er teach that kiitgdoin ealni and still, 

A fite.ini'hke kingdom stink below 
'I'hc laial rearli ol waking woe' 

Then;, radiant water-drops are shed, 
fake striri{p« of pearl round eurh Oiph.in's head, 
(llist(;niiig with m.iny a lovidy ray. 

Vet, all so light, that fliey melt away, 

Fufell hy the locks they hr.intify— 

The tlow'cis that bloom there never die, 

Rreaihing for ever through the calm 
A gentle hreatli of honey'd baltn, 

Nor e%er happy Fairy grieves 
t)’er the yellow fall of the Forest leaves, 

Nor mourns to hear the rustling dry 
Of their fadi'd piide in the frosty sky, 

For ull is young and dcallilcss there. 

All things unlike—but all tbin(p« fair. 

Nor is that saddest beauty known 
Th.!! lies in the thoughts of pledsure flown, 

Nor doth joy (wur need to burrow 
A otiarm to its soul from the KmiU« of sorrow. 

Nor arc tlie upper world and skies 
Witlilield, when they list, from these Orphans' eyes— 
The shadow of green trees on earth 
Falls on the I/ake—and the small bird’s mirth 
Itoth often through the silence ring 
Jn*sweci, shrill, merry jargoning— 

So (hat the Orphans almost think 
They are lying again on the broomy brink 
Of their native Doe—and scarcely know 
]t the change hath been to bliss or woe, 

As, 'mid that music wild, they seem 
To start back to life front a fairy dream. 

So all that most beautiful is above 
Sends down to tlieir rest its soul of love, 


Nor have they in iheir bliss forgot . 

Tlie walls, loof, and door, of their native cot, 

Nor the bed in wlin li their FaretilS died, 

Ami they themselves slept side by side! 

T!uv know (hat Heaven h.uli bronghl tlieiii hcie. 
To shield them from the clouds of fear; 

And therefore on their sinless bre.ists 
When they go to sleep the Riblc rests, 

The Rihic that they read of old. 

Reside their lambs in the mountain-fold, 

(Insi.'en hut by one gracious eye. 

Thill blest llicir inf.ml piety' 

On wliat doth tbe wondering shepherd gaze, 

As o'er Loch-Ken the moonlight plays, 

And in the I’l.inei's .silver^’ glow, 

F.ir shines the smooth sand, while ns snow ’ 

III Heaven or f,.ike there i.s no hree/e, 

Y4'( a glimmering S:til (hat Shu})hcrd sees. 
Swan-like steer on its stalely iviiy 
Into the little (ireseent hay; 

Now joeiindly its fair gleam rearing, 

And now in d.nktx’vs disappearing, 

Till 'mid the w'ller-lilies riding 
It hangs, and to the gieen shore gliding 
Two lovelv (*i'eatnre.s silently 
Sit down hcnealh the star-light sky, 

Amt look .iionnd, in dei'p deHglit, 

On all the ]nite still smiles of nii;li(. 

As (lu-y sit ill heaiity on (hi: slioie. 

The Shepliei’il feels hi! has semi iiefnie 
The rpiict of ih<‘ir he.ivenly eyi*H 
•( T IS the Ol pli.iiis eonte haek from R.ir.iiliM'. 
Fditli and Nora! They now ictiirn, 

W’hi'ii tins woe-worn Liind hath eiMsed to mourn 
We ilioiighi tlieiii dead, hut at Heaven's command 
Foryc.irs they li.ive lived ill F.iiry Land, 

Ami they (;hde hack by night to tlii;it little cot, 

() ahsent long, but by none forgot'* 

Tlie boat with its snow-white sail is gone. 

And the Ocatures it hi ought (o shori* .trt* llnwn' 
Still the crim'd of water-lilies shake, 

And .1 long bright line sluiics o'er the Lake, 

Rut nonglil else tells that a hark was iie<ir; 

Willie the wilder’d Shepherd wviiis to hear 
A wiM hymn wandeiiiig through the wood, 

Till It dies up the mouiilain .snliUide; 

And a dieainy thought, as the sounds depart. 

Of Edith and .Nora comes o’er his heart. 

At morning’s first pure silent glow, 

A hand of simple Shepherds go 
To the Oiphans' (>if, and there they beliold 
I The Dove so bright, with its plumes of ipild, 

' And the radiant L.’imb, that used to glide 
So spirit-likc by fair Edith's side. 

F.tir Creatures! that no more were seen 
j On the sunny thatch or the flowery green, 

I Since the lovely Sisters had flown away, 

I And left tlicir Cottage to decay! 

. Back to this world returned again, 

They seem in sadness and in pain, 

And coo .ind bleat is like tlie hrcalti 
Of soriow mourning over dealli. 
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f.o! sini]in(f on their rushy bed, 

I.ie Edith and Nora—cmhrnccd—and dead! 

A ('cDtlo frost has closed their eyes, 

And linshcfl—just hushed—tlieir halmy sif'hs. 
Over their lips, yet rosy re<!, 

A faint, pale, cold decay is shed; 

A dimncHs hanijs o’er tlieir golden hair, 

That sadly telU no life is there; 

'1 here heals no heart, no current Hows 
In hosoms sunk in such repoge; 

Liinhs may not tl)at chill quiet fiavc, 

Unless laid ready for the grave. 

Silence lies iheie from faro lo fi*ci, 

And the hod she loves host is a Winding-shcL't. 

hot the Coffin sink down soft and slowly, 

And calm he the hiii i.il of the holv' 

One long look in tlinl inrHinifiil cell— 

Let the grc<*ii inrf heave*—and then, fiirewell' 

No ncs'tl of ii>art! iti (his clinrcli-N.trd .shade 
Oft had the hap|)y Oiph.nis pl.ivcd 
Above ihesf* qtrief j'r.tves' and well they hi* 

Aflcr .1 calm blight hh* of piit,(y, 
lleiicath tin* flowi rs lli.U once sprung to meet 
Till* motion of (licii now still feet! 

'Die iiioiiriieis .iie leaving tlic hiiricd el.ty 
To (he holy hush of (be S.ibballi-dav> 

When a Lamb conics sadly blcalitq' by. 

And a Dove soft wavciiiq; through the sky. 

And Iiolli he down without ,i sound, 
hi heauty on the funeral mound! 

I What may these lovely creatures he! 

—Two aistiTs who die«{ m iuf.iucy, 

And thus had lhos»* they loved .iKcuded, 

An<l hcen hy those they loved hefriended’ 
Whate’er—fair (features! might he their liirlh, 
Never more were they seen on earth; 

But to young and old heUef was given 

That with Edith and Nora they went to Heaven. 


LINKS 

WniTTRN IN A LONRI-Y Bl'niAL cnODND ON TIIF. 
NORTIiEnN COA.ST OF TIIK niGTIJjAKU.S. 

How mournfully this hiirini ground 
Shx‘p.s ’mid old Ocean’s solemn sound, 

Wlio rolls his bright and sunny waves 
All round these deaf and silent graves! 

I The cold w.m light tliat glimmers liere, 

I The sickly wild-flowers may not cheer; 

I If here, with solitary hum, 

The wandering muuniain-bcc doth come, 

’Mid the pale blossoms short his stay. 

To hnght*>r leaves he booms away. 

The Sea-bird, with a wailing sound, 

I Alightcth softly on a inoiind, 

! And, like an image, silting there 
For hours amid the doleful air, 

Seemeth to tell of sninu dim union, 

Sonic wild and mystical cumiiiunion. 

Connecting with his parent Sea 
This lonesome, sloneless Cemetery. 


■\>’hose name on earth no longer known 
Hath moulder’d with the mouldering-stone. 
That nearest grave, yet brown with mould. 
Seems but one sumrner-lwiliglit old; 

Roth late and frequent hath the bier 
Been on its mournful visit here. 

And yon green sjiol of sunny rest 
Is waiting fur its destined guest 

I see no little kirk—no liell 
On S.<bhath tinkletU through this dell. 

Tlow hcuuiiful (liohc graves and fair, 

Tliat, lyin;; round the house of prayer. 

Sleep ill the shadow of its grace! 

Hut death has chosen this luefiil place 
For liis own undivided reign! 

And nothing tells that o’er again 
The sleepers will forsak«' their bed—- 
Nuta, and for evci lasting dead, 

For Hope with Memory seems fled! 

Wild“sci«,aniing Bird I unto the Sea 
Wingiiq; tliy Ihglii rchictanlly. 

Slow llo.iling o’er these gr.issy tnnihs 
So glinst-Hke, with lliy miow-wIiiIc plumes, 
At once from thy wild sliiiek I know 
What inc.iiKS this p1nc«' so sK'cp’d in wo! 
Here, tk^who perish’d «in (he Jap 
Knjoyjat last uurocking sleep, 

Foi^O^an, from liis wr.ithful hrca.st, 

^ . Fl^i; them into this haven of test, 

Where slirmKlle.s.s, coriinicss they In*,— 

T IS (he sliipwreck'd seam.in’s cemetery. 

Here seamen old, with grix^lcd locks, 
Shipwreck’d heforc on deseit rocks. 

And hy some w'niidei ing vessel liikcii 
From sorrows (hat seem (lod-furs.iken, 
lloiiie-hoiind, here have met the blast 
That wreck'd them on i)c<(tli’s shore at last! 
Old fiieiidless men, who had no tears 
To shed, nor any place for f«‘urs 
In hearts by misery fortified,— 

And, without terror, sternly iIkhI. 

Here, III my a cieature, moving briglil 
And glorious in full manhood’s might, 

Who dared with an untrouhle<l eye 
The tempest brooding in the sky, 

And loved to licar tliat music rave, 

And danced above the mountain-wave, 

Hath quaked on this terrific strand,— 

All flung like sca-wceds to the land; 

A whole crew lying side hy side, 
Dealh-dash'd ut once in all llicir pnde. 

And here, the bright-haired, fuir-faeed Boy, 
^'ho took with him all earthly Joy 
From one w'ho weeps both night and day, 
For her sweet Son borne f.ir away, 

Escaped nt last the cruel deep. 

In all his heauty lies asleep; 

While she would yield all hopes of grace 
For one kiss of his pale, cold face! 


This may not be the Burial-place 
Of some eatinguished kingly race, 


Oh I could wail in lonely fear ! 
For many a woful ghost sits hercv 
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All weepinj; wiili tlicir fixpd eyi‘S! , 

And wliat a dUmal sound of sighs 
U iniiigling with the gentle mar 
Of small waves breaking on the shore; 
While ocean seems to sport and play 
In mockery of its wretched prey' 

And lo! a whltc-wingcd vi'ssel sails 
In snnshinr, gating mg all the gales 
F.ist-frcsliening from yon isle of pines, 
That o'er the clear sea waves and shines. 

1 turn me to the ghoslly crowd, 

All smeared with dust, without a shroud. 
And silent every hlue-swullen lip! 

Then ga/ing on the sunny ship. 

And listening lo the gindsomt* clii'cis 
Of all her ihoughtli'Ss luarmerK, 

I seem lo he.ir in every hie.uli 
Thu hallow under-loue.s of OiMth, 

Who, all iinheaid hy llmse who sing, 
Keeps tune witli low wild njiinmiiing. 
And points with his lean houv Iiaiiil 
To die pale ghosts sitllni'on diis strand, 
Then di\(‘s heiieadi lh(‘ iiishiiig prow, 
'i'll! on some moonless night of wo 
lie iluvcs her shivering from the steep 
Down—down a thousand ladioms deep. 


THK riiKM:ii KxiM-:. 

Mv Mary! wi|h' diose le.iis away 
That dim lliy lovely eyes. 

Nor, on ileit wild, roiiianlir lav, 

Thai leads diroiigh f.ilry worlds asiiay, 
W,istu all thy human sighs. 

Come lilthcr on da* lightsoiia* wing 
Of innocence, and with thee hiing 
Thy smiles ihai wai inly fall 
Into the heart with sunny glow; 

When once he tunes Ins haip to sing, 
Thou wilt not be in haste lo go. 

—The Minstrel’s in the Halt 1 

Oiiickty she started from Iier scat, 

With blushing, viqjin-graec; 

Her long hair floating like a stre.im, 
Wlulc through it shone with lender gleam 
Her calm and pensivufaro! 

Soon as she licard the .Minstrel’s name, 
Across her silent cheek there eaiiie 
A blithe yet pitying ray, 

For often had she heard me tell 
Of the French Kxile, blind and lame, 

Who sung and touch'd the liaip so well— 
Old Louis Fontenayc. 

Silent he sat his harp beside, 

Upon an antique chair ; 

And something of his country's pride 
Did, exited though he was, reside 
Throughout his foreign air ! 

A snow-white dog of Gascon breed. 

With riliaiids deck'd, was there to h:a<l 
His dark ^teps,—ami secure 


The paltry alms that traveller threw, 

.Alms that in tmtli he much did need, 

For evi‘iy chihl that s,xw him, kni-w 
That he was wn ichud poor. 

His harp with figures quaint iiiid rare 
Was ileck’d, ami siiangi* device; 

There, you hulicld the mermaid fair 
In iriirrnr hraid her sea-green hair. 

In wild and .spot live guise. 

There, on the imitated swell 
The Tiilons blew the wicatlicd shell 
Around some faiiy isle;* 

—He fiainivi it, when almost a child, 
T.oiig ere he left his native dell * 

Who saw the antic carving wild 
(^oiild .scarce foibear to smile. 

With silver voice, the lady said, 

She knew how well he sung! 

'•.St illing, he raisnt Ins hoaiy head. 

To hear finm ih.tf kind-hearted iii.iid 
Ihs own (Ic n native longue, 
lie seem'd as if resloi'iid In sight, 

So siiddenly tiis eyes grew biiglit 
When ih.il intisie loiicli'd his ear , 

The liljeil Itelds of f'laiici*, 1 uueii, 
him swam in solteii’il liglit, 

Ami llie sweet waters of ilie Si'iiie 
They all are iiuirmiiriiig near. 

l-'voii now, his voice w.is hiiiiilily sad. 
Subdued hy woe and want; 

I So crush’d Ins heart, no wish he had 
To led for one shoi t moment glad. 

That hopeless Kiui|;r>mt! 

—The ‘ii'cd man is yotiiqf again, 

And ch<‘erily chaunts a playful strain 
litlc his face with rapture shines,— 
How rapidly liis finipTs ('lance 
O'er llie glad shintpt! Iiis giddy hraiii 
Diiiiks in the cIioiuh and the dance, 
Uencath his elnstcniig vine8. 

Wc .saw it was a d.irluig nine 
With Ins old heart,—a clicer 
That made all pains foigollen soon;— 
Cay look'd he as a hiid ill June 
'lhat loves itself lo hear. 

Nor imdeligiiiriil were the lays 

'I'hat warm and (loweiy sung the pruisi* 

Of Fi.ince’K luvely ljuwn, 

When w'itli the li.idies of her Court, 

' Like Flora and her train of fays, 

I She came at sumiiier-cve lo sport 
I Along the banks of Seine. 

} 

I 

I Rut fadis the sportive roundelay; 

' Uotb liiirp and voice arc still; 

! The dear delusion will not stay, 

I The murmuring Seine flowa far away, 

I Sink cot and vine-clad hill I 
I Though his chciitcd soul is wounded sore 
His aged visage dinim'd once more, 

The smile will not depart: 


I lO 
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Hilt ‘mid llio wrinKIus* there, I 

For h»‘ (‘Imps unto l!io parting' hhorc, ■ 

And the morn of Ufe so mcltirip fiir, 1 

Still iinpers ill liih lieart. I 

• I 

i 

Ah nie! wliat touching silcntncss 
Slept o*(!r tlic face divine 
Of my dear maid! nielhouphl each ires* 

Uunp 'mid the lipht of tenderncK-,, 

Like clouds in soft inoorishiiif. 

With artful innocence site tried 
In languid smiles from me to hide 
Her tears that fell like rain,— 

Rut when she felt I must peieeive 
Th(; drn|>!ior heavenly piiv pluhf. 

She own'd she could not ehiisc hut priuve, 

So pliidsonic was the strain' 

If when his priefji once rnon,‘ hepai), 

His eye’s h.id hecn resinred. 

And iiii‘t her f.iee so slid .uul w.in, 

Ilow liiid ih.it aped, esiled iit.in 
TIk; pilyinp S.iint ndonsl! 

Yi‘t tlioiiph tlic .iripel liplit lh.it play'd 
Around her f.ice, |ii(‘i(-(‘d not the shade 
That vi'il'd his (*yeballs dim,— 

Yet to his e.ar lier iniirnmis stole. 

And, with a faltcrinp voice, lie siid 
That he fell them sink into his soul 
Like the hleised Virpin's hymn ! 

He pray'd that Heaven its flovveis would sliew 
On hath oui heads thion];h life. 

With Mich a lone, as told he knew 
She w.is a virgin fond and true. 

Mine own lictrolhcd wife! 

And soiriethinp ton he strove to siy 
In piaise of our preen isle,— how they 
llerpenerous cliiidren, (hoiiph at w.ir 
With France, and both on field and wave 
Kiieoiintciinp oft in fierce array, 

(Mild not fioni home oi ijiiiet pra\e 
Her exiled sons deb.ir! 

l-onp was tho aped Harper pone 
lire Alary well tanild sjieak,— 

So 1 cheer'll her soul with lovinp lone, 

And, happy that she was my own, 

I kiss'd her dewy check. 

And, when once more 1 saw the ray 
Of mild-relurninp pleasure play 
Within her plisteniiip eyes, 

1 hade the pciitle maiden po 
And read ap,ain ihat Faiiy l.iy. 

Since she could weeji, ’mid fani'icd woe, 

O'er real tnisertes. 

THE TIIKEE SEASONS OF LOVE. 

With laughter swimminp in thine irye, 

That told youtliK hoarlfelt revelryj 
And motion chanpofiil as the winp 
Of swallow waken’d Iiy the spring; 

With accents blithe as voice of .May 
CliauQting glad Nature’s roundelay, 


Cin led hy joy hke planet bripht 

That smiles 'mid wreathes of dewy liplit,— 

Thy linage such, in former lime, 

\Yhen thoii, just entering on thy primi;, * 

And woman's sense in thee combined 
Gently wiili childhood's simplest mind. 

First t uipht'st my sighinp soul to move 
With hope towards the heaven of love* 

Now years li.ive given tny Alary's face 
A thouphtfid and a ipiiet prace:— 

Though happy still,—yel chance distress 
Halil left a pensive loveliness; 

Fancy haih lamed her fairy gleams. 

And iliy heart broods o’(t liomc>born dreams! 
Thy smiles, slow> kind ling now and mild, 
Shower blessings on a darling cliibl; 

Thy motion slow, and soft thy trend, 

As if round ihy hush’d infant’s bed ' 

And when ihnii speak’st, thy melting tone, 
That tells ihv heart is all my own, 

Soiimls sweeter, finm the lapse of years, 

With the wife’s lose, the mother’s fears! 

Ily tiivgl.id yonlh,.ind tr.iiiqiiil prime 
Assnied, 1 smile ul lioaiy time! 

I'or thou art doom’ll in age to know* 

'file e.iliii that wisdom steals from woe, 

The holy pride of high intent, 

Thcgloiyol a life well-spiait. 

When, iMi ill’s affections nearly o’ci. 

With Feaee beluiid, anil K.iith liofoic, 

Thou H’ndci'st up ag.iin to God, 

IJitt.iriMsh’d hy its fr.iil abode, 

Thy luscious sou),—then liaip and hymn, 
Fimn hands of sister serapliiui. 

Asleep will lay ibee, till tbine (lye 
Open in Immoitalily. 

MY GOn AOK. 


Oho kiMidl i|ioi 

M iuTO my tirtnl uiimi iiiny iral unit iwii ii Komt. 
TIhti* ih a niii{'li. in lluit lilllr wont, 
li it n iu)kiit cin I'* iIihi '•hi roumiH 
I omlnKii It,lit itiiui'H iiuviT kiitiwn lii'ytiiitl 
Tbu IiidluMiii liiuil. 

SoL'Tiiev'i Jfymm io llte Pemalet, 


Hkbk have 1 found at last a home of peace 
To bide me from the world; far from its noise, 

To feed lhat spirit, whirh, though sprung from earth, 
And link'd to human beings hy the bond I 

Of e.irlhly love, hath yet .i loftier aim 

I Than perisli.ihlu joy, and through the calm 
That sleeps amid the mountain-solitude, 

Can hear the biHows of eternity, 

And hear delighted. 

Many a mystic gleam, 

Lovely though faint, of imaged happiness 
Fell on iny youthful heart, as oft her light 
Smiles on a wandering cloud, ere tlie fair Moon 
Hath risen io the sky. And oh! yc dreams 
That to such spiritual happiness could shape 
The lonely reveries of my boyish days, 

Are ye at last fuifill'd? Ye fairy scenes, > 

I 

I 

I 
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] li u (o diu dniihlint; (• i/e uF pro]>Iiccy 
Uosi Inuly, with yoiu RddHot Minny groen, 

\ouj spitkhno rnuhts uiil limping proves 
(Jl iiini< tinn i iinliow Insiit, wUlil the swiDp 
or wooclb piiincvdl thikt n d the stid liipth 
j i )f hh« s holil-swu pinp round ihtu pu rnlnn hills 
( VIII hkt lilt ums of (hi tit, whtiL the roir 
Siillt II itul r II Tiom Diouni tin iittrict 
\N IS ta iiil imiil da sili lire, hkt ) ihnnplit 
OF soil iiin mood dnt liims the d tniinp soul 
When swuiniin, with d«ln,his,—Yt fuiy stmts' 

1 iiiitid no mote, but huisiinj; on luy htdit 
In hviii \ lit luty, wiili odoimp soup 
I hid yon hid' mil with is holy lose 
Aslvii lamtiliid ihttyt oF siiul 
Ilyiiiniup his luidiupht oiisons to you 
I const ri He mvhFt,~tiU ilu dim stun 
IiFthythost woildiy ind iinhdUavd ihouphis 
fhUt tint till iniiistvml by Idissdishoyid, 

My spiiil (I III) liki 1 sinimiii siiii, 

Itsill ill {liny, mil Us pull ill |Os 

iNo) will du iniisinp pi iiiiiri of tin soul 
Pi iloi indtiy iiinoiili, III iillii s Hiii[ sun 
1(1 liyiun ol swiitj iiip oik, 01 ihi wild How 
()i inoimi 111) iDi 11 nl t vti li id In i on 
III VIIha hnl tliitm[ h ] I H1 I oi N Unit spi iks 
V pill III s I till u i| I ind III louts IS niilil 
As I II hitsh d iiif lilt on Us niothi r s hn ist 
SN ins ns lo It nn hit lint \i i' t\«ii to ^ uill 
llMiii,li 111 liiiiini{( sniiiidiin( itiiiUh 
\\i i| li down Ills Ih i(I| With i lo d <*{ iwi, 
ii>\i iiiiii|hs wiih ini wi till, liK< IliiIiiIiIu 
hir mid 0(1 i dyinp slorni \n(l Ihiiswlnit m 
I M III f I Is IS III III tin ( II ih IS hi itudid 
J Ills lili ssin, <siin iiiy til n SI list li sthiii^'* 

\ti I ditwiih woild in thiLirid IovlIuii s 
llitiii ns to him Us ]oy Ilu siuniiai in, 

^^hosl. j'htUiiiip siillmss ships wiilnti his soul, 
Sins wuh Us own di.h{,lu lln m id ml« nth, 

I iki h inly w tkinp fiom i li ippy dn iiii, 
r as siiii[ii\; I ichfiii iloiid to him i|I]h its 
\ pil(iiiii ti m limp to the slniiu ni pi n i , 

And tin wild V ivi ihit w nitons on tin v i 
\ ( ty ilioiiph honn li ss sh t.i 1 m i hhst 
I III in III who liiiis hi holds da , ohh n i h un 
I inkinp ins Mild to niilwiid Natnri fin, 

I nil of dll iivmptiod' 

\nd will 11, M h uinis 

Or^iindiiii mdofliLUiiy shiUdn In irl 
111 It yi lilts for hiuh i.oniinuHion widi Us (,od, 
Ahtdi, it I I r Us dll inis h ivi Iw n ol Non' 

Ilu lovi lust sounds, foina, hni•», of ill ihi i irlh 

I 1 111^ I r ih hphu d htit Ih n puiU un, lit toim 
^^ldl bulli n mill ibhurnu, ^(tulcsJoy 
And in i inoincut la tculond to Ih ntn 
j litre boiiovv, with i dmiinsb oti lus fat, 

I Wiplithc bipiiiltd to winks —diiiost fmgit 
ills sufttiinps, md, lu Nunn shviii^, hook, 

Ri id chirulttssu lovely, tli it Ins In iil 
Would IS It hltWd ilnm, fttl iiisinpswtll 
Almost like joyearthly piradisc' 

Of 111 my 1 st< ret inguisli h ut diou ht il'd 
linn wiio now pi ttb thct: wuh a joy ful sti un 


1 t I I 

And oh' if ID ilinsi i Itv Ued liopi s I 

'Ihil h til on viitm,-.,,, iPos, hi^,h lesolvts 
Ihit hiim; da fntiui ihist upon tin soul 
And nohly dm its din,, is,- u m , 

\Mios, viiilspimi ,s,uon ibunmioi.mre, I 

Yti' I mil nni yomion'—il ih, soul , 

Of inm nny iinst n. tlusi - u,d il.tv m snonp, 1 

vStionp as dit pnvu oi dvini'pimuiii — * 

My hiini; slidl he Idiss loiwuinss lluni' 

OMiplityOni ' whose stvini hm his slid, n 
On dll* (lit p pt H L of moon hi mis to my In n i,— * 

I lion' who with looks of intny o|t hist chard 
III! St 111y billn<I, win II, 'll noon ol tii| lu, 

(hi sona wild luoiitiiiin ilinn hist mitdtduad 

Ihi lioiuiit of till toiutv woishipin I 

ik ir witiiiss, llioii' lint lioili 111 joy md jpaf, 

ill! love Ilf nunu Ion,Mi it] Intiiwiihmi 

liii lovt ol mini - dill till sohnidc 

or dll ii ninlist hills to iia li illi Iumi 

rii\ imipli —lint tin fount un s Injipy \ou I 

thill siiuj ih\ poodiiiss iiiil di\ powii liisshinnd 

M> spnil ID lilt lotiinp I 111 ! II t' 

Sill Ii solunih In nn ' u. llnii liiiKs- 
Wnithv of, 00(1 III lisloM tiOMllMiloi II (I 
With s IIS ol iiicu il In mil - to |]i joy 
III it (Iwi l|s within till Vluii) )u\ s niiiw iid sliiiin, 

J Si ns I ss mil (Il'd kyi , ihi n in nn n wlio sci 
I I II tiioid sun sinkin, in illi/i of h„lil 
Not I 1 1 tin 11 disc inlmihid sj nils hiil 
I Willl liloi ilioil till d pi(liii| (lol 
^ Who on til inj ill sk> wliiii 11 londkss moon 
I (iltili s III siill il iiiiy iliioii, Il iiiiiininlii i d si us, 

( in luin the tyi nnmoMd is U twill 

(d il II kill ss s III II li ihi I Ioi\ fioin ihi r souls 

W nil hiindili piiih ihlsslln llolv One 

I 111 SI, his lo tins (litiid Viid olt'how oil 
III s( tsons of (It picssioii —will n tin I mip 
Ofliti luunddim, iinl ill uiipl ismt thou,,hts 
SuhliKil (lu ]iMnnl ispiinijsof tin soul, - 

W In 11 li mitts md f. ns wutilicId tin liiiiul eye 
lioinsiinniii, seems to < nine md ideipscusi 
<)( Imiii III ft idly hull il (In ji 1st to pun, 

How oft lini I rimiiiihei d tint i wotid 

Ofjloiyhy uoniiel nn tint iviiiui 

IM lofty sol III 1 1 y in < 111 y siu, 

tiid (Il It no limit In hold dll siin 

hid III se ill U kn u V\ ho tiiiii, liiin ui die sky 

Iliiis iinpiiLtni I 1 weiki ii nil lie iiy {,iiLf 

10 un I ly iiids((ut| (liUdu iiinul 

01 III in llion, Il s(i I lilt uii i| I of liis (. id 

I I ind I \ Ills will on V It lolls h ipjiini ss, 

11 It til ti ill w IS j 00(1, di It rII iihn s, 

ih ni{ Il low, mij,lii lunsiiiuk., i( rij Inly ustd, 

Iria wisdom, md wlaniniii hilh Ian ittainJ 
Ihi put pose o( liishiiiij lie will sit 
Ne II Mitiy's ditoiK, whiiliei hts tuuisc hilh hitn , 
Piniii on thee iiths dun spin re, oi, is with wing 
Of Tu w less (. igh I ound tht Luiitr il bl izc 

lln R evei shall dit d ly that ltd me hen 
he held m hlul renamht mi e I sh ill stc, 

I Vi 1 ) at my dying hou r, the plot ions sun 
I iiat m leie Win mdtr oni wide wave of polil, 

When first m trmspurt from die niountiin-top 
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j I liail'cl Uic heavenly viftioa! Not a cloud* 

Whosf: wreaths lay smiling in the lap of light, 

Not one of all tliosc sister^iftlcs tliat sleep 
I Together, like a iiappy family 
I Of hoaiily and of love, hut will arise 
j To i-hecr rny parting spirit, and to tell 
; That Nature gently leads unto the grave 
I All who have read her heart, and kept their own 
I In kindred holiness. 

nut eic that houi 
Of awful triumph, I do liO|)e that vr.iiH 
Await mo, when the itnconsrions power ol joy 
(treating wimIoui, the bright die,ims of miuI 
AVill hiirnatilze the heart, and 1 shall tie 
More worthy (o he loved liy tliOM* whose love 
Is higlu'St pratse that hy the lining light 
{ That liiirns for c'vei in affcelion'*: lii'cast, 

I 1 shall hehold how fair and hcaiuifnl 
I A huniari form may he.—Oh, ilurenie ihonglits 
{ That slmnher in the sou!, likeswi'ctest sounds 
Amid the harp's loose sitings, till airs froiu Heaven 
On earth, at dewy niglit-i.ill, visitant, 

Awake (he slc'epiti{' melody ! Such ilionghts, 

My gentle ‘Maiy, 1 have oW’cd (o thee. 

.\nd if tliy voiee e'er melt into toy soul 
I With a deal Jiome-toned w'liisper,—if thy face 
j l“i.r hrigliten in llie luisleady gleams of light 
j Fioin <mr own collage-lioarlli,—() Mary' then 
My oveipov^erM spirit will leehne 
11)1011 lliy inmost heart, till it hucoine. 

O sillies!, .seraph I almost worlliy thee. 

Then will the earth,—that oft-liines to the eye 
Of Mditary lovei-H se<*ins o'eihunjj 
With too seveic a sh.ide, and faiiiiiy smiles 
Witii iiieffeetiiiil heaiUy on his heail,— 
ne elolhed with everlasting joy, like lanil 
Of lilooniing faery, or of hoyhooil’s dreams 
Kic life’s (list (lush is o'er. Oft shall I Inrti 
I 3ly vision fiom ths gioiiesoF the .sreno 
' To read them in ihineeyes; and hidden grace, 

That sliimhers In the criiiison clouds of Kvi'ii, 

Will ii-aeli my spiiit ihiniigh their v.irving light, 
'I'iimigh viewless in the sky. W.indcring with thee, 
I A ltious.ind iKMulies never seen hcloie 
! Will glide with sweet sur)irlso into iiiy soul, 

: r.ven in tliosc* helds where* each p.iriiciil.ir lice 
I Was look’d on as a friend,~»wlu*i'e I had been 
, I'lecpieiit, for ye.arH, .iiiiong the lonely glens. 

] 

I Nor, ’mid ilie rinlol of i(.*fleciing Miss, 
i Will tin* f,iin1 iinagcof tin* distant woild 
, Ne'ei iloal lioforu iih :—(iilic* will arise 
I Viiiong the eluuds that circle lound the suu, 

I (lorgeous with towei .lud lein)de. Tlu; niglit-voieo 
I (')f flno<| and mountain to oiir ear will seem 
Like' life’s loud sill* —And, .m ihedre.itii dissolves, 

. With hiiMiing s)aitt we wilt smile to see 
Only the Moon rejoicing in the sky, 

And the still grandeur of the ctern.il hills. 

Yet, llioiigli the fuliu>»i of dotnestu* joy 
Mom our united beings, and the home 
Be over happy where thy smiles are seen, 

Though hiiin.in voice might never touch our e.ir 


From lip of friend or brother;—yet, oh! think 
>Yhat pure benevolence will warm our hearts. 
When with the undelayitig steps of love 
Thiough von o’ershadowing wood we dimly see 
A I'oiinug friend, far distant then believed. 

And all milooK’d-for. When the short distrust 
Of unexpected joy no more constrains. 

And the eye’s welcome lirings him to our arms, 
With gladden’d spirit he will tiuickly own 
That true love ne'er w'av sciri.sh, and that man 
Ne’er knew the whole affection of his heart 
Till msting on another’s. If fioni scenes 
Of noisy life he come, and in liis .soul 
The love of Nature, like a long-past dream, 
if e'er it stir, yield hut a dim delight, 

Oh ! we shall le.id hint where the |;enial power 
Of hcMiity, working hy llic wavy green 
t>r hilt-asceiuling wood, the misty gleam 
Of lakes reposing in their peaceful vales, 

And, lovelier llian the loveliness below. 

The moonlight Heaven, shall to his Mood restore 
An uiidisturlied flow, such as lie felt 
IVrvade his heing, morning, noon, and night, 
When youth’s bright years pass'd happily away, 
.\mong hjs native liills, and .ill he knew 
Of crowded cities was from passing tale 
Of traveller, half-helieved, and soon forgotten. 

And fear not, Mary! th.il, when winter comes, 
TIh'sc solitary mountains will resign 
Tile beauty that jicrvudes their mighty franj<*s, 
I'.ven like a living »^ul. The gleams of light 
Huilying in joyful furnult o'er the 
And giving to onr miisings many st burst 
Of sudden grandeur, even ns if the eye 
Of (lod were wandering o’er ibo lovely wild, 
Pleased with his own creation;—iho still joy 
(tf eloiiilless skits; and the delighted voice 
(tf hymning fountains,—these will leave .awhile 
The .illered e.irth —But olhci nlltibiilos 
(tf n iliirc's I-e.irl will rule, and in the storm 
Wi* sh.ill behold the same prevailing Power 
rii.it siiunhers in the cilni, nnd s.iiictify, 

\AilIi .idoration, the delight of love. 

I lift tiiy eyes upon the rudi.inl Moon, 
lli.it long iiniiutiecd o’er iny head lias held 
Her .solit.iry walk, and as her light 
Herals my w'.iudi*ilng soul, 1 st.irt to feci 
That all has bi'en a drc.im. Alone 1 stand 
Amid the silence. Onward rolls tbe stream 
Of lime, while to iny ear its waters sintiid 
With a strange ntsbing music. O my soul! 
Wli.ii'er betide, for aye rciiiembcr lliou 
These mystic warnings, for they arc of llunveii. 


LINES 

wniTTrN 0.\ TllR RANKS 01 VVtNA.NDBRMERR, ON 
RECOVERY MIOM A l)A.\UtROi;S ILLNESS. 

Once more, dear Lake! .along (liy banks I rove. 

And bless fliuc in my heart that flows with love. 
Methinks, as life's awakening embers burn, 

Nature rejoices in her son s return; 
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And, like a parent after absence long, 

Sings from her heart of hearU a cheerful song. 

Oh! that fresh l>rcc2c through all my beidg stole, 
And made sweet music in my gladden'd soul 1 
To me just rescued from the opening grave, 

How bright the radiance of the dancing wave! 

A gleam of joy, a soft endearing smile. 

Plays 'mid the greenness of each sylvan isle, 

And, in the bounty of affection, showers 
A loving welcome o'er these blissful bowers. 

(}uick glides the hymning streamlet, to partake 
The deep enjoyment of the happy lake; 

Thu pebbles, sparkling through the yellow brook, 
Seem to my garu to wear a livelier look; 

And little wild-flowcrs, that in careless health 
Lay round ray path in unregarded wealth. 

In lauglnng beauty court my eyes again, 
liike friends unchanged hy coldness or disdain. 

Now life and joy are one:—to Earth, Air, Heaven, 
An undisturbed jubilee is given; 

While, happy as in dreams, I seem to fly, 

Skimming the grouurl, or soaring through the sky, 
And feel, with sudden life^pcrvading glee, 

As if this rapture all were made for me. 

And well the glory to my soul is known ; 

For mystic visions stamped it ,ns iny own. 

While sickness lay, like iee, upon my brealli, 

With eye prophetic, tliroiigh the shailes of death 
That broodcil o'er me like a dreary night, 

This hcaiiteoiis scene I saw in living light. 

No friend w.'is near me: and .a he.ivy gloom 
Lay in deep silence o’er the lonely room ; 

Even hope had fled; anil as in pailing strife 
My soul stood trembling on the brink of life,— 
When lo I sweet sounds, like those that now 1 hear. 
Of stream and zephyr stole into rny ear. 

Far through my heart the mingled music ran, 

Like tones of mercy to a dying man. 

Beneath the first light of the morning's mirth, 

Like new-waked beauty lay the dewy earth, 

The mighty sun I saw, m now 1 see, 

And my soul shone with kindred majesty: 

Calm smileil the Lake; and from that smile arose 
Faith, hope, and trust, oblivion of my woes: 

I felt that I should live; nor could despair 
Bedim a scene so glorious, and so fair. 

Now is the vision truth. Disease hath flown, 
And in the midst of joy 1 stand alone. 

The eye of God is on me: the wide sky 
Is sanctified with pr^nl Deity, 

And, at his bidding, Nature's aspect mild 
Pours healing influence on her wasted child. 

My eye now brightens with the brighfning scene. 
Cheer’d with the hues of kind restoring green ; 

As with a lulling sound the fountiin flows, 

My tingling ear is filled with still repose; 

The summer silence, sleeping on the plain. 

Sends settled quiet to my dizzy brain ; 

And the moist freshness of the glittering wood 
Cools with a heart-felt dew my feverish blood. 

0 blessed Lake I thy sparkling waters roll 
Health to my frame, and rapture to my soul. 


Emblem of peace, of innocence, and love! 
bleeping in beauty given thee from above: 

This earth delighting in thy gentle breast, 

And the glad heavens aUemliug on thy rest! 

Gan he e'er turn from virtue's quiet bowers, 

All fragrant dropping with immortal flowers, 

Whose inward eye, as with a magic art, 

Beholds tliy glory imaged in his heart? 

No! he shall live, from guilt and vice afar. 

As in the silent Heavens some lonely st:ir: 

A light slinii be around him to defend 
The holy head of Nature's bosom friend. 

And if the mists of error e'er should come 
To that briglit sphere where virtue holds her home, 
Stic has a ctiarm to scare the intruder thence ; 

Or, powerful in her spotless innocence, 

With one calm look her spirit wilt transform 
To a fair cloud the heralds of the storm. 

Nor less, Winandcr! to (hy power I owe 
Hays of delight amid the gloom of woe. 

Yes ! oft, when self-tormenting fancy framed 
Foi ms of dim fear that grief h.^s never named ; 
Wiicn (he whole world seem'd void of mctiul eliccr, 
Nor spring nor summer in the joyless year, 

Oft h'-ts thy imago of upbraiding love, 

Seen on a sudden through some opening grove, 

Even like the tender miexpirted smile 
Of some dear friend 1 li.id forgot the while, 

In silence said, <• My son, why not partake 
The peace now liroodiiig o'er thy darling hike? 

Oh! why in sullen discontent destroy 
The law of Nature, Universal Joy?« 

Sweet Lake! I listen to thy guanVian voice: 

I look abroad; and, looking, I rejoice. 

My home is here; ah 1 never shall we part, 

Till life's lust pulse hath left iny wasttsl heart. 

True that another land first gave me birth, 

And other lakes beheld my infant mirth: 

Fiir from these skies dear frieiidshi)>s have I known, 
And still in memory lives their soften’d tone; 

Yet (hough the image of my earlier years 
'Mill Scotland's mountains dim niy eyes with (ears. 
And the heart's day-rlrc>ims oft will lingering dwell 
On that wild region which slic loves so well,— 
Think not, sweet Lake! heforc my years are told 
My love for thee and thine can e'er grow cold : 

For here hath Hope fix’d her last earthly bound, 
And where Hope rests in peace, is hallow'd ground. 

And oh! if e'er that happy time shall come, 
When she I love sits smiling in my home. 

And, oft as chance may bid us meet or part, 

Spc.iks the soft word that slides into the heart. 

Then fair as now thou art, yea! passing fait, 

Thy scarce-seen waters melting into air, 

Far lovelier gleams will dance upon thy breast, 

And thine isles bend their trees in deeper rest. 

Then will my joy-enlighten'd soul descry 
All that is braotiful on land or sky; 

For, when the heart is calm with pure delight, 
Bevels the soul 'mid many a glorious sight. 

, The earth then kindles with a vernal grace, 
j Glad as the laugh upon an infant-face: 

I 1^ 
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The sun himself is clothed with raster light, 

And showers of gender sadness bathe the night. 

Dreams of delight! while thus I fondly weave 
Your fairy*folds, Oh! can ye e’er deceive? 

Are ye In vain to cheated mortals given. 

Lovely impostors in the garb of Heaven? 

Fears, hopes, doubts, wishes, hush my pensive shell, 
Fount of tliem all, dear Lake! farewell! Farewell I 


PICTUKE OF A BLIND MAN. 

Why sits so long beside yon cottage-door 
That aged man with tresses thin and hoar? 

Fix'd are his eyes in one continued ga/c, 

Nor seem to feel the sun's meridian blaze; 

Yet are the orbs with youth-like colours bright, 

As o'er the Iris falls the trembling light. 

Changeless his mien; not cveu one flitting trace 
Of spirit wanders o'er his furrow’d face, 

No feeling moves his venerable head; 

—lie siticth there—an emblem of the dead! 

The staff of age lies near liim on the scat, 
llis faithful dog is slumbering at his feet, 

And yon fair child, wlio steals an hour for play 
While thus her father rests upon his way, 

Her spurt will leave, nor cast one look ]>chind, 

Soon as she hears his voice,—for he is blind I 

List! as in tones through deep affection mild 
lie speaks hy name to the dcliglited child! 

Then, bending mute in dreams of painful bliss 
Drcuilies o'er her neck a father’s tenderest kiss, 

And with light hand upon her forehead fair 
Smoothes the stray ringlets of her silky hair! 

A beauteous phantom rises through the night 
For ever brooding o'er his darken'd sight 
So clearly imaged boUi in form and limb, 
lie scarce remembers that his eyes are dim, 

But Uiinks he sees iti truth the vernal wreath 
His gentle infant wove, that it might breathe 
A sweet restoring fragrance through his breast, 
Chosen from the wild-flowers that he loves the best. 
In that sweet trance he secs the sparkling glee 
Tliat sanctifies the face of infancy; 

The dimpled cheek where playful fondness lies, 

And the blue softness of her smiling eyes; 

The spirit’s temple unprofaned by tears. 

Where God's unclouded loveliness appears; 

Those gleams of soul to every feature given. 

When youth walks guiltless by the light of heaven! 

And oh! what pleasures through his spirit burn, 
Wlicn to the gate his homeward steps return; 

When fancy’s eye the curling smoke surveys, 

And his own hearth is gaily heard to blaze! 

How beams his sightless visage! when the press 
Df Love's known hand, with cheerful tenderness, 
Falls on his arm, and leads with guardian care 
HU helpless footsteps to the accustomed chair; 
When the dear voice he joy'd from youth to hear 
Willi kind inquiry comes unto his ear, 

And tremulous tells how lovely still must he 
Those lading beauties that he ne’er must sec! 


Though ne’er by him his cottage-home be seen, 
Where to the wild brook slopes the daisied green; 
Though the bee, slowly borne on laden wing, 

To him be known but by iU murmuring; 

And the long leaf that trembles in the breeze 
Be all that tells him of his native trees; 

Yet dear to him each viewless object round 
Familiar to his soul from touch or sound. 

The stream, 'mid banks of osier winding near. 

Lulls his calm spirit through the listening ear: 

Deeply his soul enjoys the loving strife 
When the warm summer air is fill'd with life, 

And as his limbs in quiet dreams are laid, 

Blest is the oak's contemporary shade. 

Happy old Man! no vain regrets intrude 
On the still hour of sightless solitude. 

Though deepest shades o’er outward Nature roll, 

Her cloudless beauty lives within thy soul. 

—Oft to yon rising mount thy steps ascend, 

As to the spot where dwelt a former friend; 

From whose green summit thou couldst once behold 
Mountains far-off in dim confusion roll'd, 

Lakes of Idue mist, where gleam’d the whitening sail. 
And many a woodland interposing vale. 

Thou secst them still: and oh I liow soft a shade 
Does memory Lrealhe o'er mountain, wood, and glade! 
Each craggy pass, where oft in spoilivc scorn 
Had sprung iliy limbs in life's exulting morn; 

Each misty cataract, and torrent-IIood, 

Where ihuu a silent angler oft hast stood; 

Each shelter'd creek where through the roughest day 
Floated thy bark without the anchor's stay; 

Each nanjclcss field hy nameless thought endear’d ; 

Each little hedge-row that thy childhood rear’d, 

That seems unaltcr'd ycl in form and size, 

Though fled the clouds of fifty summer skies, 
llise on thy soul,—on high devotion springs 
Through Nature’s beauty Itorne on Fancy’s wings, 

And while the blissful vision floats around, 

Of loveliest form, fair hue, and molting sound, 

Thou carcst not, tliough blindness may not roam,— 

For Heaven's own glory smiles around thy home. 


PEACE AND INNOCENCE. 

Tqb lingering lustre of a vernal day 
From the dim landscape slowly steals away; 

One lovely hour!—and then the stars of Even 
Will sparkling hail the apparent Queen of Heaven; 
For the tired Sun, now softly sinking down. 

To his fair daughter leaves his silent throne. 

Almost could 1 believe with life embued, 

And hush'd in dreams, this gentle solitude. 

Look where 1 may, a tranquillizing soul 
Breathes forth a life-like pleasure o’er the whole. 
The shadows settling on the mountain’s breast 
Recline, as conscious of the hour of rest f 
Stedfast as objects in a peaceful dream, 

The sleepy trees are bending o'er the stream; 

The stream, half veil’d in snowy vapour, flows 
'With sound like silence, motion like repose. 

My heart obeys the power of earth and sky, 

And 'mid the quiet slumbers quietly! 
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A wreath of smoke, that feels no breath of air, 
Melts amid yon fair clouds, itself as fair. 

And seems to link in bcautcoiisncss and love 
That earthly cotta(;e to the domes above. 

There my heart rests,—as if by mn{,'ic bound: 
Blessinijs be on that plat of orchard'-ground! 
Wreathed round the dwelling like a fairy ring, 

Its green leaves lost in richest blossoming. 

Within that ring no creature ^ms alive; 

The bees have ceased to hum around the hive; 

On the tall ash the rooks have roosted long, 

And the fond dove hath coo'd his latest song: 

Now, sliroudcd close beneath the holly^bush, 

Sits on her low>built nest the sleeping thrush. 

All do not sleep : behold a spotless lamb 
Looks bleating round, as if it sought its dam. 

Its restless motion and its piteous moan 
Tell that it fears all night to rest alone. 

Though heaven’s most gracious dew descends in peuee 
Softly as snow-flakes on its radiant fleece. 

Thai mournful bleat hath touch’d the watchful car 
Of one to whom the little lamb is dear, 

As innocent and lovely as itself! 

Sec whore with springs she comes, the smiling clf' 
Well does the lamb her infant guardian know: 

Joy brightening dances o’er her breast of snow, 

And light as flying leaf, with sudden glide, 

Fondly she presses to the mai<len’8 side. 

With kindness quieting its late alarms, 

The sweet child folds it in her nursing arms; 

And calling it by every gentle name 

That happy innocence through love can frame, 

With tenderest kisses lavish’d on its head. 

Conducts it frisking to its shelter'd bed. 

Kind-bcarled infant! be tby slumbers bland ! 
Dream that thy sportive lambkin licks thy hand, 

Or, wearied out by races short and fleet, 
flasks in the sunshine, resting on thy feet; 

That waking from repose, unbroken, deep. 

Thou scarce shalt know that thou hast been asleep! 
With eye*lids trembling througli thy golden hair, 

I hear thee lisping low thy nightly prayer. 

O sweetest voice! what beauty breathes therein ! 

Ne'er hath its music been impaiFd by sin. 

In all its deptlis my soul shall carry hence 
The air serene horn of thy innocence. 

To me most awful is thy hour of rest, 

For little children sleep in Jesus’ breast! 


LOUGUniG TARN. 

Thou guardian Naiad of this little Lake! 

Whose banks in unprofaned Nature s\ecp 
(And iliat in waters lone and beautiful 
Dwell spirits radiant as the homes they love, 
Have poets still believed), O surely blest 
Beyond all genii or of wood or wave, 

Or sylphs tliat in the shooting sunbeams dwell, 
Art tliou I yea, happier even than summer-cloud 
Beloved by air and sky, and floating slow 
O’er the still bosom of upholding heaven. 

Beauteous as blest, O Naiad, thou must be! 
For, since Uiy birth, liavo ail delightful things, 
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Of form and hue, of silence and of sound, 

Circled thy spirit, as the crowding stars 
Shine round the placid Moon. Lovest thou to sink 
Into thy cell of sleep t The water paru 
With dimpling smiles around thee, and below, 

The unsunn'd verdure, soft as cygnet’s down. 

Meets thy descending feet without a sound. 

Lovest thou to sport upon the watery gleam? 

Lucid as air around thy head it lies 
Bathing thy sable locks in pearly light, 

While, ail around, the water-lilies strive 
To shower their blossoms o’er the virgin queen. 

Or doth the shore allure thee?—well it may: 

How soft these fields of pastoral beauty melt 
In the clear water! neither sand nor slono 
Bars herb or wild-flowcr from the dewy sound. 

Like Spring’s own voice now rippling round the Tarn. 
There oft thou best ’mid tlie echoing hlcut 
Of Iambs, Uiat race amid the sunny gleams; 

Or bee’s wide murmur as it fills the broom 
That yellows round tliy bed. O gentle glades, 

Amid the tremulous verdure of the woods, 

In stedfast smiles of more essential liglit, 

Lying like azure Strunks of placid sky 

Amid ibe moving clouds, the Naiad loves 

Your glimmering alleys, and your rustling bowers; 

For there, in peace reclined, her half-closed eye 
Through the long vista secs her darling Lake, 

Even like herself, diffused in fair repose. 

Not iindclighirul to the quiet breast 
Such solitary dreams as now linve fill’d 
My busy fancy; dreams that rise in pc.icc. 

And lliithcr lead, parUiking in their flight 
Of human interests and earthly joys. 

Imagination fondly leans on truth, 

And solxsr scenes of dim reality 
To her seem lovely as the western sky 
To the rapt I’ersian worshipping the sun. 

Methinks this little lake, to whom my heart 
Assigned a guardian spirit, renders hack 
To me, in tenderest gleams of gratitude. 

Profounder beauty to reward my hymn. 

Long hast thou been a darling haunt of mine, 

And still warm blessings gush'd into my heart, 

Meeting or parting with thy smiles of peace. 

But now, tliy mild and gentle character, 

More deeply fell than ever, seems to blend 
Its essence pure with mine, like some sweet tune 
eft heard before with pleasure, but at last, 

In one high moment of inspired bliss, 

Borne through the spirit like an angel’s song. 

This is the solitude that reason loves! 

Even he who yearns for human sympathies. 

And hears a music in the breath of man. 

Dearer than voice of mountain or of flood, 

Might live a hermit here, and mark the sun 
Rising or setting 'naid the beauteous calm, 

Devoutly blending in his happy soul 
Thoughts both of earth and heaven!—Yon mountain¬ 
side, 

Rejoicing in its clustering cottages. 

Appears to me a paradise preserved 

From guilt by Nature’s band, and every wreath 
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Of smoke, that from these hamlets mounts to heaTen, 
In its straight silence holy as a spire 
Rear’d o*cr the house of (^d. 

Thy sanctity 

Time yet hath reverenced; and I deeply feel 
That innocence her shrine shall here preserve 
For ever.—The wild vale that lies beyond, 

Circled by mountains trod but by the feet 
Of venturous shepherd, from all visitants, 

Save the free tempests and the fowls of licaven, 
Guards thee;—and wooded knolls fantiistical 
Seclude thy image from the guntlur dale, 

That by the Drathay's ofien^vuned voice 
Cheer’d as it winds along, in beauty fades 
*Mid the green banks of joyful Windermere! 

0 gentlest Lake! from all iinhallow'd things 
By grandeur guardcvl in Ihy loveliness, 

Ne’er may thy poet with tinwelcumu feet 
Press thy soft muss embathud in lluwery dyes, 

And shadow’d in thy stilluess like the heavens. 

May innocence for ever lead me here, 

To form amid the silence high resolves 
For future life; resolves, tliat, bom in peace. 

Shall live ’mid tumult, and though haply mild 
As infants in their play, when brought to bear 
On the world’s business, shall assert their power 
And majesty—and lead me boldly on 
Like giants conquering io a noble cause. 

This is a holy faith, and full of cheer 
To all who worship Nature, that the hours, 

Past tranquilly with iicr, fade not away 
For ever like the clouds, but in the soul 
Possess a secret silent dwelling-place, 

Where with a smiling visage memory sits, 

And startles oft the virtuous with a show 
Of unsuspected treasures. Yea, sweet Lake! 

Oft hast thou home into my grateful heart 
Tliy lovely presence, with a thousand dreams 
Dancing and brightening o'er thy sunny wave, 
Though many a dreary mile of mist and snow 
Between us interposed. And even now, 

When you bright star hath risen to warn me home, 

1 bid tlice farewell, in the certain hope 
That thou, this night, wilt o’er my sleeping eyes 
Sited cheering visions, and with freshest joy 
Make mo salute the dawn. Nor may the hymn 
Now sung by me unto thy listening woods. 

Be wholly vain,—but haply it may yield 
A gentle pleasure to some gentle heart, 

Wlio blessing, at its close, the unknown bard, 

May, for his sake, upon tliy quiet hanks 
Frame visions of his own, and other songs 
More beautiful, to Nature and to Thee! 

WARING DREAMS. 

A PBAGMCNT. 

O THAT my soul might breathe one touching strain, 
By the gracious Muses destined not to die, 

But murmuring oft, o’er valley, hill, and plain, 
Enrolled ’mid ^otia’s native minstreUy! 

O more tlian blest the spirit of tby sky, 


Its stormy clouds, its depth of slumb’rous blue, 

And gladly would I close iny filial eye 
In the calm fondness of a last adieu, 

Could I but frame oue Lay to Thee and Nature true. 

In olden time, thy glens were heard to roll 
The voice of song—deep, solemn, and divine, 

That claim’d dominion o’er the happy soul, 

Most spirit-like, as from a secret shrine. 

Oft as the dewy Evening Star ’gan shine, 

Th* inspired Shepherd sought some lonely cave, 

Nor, singing there, beheld its dim decline, 

Nor heard, entranced, the Piny Forest rave. 

Nor saw the glorious Sun descending to the wave. 

The solitary soul, in such recess, 

An air'Swept lyre, the breath of heaven obey’d ; 

And, Hlill his hymns were hymns of tenderness, 

Of blissful loves, or earthly bliss decay'd. 

The l^oct died; and in the dust was laid 1 
The green Earth hides him in its smiling rest! 

For, haply now, the Church-yard is a glade, 

Where, by llie feel of wandering wild-dcer prest, 

The llowcrs in morning-dew arc glistening o'er his breast. 

Yet Wisdom weeps not o’er such Poet's fate, 

Though seeming robb'd of his eternal fame! 

The soul whom heaven and genius consecrate 
In Nature’s Memory lives without a name. 

The beauty of the Wild Flower is the same 
To him wlio loves it for that beauty’s sake, 

And for that sake alone! fair is the flame 
Of nameless stars that suddenly awake. 

And the Eai l)i laughs with light of many a nameless Lake. 

Yet looking now o'er this delightful Earth, 

A clinging spirit of immortal love 
Is blending with the sweet bind of my birth! 

As if on field, lake, mountain, glen, and grove, 

! When I am dead, some part of me might move! 

Some faint memorial of my mortal day 
Sleeping like moonlight the old w'oods above! 

, My soul iu sorrow lurncth from decay, 

O might it live on Earth, embalm'd in heavenly Lay! 

Have I not e’er since reason’s dawning liglit 
Thcc, Srotland, worshipped with praise and prayer! 
Lovely by day, magnificent by night! 

Where is the cloud-wrapt hill, the valley fair. 

If mortal feet might climb or wander there, 

Whose Echo ne’er hath answer'd to my voice? 

The iiDsnnn’d Glen, the breathless Forest, where 
That hulh not heard my raptured soul rejoice 
In Nature's hush divine, her spirit-humbling noise? 

I, like an Eagle, o’er the mountain-cliff, 

Have soared in dreams as lofty and as lone; 

On air-woven Lakes, I from my fairy skiff 
The anchor of my solitude have thrown. 

Methinks, that but to me some spots are known! 

—Give answer from afar, thou once-sceii Glen, 

Thou sliadowy, silent world of mist and stone, 

Thy desert shapes like Images of Men, 

In mockery of Man’s voice, the small pipe of the Wren! 

Or answer Thou! with music and with light. 

Thou Yale of Vales! that to tlie Evening Star 
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My soul did consecrate one summer night, 

When loth that such sweet darkness should debar 
My soul from loveliness it could not mar, 

I ask'd that gentle Orb to be the guide 
Of one, who from his way had wander'd far; 

And soon she led me where my heart espied 
Valley and Lakelet bright, by midnight glorified 1 

Yet to the impulse of such lifeless things 
1 ne'er so far surrender'd up my dreams, 

As not to feel my spirit's folded wings, 

Like a bird basking in Life's sunny gleams. 

Yea I whether musing by the moorland streams, 

Or in the arms of mouutaia-silence bound, 

From human eyes far off the loveliest gleams 
Came smiling o'er the loveliness around, 

Yea 1 even the trickling dew was like a human sound. 

For other friendsliips have 1 learn'd to cherish, 

Than with the Sky, the Ocean, and the Earth; 

Lovely they are and pure—but they must pcrislt, 

For perishing the fount that gave them birth. 

Rut on the human face immdrtal mirth, 

Or calm than mirth far lovelier may endure; 

Nor shall th.at heart e’er ache in spiritual dearth, 

Nor ever pine for pleasures, high and pure, 

Linked to its brother man, in brotherhood secure^ 

Among the hills a hundred homes have I; 

My Tabic in the w'ildcrnesH is spread; 

In those louo spots, a human smile can buy 
Plain fare, kind welcome, and a rushy bed. 

0 dead to Christian Love! to nature dead, 

Who, when some cottage at the close of day 
Hath o'er liis soul its cheerful dimness shed, 

Feels not that God was with him on his way, 

Nor with these simple folks devoutly kneels to pray. 

What means the silent Lake, the Cataract's roar, 

The snow-like moonshine on the summer-liill, 

Old Ocean thundering o'er his solemn shore, 

Or the faint hymning of the infant rill? 

SiiYi can such things th’ immortal Spirit fill 
With perfect voice or silence like their own? 

No ! in its (ranee the soul U longing still 
For other music : by one breath o’erthrown, 

The Fancy's pageant sinks with its aerial throne. 

Where is (he radiance, touching as the hue 
Breathed by delight o’er childhoods laughing check? 
What glimpse of ether, beauteous as the dew 
In cyi'S whose gazing silence seems to speak 
Of something in our souls more hush'd and meek 
Than aught tliat sleeps on sky, earth, sea, or air? 

Then turn from such vain images—and seek 
True Beauty shrined amid yon golden hair, 
llaliold yon snow-white brow—her throne, her heaven is 
there. 

Then, as thou wandercst through thy native vales. 

Like wild-flowers spread to cheer thee on thy way, 
(Wild-flowers all dancing in the sunny gales), 

Sweet sinless children, smiling in ilicir play, 

Will chain thy footsteps oft with fond delay! 

Tliou sco'st, as in some Merc's unclouded glow, 

The pure bright morn of being's vernal day, 


And, gazing on the heaven that lies below. 

Feel St not to draw thy breath amid this world of woe. 

If such the temper of ihy heart, what joy 
Is rising there, when on some radiant steep 
Thou seest the solitary Slicpherd-boy 
(Wliile liis white flock amid the suusliinc sleep,) 
Through all the long day’s stillness, lone and deep, 
Silting, unwearied as the gladsome brook 
That sings along with many a frolic leap, 

While earnestly his iiniipliftcd look 

Lives on the yellow page of some old fairy book. 

Alone thou need’s! not be, though all around 
Thy dreaming soul a mountainous region lie. 

Spread like a sea (hat heaves without a sound. 

Chained in tumultuom silence 'mi<l the sky. 

Cloud-like ascends before thine inward eye 

Thu wreathed smoke, from many a p.*ilm-(ree grove, 

'Mid the still desert mounting silently, 

Straiglit up to heaven! and, as it fades above, 

Looks like some guardian Power that eyes the earth with 
I love. 

Blessings he on yon hill-side cottages! 

A starry group rejoicing in the mist! 

Blest be the leaves, fruit, branches of the trees, 

And the thatched roof they shelter ever blest. 
l.oiig hath the light of knowledge aud of rest 
Thence h.'inislied sin, and suffering there beguiled; 
That loving angel. Innocence, hath kissed 
Fmpienl the check of every rosy child. 

And leads them dancing on along the pathless wild. 

All me! when wandering at sweet eventide, 

‘Mid the fair vales of England, as they lay. 

Of their own beauty touched with stately pride. 

Encircled with the diadem of May I 

Here Palace-domes, there dwellings light and gay, 

In groves embosomed, or with rosy showci's, 

Brule-like adorned in beautiful array, 

Where, charmed hy fragrance, the delighted IToiirs 
Seem’d, as the sun went down, still lingering 'mid the 
flowers. 

flow hath that gorgeous vision in the air 

(Light, music, fragrance, cottage, tower, and dome] 

Melted to nothing! Thou art smiling llicrc, 

Most sweetly smiling through the dewy gloom, 

Just as Eve's sLir and cresccnt-moon illume 
Heaven's arch, that folds thee in the hush of night. 

Wild Hamlet! In thy quiet’s inner room 

The wanderer sils, and wonders in delight 

On what kind angel's wing hath been hisliomeward flight. 


MAUY. 

Thsre days before my Mary’s death, 

Wc walk'd hy Grassmere shore; 

« Sweet Lake!* she said with falfuring breath, 
M 1 ne’er shall see thee more!* 

Then turning round her languid head, 

She look’d me in tliu face; 

And whisper'd, ■When thy friend is dead, 
Hemember this lone place.* 
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Vainly I struggled at a smile 
That did my fears betray; 

It seem’d that on our darling isle 
Foreboding darkness lay. 

My Mary’s words were words of truth; 
None now behold the Maid; 

Amid the tears of age and youth 
She in her grave was laid. 

tong days, long nights, I ween, were past 
Ere ceased her funeral knell; 

But to the spot I went at last 

Where she had breathed « farewell!» 

Methought I saw the phantom stand 
Beside the peaci;fiil wave; 

1 felt the pressure of her hand— 

Then look'd towards her grave. 

Fair, fair, beneath the evening sky 
The quiet chiirch'yard lay : 

The tall pine-grove most solemnly 
Hung mute above her clay. 

Dearly she loved their arching spread, 

Their music wild and sweet, 

And, as slic wished on her death«bcd, 

Was buried at their feet. 

Around her grave a beauteous fence 
Of wild-flowers shed their breath, 

Smiling like infant innocence 
Within the gloom of deatli. 

Such flowers from bank of mountain-brook 
At eve wc used to bring. 

When every little mossy nook 
Betray’d reluming Spring. 

Oft had I fixed the simple wreath 
Upon her virgin breast; 

But now such flowers as form’d it breathe 
Around her bed of rest. 

Yet all within my silent soul 
As the hush'd air was calm; . 

The natural tears that slowly stole 
Assiiagetl my grief like balm. 

The air, that seem’d so thick and dull 
For months unto my eye; 

Ah me! how bright and beautiful 
It floated on tlie sky! 

A trance of high and solemn bhss 
From purest ether came; 

’Mid such a heavenly scene as this 
Death is an empty name! 

The memory of the past return’d 
Like music to my heart,— 

ft seem’d that causelessly I mourn'd, 

When we were told to part. 

■ God's mercy, • to myself 1 said, 

■ To both our souls is given— 

To me, sojourning on earth's sliade, 

To her—n Saint in Heaven!» 


SOLITUDE. 

0 VALE of visionary rest! 

—Hush'd as the grave it lies 

With heaving banks of tenderest green, 

Yet brightly, happily serene, 

As cloud-vale of the sleepy west 
Reposing on the skies. 

Its reigning spirit may not vary— 

What change can seasons bring 
Unto so sweet, so calm a spot. 

Where every loud and restless thing 
Is like a far-off dream forgot? 

Mild, gentle, mournful, solitary, 

As if it aye were spring, 

And Nature loved to witness here 
Tile still joys of the infant year, 

’Mid flowers and music wandering glad. 

For ever liappy, yet for ever sad. 

This little world how still and lone 
With that horizon of its own! 

And, when in silence falls the night. 

With its own Moon how purely liright! 

No shepherd's Cot is here—no Sliealitig 
Its verdant roof through trees revealing— 

I,'o branchy covert like a nest. 

Where the weary woodmen rest, 

And their jocund carols sing 
O'er the fallen Forest-King. 

Inviolate by hitman hand 

The fragrant white-stemm'd bircli-trees stand, 

W’iili many a green and sunny glade 

’Mid their embowering murmurs made 

By gradual soft decay— 

Where stealing to that little lawn 
From secret haunt and hulf-afraid, 

Tile Doe, in mule affection gay, 

At close of eve leads forth her fawn 
Amid the flowers to play. 

And in that dell’s soft bosom, lo! 

WI ■ere smiletli up a cheerful glow 
Of water pure as air, 

A Tarn by two sm<iU streamlets spread 
In licaiity o’er its wavcless bed, 
flrUoeting in that heaven so still 
Tile birch-grove mid-way up tlie hill, 

And summits green and bare. 

How lone! beneath its veil of dew 
That morning’s rosy fingers drew, 

Seldom shepherd’s foot hath prest 
One primrose in its sunny rest. 

The sheep at distance from the spring 
May here her lambkins chance to bring, 
Sporting witli their shadows airy, 

Each like tiny Waier^Fairy 
Imaged in the lucid lake! 

The hive-bec here doth sometimes make 
Music, whose sweet murraurings tell 
Of his shelter'd straw-roofd cell 
Standing 'mid some garden gay. 

Near a cottage far away. 

By the lake-side, on a stone 
Stands the Heron all alone, 
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Still as any lifeless thing! 

Slowly moves liis laggard wing* 

And cloud-like floating with the gale 
Leaves at last the quiet vale. 

THE SISTERS. 

SwssT Creature! issuing like a dream 
So softly from that wood! 

—She glideth on a sunny gleam— 

In youth aud innocence so bright, 

She lendcth lustre to day-light 
And life to solitude! 

O’er all her face a radiance fair 
That seemeth to be native there! 

No transient smile, no hurst of joy 
Which time or sorrow may destroy, 

A soul-breathed calm that ne'er may cease' 

The spirit of eternal peace! 

The sunshine may forsake the sky, 
but the blue depths of ether lie 
In stedfost meek serenity. 

Onward she walks—with that pure face 
Slicddiog around its gladdening grace— 

Those cloudless eyes of tenderest blue 
Sparkling tlirougli a tear-like dew— 

That golden hair tliat floats in air 
Fine as the glittering gossamer— 

That motion dancing o'er the earth 
Without an aim—in very mirth— 

That lark-like song whose strengthening measure 
Is soaring through the air of pleasure.— 

Is she not like the innocent Morn! 

When from the slow-unfolding arms 
Of Night, she starts in all her charms. 

And o’er the glorious earth is borne. 

With orient pearls henciith her feet,— 

All round her, music warbling sweet, 

And o'er her head the fulgent skies 
In the fresh light of Paradise. 

Lo! Sadness by the side of Joy! 

—With raven tresses on her l>row 
braided o’er that glimpse of snow— 

O’er her bosom stray locks spread 
As if by grief dishevelled— 

Unsparkling eyes where smiles appear 
More mournful far than many a te^ir— 

Voice most gentle, sad, and slow, 

Whose happiest tones still breathe of woe— 

As in our ancient Scottish airs 
Even joy the sound of sorrow wears— 

Motion like a cloud that goes 
From deep to more profound repose— 

Seems she not in pensive light 
Image of the falling night ? 

—Still survive faint gleams of day, 

But all unking to decay— 

There is almost mirth and gladness. 

Temper'd soft with peace and sadness— 

Sound comes from the stream and hill, 

But the darkening world is still— 

The heavens above arc bright and holy, 

Most beautiful—most melancholy— 

And gaiing with suspended breath, 

Wc dream'of grief—decay—and death! 


THE FAREWELt AND RETURN. 

1 WEHT where two dear friends did dwell, 
Husband and Wife—to hid farewell, 

Before I left my peaceful home, 

Alone through distant lands to roam. 

I found them by their sparkling hearth, 

In perfect love and inward mirth— 

Through virtue happy in tliemselvcs, 

And sporting with four beauteous Elves, 

Who, like the tender flowers of Spring 
Moved by tlie zephyr’s lightest wing, 

Danced here and there iu playful guise. 

With sunny heads and laugliing eyes, 

With song of joy and wanton shout— 

A happy—restless—maddening rout' 

They look uuto the opening door, 

And all their noisy mirtli is o’er! 

To graveness sink their wanton wiles, 

And blushes hide their struggling smiles. 

Quick to their niollier’s lap they run, 

As trembling to be look'd upon— 

There half-deliglited—half-afraid. 

They hide, then slowly raise the head— 

Attil venture thus lo look nt me 
With sweet rcsirnint and biislifiil glee ; 

Till the dear cliiUl I love the bust 
Willi downcast look sle.ils from the rest, 

And with an infant's blessed art 
Twines her white arms around my heart. 

And now the stir—ilic uoisc revive! 

The lilllo cottage seems alive, 

As if a now-awaken’d soul 

Like light were gladdeuing tlirough llie whole. 

The happy parents smile to see 

Their Mary lisping on my knee 

With holder look and freer tone, 

As if she felt tliat sent her own; 

While oft her gamesome brothers tried 
To win from my protecting side 
The little truant maid away, 

By taunting jibe and novel play: 

But vain both jibe and play lo move 
An infant’s heart when touch'd with love! 

Soon evening brings the hour of rest— 

And Mary on my loving breast 
Hath fallen asleep! so not to wake 
The Messed babe, I gently take 
Her guiltless bosom soft and fair, 

Unto her bed—and breathe a prayer 
That all her future life be spent 
Happy as she is innocent! 

Near me her joyful parents stand, 

Bless me by name and press my hand— 

Their mingling tones my spirit meet. 

Though always kind now doubly sweet— 

A golden chain in concord mild 
Links closely Parents—Friend, and Child. 

Years past along—and lo! once more 
I stand beside that cottage-door;— 

The hour in which I went away 
Seems but the eve of yesterday. 
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Motionless there 1 linger long, 

O’erpower'd with a tumultuous throng 
Of memories, fancies, hopes, and fcars^ 
Sinkings of heart, sighs, smiles, and tears. 

■ No cause had I for mournful thought, 

Yet in my beating heart there wrought 
A dread of something undefined! 

While like the hollow midnight wind, 

A voice fell sullen on my ear, 

« Think not to find your Mary here!» 

A dreary stillness reign'd around 
Deep os the hush of burial-ground. 

As if all life were banisli'd ihcnce 
By breath of noisome pestilence. 

Not so—I met a ghastly man 
With haggard eyes and visage wan; 

In his dim looks so charged with woe 
My dearest friend I scarce could know. 

One moment's p.iiisc—then did he fall 
Upon my neck—and told me .ill! 

That she my darling girl was dead, 

And hy his own hands newly laid 
Spotlcvs within )ier spotless shroud— 
llis voice Jicre died—he w’cpt aloud. 

Vainly liis tortured soul I cheer’d— 

When lo! his wretched Wife appear’d, 

Unlike that Wife when last we parted, 

Then deeply blest—now broken-hearted. 

She ga^ed on me with eye-balls wild, 

And shriek'd the name of her dead Child; 

And, with convulsive sobs opprest, 

She fainted on her Husband’s breast! 

The memory of that happy night 
Came o'er her like a sudden blight! 

Those gentle looks—those melting smiles— 
Those happy shouts—those wanton wiles— 
That dre.imiiig face upon its bed— 

—Now lying there, pale, cold, and dead! 

Ah me! beneath a beauteous sky 
The Fairy-land of peace doth lie, 

Through which united Spirits stray 
Companions on the destined way 
That leads to everlasting life! 

Yet oft that darkening sky is rife 
With thunder-bearing clouds! tlicyfade— 

And heaven’s blue depths again display'd 
Seem steep'd in quiet more profound! 

—1 walk’d unto the burial-ground. 

Where that delightful Child doth rest— 

There both her Parents deeply blest! 

Heiliought I saw their souls rejoice, 

Listening in heaven that Seraph's voice. 

LINES 

WRITTEN AT A LITTLE WELL BT THE ROADSIDE, 

LANGDAI^E. 

Trod lonely spring of waters uiidefilcd 
Silently slumbering in thy mossy cell, 

Yea, moveless as the hillock's verdant side 
From which thou hadst thy birth, 1 bless thy gleam 
Of clearest coldness, with as deep-felt joy 
As pilgrim kneeling at his far-sought shrine; 


And as 1 bow to bathe my freshen'd heart 
Id thy restoring radiance, from my lips 
A brcatliing prayer sheds o'er thy glassy sleep 
A gentle tremor! 

Nor must I forget 
A benison for the departed soul 
Of him, who, many a year ago, first shaped 
This little Font,—imprisoning the spring 
Not wisliing to be free, with smooth slate-stone, 

Now in the beauteous colouring of age 
Scarcely distinguished from tlic natural rock. 

In blessed hour the soUbiry man 

Laid tlie first stoue,—and in his native vale 

It serves him for d peaceful monument, 

'Mid the hill-silence. 

Renovated life 

Now flows through all my veins:—old dreams revive; 
And wliile an airy pleasure in ray brain 
Dances unhidden, 1 have time to gaze, 

Even with a happy lover's kindest looks, 

On Thee, delicious Fountain! 

Thou dost shed 

(Though sultry stillness fill the summer air 
And parch the yellow hills) all round thy cave 
A smile of beauty lovely as the Spring 
Breathes with his April showers. The narrow lane 
On citlicr hand ridged with low shelving rocks. 

That from the road-side gently lead the eye 
Up to thy bed,—al^ me! how rich n green, 

Still brightening, wantons o’er its moisten'd grass! 
With what a sweet sensation doth my gaze. 

Now that my thirsty soul is gratified. 

Live on the little cell! The water there. 

Variously dappled by the wreathed sand 
That sleeps below in many an antic shape. 

Like the mild plumage of the phcasant-heii 
Soothes the heliolder’s eye. The ceaseless drip 
From the moss-fretlcd roof, by Nature’s hand 
Vaulted most beautiful, even like a pulse 
Tells of the living principle within,— 

A pulse but seldom heard amid the wild. 

Yea, seldom heard: there is but one lone cot 
Beyonil this well:—it is inhabited 
By an old shepherd during summer months, 

And haply he may drink of the pure spring. 

To Langdale Chapel on the Sabbath-mom 
Going to pray,—or as he home returns 
At silent eve: or traveller such as I, 

Following his fancies o'er these lonely hills. 
Thankfully here may slake his burning thirst 
Once in a season. Other visitants 
It liath not; save perchance the mountain-crow. 
When ice hath lock’d the rills, or wandering colt 
Leaving its pasture for the shady lane. 

Methinks, in such a solitary cave, 

The foiry forms belated peasant sees 
Oft nightly dancing in a glittering ring 
On the smooth mountain sward, might here retire 
To lead their noon-tide revels, or to bathe 
Their tiny limbs in this transparent well. 

A fitter spot there is not: flowers are he're 
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Of loveliest colours and of sweetest sn.-cll, 

Native to these our hills, ami ever seen 

A fairest family by the liappy side 

Of their own parent sprint*;^and others too, 

Of forci{;n birth, the cultured garden’s joy, 

I’lnnled by that old shepherd in his mirth, 

Here smile like strangers in a novel scene, 
bo! a till rose-tree with its clustering bloom. 
Brightening the mossy wall on which it leans 
Its archijig beauty, to my gladsome heart 
Seems, with its smiles of lonely loveliness, 
bike some fair virgin at the humble door 
Of her (le.ir inountaln-cot, stundiug to greet 
The way-bcwilder'd traveller. 

But my soul 

bong plca.scd to linger by this silent cave, 

Nursing its wild and playful fantasies. 

Pants for a loftier pleasure,—and fors.)kcs, 

Tlioiigli sui'ely with no cold iiigiatitude. 

The llowci'S and verdure round the sparkling well. 

A voice calls on me from the niouiitain-ileptlis, 

And it must be obey'd. Yon ledge of rocks, 
bike a wild staircase over Uardkiioi’s brow, 

Is ready for iny footsteps, and even now, 

Wnstwator blackens far beneath my feet. 

She the storm-loving Lake. 

Sweet Fount!—Farewell! 


TUK PAST. 

How wild and dim this lafe appears! 
One long, deep, heavy sigh' 

\\ hen o’er our eyes, half-closed in tears. 
The images of former yeai's 
Arc faintly glimmering hy! 


PEACE. 

I COULD believe that sorrow ne’er sojourn'd 
Within the circle of tliesu sunny hills; 

That this small Lake, beneath the morning light 
Now lying so serenely hrautiful, 

Ne'er felt one passing storm, Imt on its breast 
Botained for aye the silent imagery 
Of those untroubled heavens. 

* How still yon Isle, 

Scarcely distinguish’d from its glimmering shallow 
In the water pure as air I Yon liitlc Floek 
Uow snow-white! lying on the pastoral mount, 
Jlaskin([ in the sunshine. That lone Fislierniaii, 

Who draws his net so .slowly to the shore, 

Ilow calm an Iin.ige of secluded Life! 

Wliilc the boat moving witli its twinkling oars, 

On its short voyage to yon verdant point 
Fringed with wild hireli-wootl, leaves a shining (rack 
(ionnocting by a pure and silvery line 
The quiet of both shores. 

So deep the calm 

I hear the solitaiy Slock-dove's voice 
Moaning .leross the l.ake, from the dark bosom 
Of yon old Pine-Grove, ll.irk the village clock 
Tolls soberly! And, *nild the tufted Klins, 

Reveals the .spire still pointing up to lluavcn. 

1 navel on unto the noisy City, 

And oil this sunny hank mine hour of rest 
Stream-like has inurmuied Iiy—yet shall the musir 
Oft rise again—the b.iko, Hills, Wood, and Giove, 
And that calm House of God. Sweet Vale, Farewell! 
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And still forgotten while they go, 

As on the sea-beach wave on wave 
Dissolves at oiice in snow. 

Upon the blue and silent sky 
The amber clouds one moment lie, 

And like u dream are gone! 

Though beautiful the moon-beams play 
On the lake's bosom bright as they, 

And the soul intensely loves their stay, 

Soon as the radiance melts away 
We scarce believe it shone! 

Heaven airs amid the harp-strings dwell. 

And we wish they ne’er may fade— 

They cease! and the soul is a silent cell. 

Where music never played. 

Dream folluwsdream through the long night hours, 
Each lovelier than the last— 

But ere the breath of rnorning-flowcis. 

That gorgeous world Hies past. 

And many a sweet angelic cheek, 

Whose smiles of love and kindm.'ss speak, 

Glides by us on this earth— 

While in a day we cannot tell 
Where shone the face we loved so well 
In sadness or iu mirth. 


FIRST UREAM 

SwEST Village! on thy pastoral lull 
Array’d in sunlight sad and still, 

As if hencalh the harvest-moon, 

Thy noiseless homes were sleeping! 

It is the merry montli of June, 

And creatures nil of air and earth 
Should now their holiday of mirth 
With dance iind song Ixi keeping. 

But, loveliest Village I silent Thou, 

As cloud wreathed o’er the Morning's brow, 
Wlicii light is faintly breaking, 

And Midnight's voice afar is lost, 
bike (lie wailing of a wearied ghost, 

The sliades of eartli forsaking. 

'T is not the Day to Scotia dear, 

A summer Sabbath mild and clear! 

Yet from her solemn burial-ground 
The small Kirk Steeple looks around. 
Enshrouded in a calm 
Profound as fills the house of prayer, 

E'er from the hand of virgins fair 
Exhales the choral psalm. 

A sight so steeped in perfect lest 
Is slumbering not on nature’s breast 
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In the smiles of earthly day! 

*T is <1 picture floating down the sky, 

By fancy framed in years (^one by. 

And mellowing in decay! 

That thought is gone!—the Village still 
With deepening quiet crowns the hill, 

Its low green roofs are there! 

In soft material beauty beaming. 

As in the silent hour of dreaming 
They hung embowered in air! 

Is this the Day when to the mountains 
The happy shepherds go, 

And bathe in sparkling ]iools and fountains 
Their flocks made white at. snow ? 

Hath gentle girl and ganicsome hoy, 

W’ith tneck>eyc<l mirth or shouting joy, 
Gone tripping up the hrac ? 

Till far behind their 1'owti doth stand, 

Like an image in sweet Fairy Land, 

When the Klviw have flown away! 

—0 sure if aught of liuinan breath 
Within these walls remain, 

Thus d<M:peniiig in the liiish of death, 

T is hut some melancholy Crone, 

Who sits W'itti solemn eyes 
Reside the rradlo all alone, 

And liilU the infant with a strain 
Of Scotia's ancient melodics. 

What if these homes be filled with life? 

'T is the sultry month of June, 

And when tlie cloudless sun rides high 
Above the gUucring air of noon, 

All nature sinks apprest,'^ 

And labour slrntn Ids weary eye 
In llio mid-day hour of rest. 

Yet le t the soul think what it will, 

Most diigc-likc mourns that inoorlaiul rill! 
flow different once its flow! 

When with a dreamy motion gliding 
'Mid its green fields in love abiding, 

Or leaping o'er the mossy linn. 

And sporting with Its own wild din, 

Seem'd water changed to snow. 

Beauty lies spread before my sight, 

But gricf-Iike shadows dim its light, 

And all the scene appears 

Like a church-yard when a friend is dying, 

In more than earthly stillness lying, 

And glimmering through our tears! 

Sweet Woodbum I like a cloud that name 
Comes floating o’er iny soul! 

Although thy beauty still survive, 

One look hatli changed the whole. 

The gayest village of the gay 
Beside thy own sweet river, 

Were Thou on Week or Sabbath day! 

So bathed in the blue light of joy, 

As if no trouble could destroy 
Peace dooiri’d to last for ever. 

Mow in the shadow of thy trees 
Still lovely in the tainted breeie, 

The fell Plague-Spirit grimly lies 
And broods, as in despite 


Of uncomplaining lifelcssness, 

On the troops of silent siiadcs that press 
Into the church-yard's cold recess, 

From that region of delight. 

Last summer from the school-house door, 
WMicn the glad play-bell was ringing. 

What shoals of bright-haired elves would pour, 
Like small waves racing on the shore, 

In dance of rupture singing! 

Oft hy yon little silver well. 

Mow sleeping in neglected cell, 

The village-maid would stand, 

While reslifig on the mossy bank 
W'ltli frcbliencd soul tlic tr.ivciler drank 
The cold cup from her hand ; 

Haply some soldier from the war, 

Who would remember long and far 
Tliat Lily of the Lund. 

And still llic green is bright with flowers, 

And dancing througli the sunny hours, 

Like blossoms from enchanted bowers 
On a sudden wafted by, 

Olicdient to the changeful air, 

And proudly feeling they arc fair, 

Glide bird and butterfly. 

But where is the tiny hunter-rout 
That reveU'd on with dance and shout 
Against their airy prey 1 
Alas! the fearless linnet sings. 

And the bright insect folds its wings 
Upon the dewy flower that springs 
Above these children's clay. 

And if to yon deserted well 
Some bulitury maid. 

As bhe was wont at eve, should go— 

There silent as her shade 

She stands a while—then sad and slow 

Walks home, afraid to think 

Of many a loudly-laughing ring 

That dipp'd tliuir pitchers in that spring, 

And lingered round its brink. 

On—on—through woful images 

Aly spirit holds her way I 

Death in each drooping flower she sees ; 

And oft the momentary breeze 
Is binging of decay. 

—So high upon the slender bough 
Why hangs the crow her nest? 

All undisturbed her young have lain 
This spring-time in their nest; 

Mor as they flew on tender wing 
E’er fear’d tlie cross-how or the sling. 

Tame us the purpling turtle-dove. 

That walks serene in human love, 

The magpie hops from door to door; 

And the Iiure, not fearing to be seen. 

Doth gambol on the village green 
As on the lonely moor. 

The few sheep wandering by the brook 
Have all a dim neglected look, 

Oft bleating in their dumb distress 
On her their sweet dead shepherdess. 
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The horses pasturing; through the range 
Of gatciess fields, all common now, 

Free from the yoke enjoy the change, 

To them a long long SabbatU^Uep I 
Then gathering in one thunderous band, 
Across the wild they sweep, 

Tossing the long li.iir from their eyes— 

Till far the living whirlwind flies 
As o’er (he desert sand. 

From liiiinan let their course is free— 

No lonely angler down the lea 
Invites the zephyr's breath— 

And the beggar far away doth roam, 
Preferring in liis liovci-home 
llis penury to death. 

On that green hedge a scatter'd row 
Now wcuther-stain'd—once white as snow— 
Of garments that have long been spread, 

And now belong unto the dead, 

Shroud-like proclaim to every eye, 

«Tilts is no place for charily !• 

O blest arc ye! unthinking creatures ! 
Rejoicing in your lowly naluies 
Ye dance round human tomhsl 
Where ghullier sings the mountain lark 
Than o'er the cliiiicli-yard dim and dark! 

Or where, than on the church-yard wall, 
From the wild rose-tree brighter fall 
Her iiMiisitoiy hlooms! 

What is It to that lovely sky 
If all her worshippers should die! 

As happily her splendours pl.iy 

On the grave where hurn.in forms decay, 

As o’er the dewy turf of Morn, 

Where the viigin. like a woodland Fay 
On wings of joy was borne. 

—Fven now a soft and silvery haze 
Hill—Village—Tree—is steeping 
In the loveliness of happier days, 

Ere rose the voice of weeping ! 

When incensc-fircs from every hearth 
To heaven stole beautiful from earth. 

Sweet Spire! (hat crown’s! the liouse of God! 
To thee my spirit turns. 

While through a cloud the soften’d light 
On thy yellow di.il burns. 

All, me I niy bosom inly bleeds 
To sec the deep-worn path that leads 
Unto that open gate! 

In silent hl.ickness it doth tell 
How ofl ihy littje sullen hell 
Hath o'er the village loll'd its knell, 

In beauty desolate. 

Oft, wandering hy myself at nigbt, 

Such spire h.tth risen in soften’d light 
Before my gladden’d eyes,— 

And as 1 look’d around to see 
The village sleeping quietly 
Beneath the quiet skies,— 

Methought that ’mid her stars so bright, 

The moon in placid mirth, 

Was not in heaven a holier sight 
Than God’s house on the earth. 

Sweet image! transient in my soul' 

That very ^11 hath ceased to toll 
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When the grave receives its dead— 

And ilic last time it slowly swung, 

’T was by a dying stripling rung 
O’er the sexton’s ho.iry head! 

All silent now from t in or hall 
Conics forth the sable funeral! 

The Pastor is not there! 

For yon sweet Manse now empty stamU, 

Nor in iu walls will liolicr hands 
Be e’er held up in prayer. 

BESSY BELL AND MARY GRAY. 

SECOND DREAM. 

O nusii’n be our souls as this Biirial-groinid ' 

And let our feet without a sound 
Glide o’er the mournful clay; 

For lo! two radiant Creatures flitting 
O'er tlic ('rav(*>stones! now niovclesit sitting 
On a low fiineial mound I *T is day! 

And, hut that gliosis wlien.*’er they rove 

Do ill (heir breathless beauty love 

The rolrl, the wnn, and (he silent light 

O’er the Church-yard sited hy the Queen of Night, 

Sure Sister Shades were '1 hoy! 

—Of many’tin the holy faith, 

K're from the dying frame 
Departs the l.itcst lingering breath, 

Its uaithly garh the s.iiiie, 

A shadowy l.ikeness still doth come, 

A noiseless, pah-faivd, hei-koning Wraith, 

To rail the Stranger home! 

Or, arc yu Angels! who from bliss, 

With dewy fall, unto our earth 
On wings of Paradise descend, 

The grave of Innocence to kiss, 

And tears of an immortal birth 
With human tears to blend! 

Aye' theiu they sit' like earthly Creatures 
With softer, &idder, fainter features! 

A llaio round each head; 

Fair 1 hin|;;8 whose earthly coiir.<iC is o’er, 

And who hi ing fioin some far-distant shore 
The beauty that on earth they wore. 

With llie silence of the dead. 

The dream of Ghost and Angel fades, 

And 1 gaze upon two Orphan-Maids, 

Frail Creatures, doom’d to die*. 

Spirits may lie fair in their heavenly sleep, 

But sure when iiiorLil Ituiiigs weep 
III tears a he.mty lies more deep, 

The ghmmeriug of niorUhty! 

'Iheir aged Friend in slumber lies, 

And hath closed for an hour the only eyes 
That ever cheer’d their orphan-state, 

At the hour of hirili left desolate! 

She sleeps! and now these Maids have come 
With mournful hearts lo this mournful home, 
Lcii here hy a pensive train 
Of thoughts still brooding on the dead! 

For they have watched (he breast of Pain 
Till it mosed not on its bed, 

The lifeless lips together prest, 

And many a ghastly body di'cst, 
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And framed llic sltroud for llic corse of bone 
That lay unheeded and alonc^ 

Wlicn all its friends were dead and gone! 

So they walk not to yon hreesy mountain 
To sit in the shade of its silvery fountain, 
And 'mid that lofty air s«'cnu 
Forget the dim and wailing scene 
That spreads beneath their feel' 

They walk not down yon fairy stream 
Whose liquid lapses sweet 
Might wrap ihein in some happy di catn 
Of a pure, calm, far retreat. 

As on that rivulet seems to llnw, 

Kscaping from a w'orld of >\o! 

Rut this still realm is their delight. 

And hither (hey repair 
Comniiiniori with the Dead to hold! 

Peaceful, as at the fall of night, 

Two little Ldiiihkins gliding white 
llelurn unto the gentle air 
Thill sicqis wiihm the Fold, 

Or like two Rirds to their lonely nest, 

Or wearied waves to their hay of rest, 

Or fleecy clouds, when their race is run. 

That hang, in their own lieauty blest, 

'Mid the calm that saiictiQcs the west 
Around the setting Sun. 

Phantoms' ye waken to mine eye 
Sweet trains of earthly imagery! 

Whate'er on Nuuires breast is found 
III loveliness without a sound, 

That silent seems to soul and sense, 

Einhiem of pciToct Innocence! 

Two radiant dew-ilrops that repose 
On mossy hank at Evening’s close, 

Aud, happy m the gentle weather, 

In beauty dis.ippear logulhcrl 

Two flowers upon the lonesome moor, 

When a dim day of storm is o'er, 

Lifting up their yellow liair 
To meet the l).iliu of the sliiiuhcring aii. 
Two Sea-birds ftom the troubled ocean 
Floating with a snowy motion, 

Jn the absence of the gale 
Over a sweet inland vsile! 

Two early-risen Stars that Ik: 

Together on the Evening-sky, 

And imperceptibly pursue 

Their walk along the depths of blue. 

—Sweet Dciugs! on my dreams ye rise 
With all your frail humanities! 

Kor Earth helow, nor Heaven ahove, 

Au image yields of Peace and Love, 

So perfet't as your pensive breath 
That brings unsought a dream of dealli! 
Each sigh more touching than the last, 

Till Life’s pathetic tune be past! 

THE DEPAUTURE. 

TiiiiiD nnnAM. 

Thi grave is fill’d and the turf is spread 
To ^row together o'er the dead. 


The little daisies bright and fair 
Are looking up scarce injured tliere. 

And one warm night of summer-dew 
Will all their wonted smiles renew. 

Restoring to its blooming rest 
A Bolt couch for the sky-lark’s breast. 

The funeral-parly, one by one 

Have given their Idcssing and arc gone— 

Prepared themselves ere long to die, 

A small, sad, silent company. 

The orphans robed in spotless white 
Yet linger in the holy ground, 

And shed all o'er that peaceful mound 
A radiance like the wan moonlight. 

—Then from their inolher’s grave they glide 
Out of the church-yard side by side. 

Just at the gate they pause and turn— 

1 hear sad blended voices mourn 
■ Mother, farewell!» the last endeavour 
To send their souls back to the clay. 

Then they hide their eyes^und walk away 
From her grave—now and for ever! 

Not till this parting invocation 
To their mother's buried breast, 

Had they felt the power of desolation' 

Long as she lived, the village lay 
Calm—iiiircpining in dcc.iy— 

For grief was its own coiisol.ition, 

And de.ith sei'in’d only rest. 

—Rut now a dim and sullen breath 
Hath character'd the face of death; 

And tears, and siglis, and sobs, and wailing, 
All round—o'er human joy prevailing— 

Or 'mid the p.iusing fits of woe, 

Wild sili'ncc, Hko a dcpili of snow 
Shrouding in slumber stern and dull 
The spring-fields late so beautiful, 

(Ipuii their fainting spirits press 
With weight of utter hopelessness, 

And diive them off, they heed not where, 

So that olihviou’s ebbiess wave 
M.iy lie for ever on one grave, 

One village of despair. 

Fame witli siicli spectacles of woe 
Towards their solitary home 
Across the villago-greeu they go— 

Eyeing the streamlet's Diiirmiiring flow. 
Where melt away the specks of foam, 

Like hiiinuu creatures dying 

'itlid their voy.ige down life’s peaceful slrCtim 

Upon (he bosom of a dream 

In thoughtless pleasure lying. 

Calm reveries of composing grief! 

Whose very sadness yields relief 
To heart, and soul, and eye. 

The Orjihans look around—and lo! 

How touching is that Lilac's glow, 

Beneath the tall Lahiirimm’s bow 
That dazzling spans the sky! 

That golden gleam—that gentle fire 
Forces even anguish to admire; 

And gently cheers away distress 
Dy the power of nature’s lovcliacss. 

From many a Utile garden steal 
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Odours tliat Imvc been wastin(; {on(; 

A swectnes!> there was none to feel. 

And from the hidden flowers a,8on{> 

Of hces, ill happy inuUitude 
All busy in th.it solitude, 

An iixiit(;e brin{i!) of all the strife 
And (>ladne!.s of superior life. 

Till man sei'm, ’mid these insects blest, 

A brother-insert liardly miss'd. 

They scire th.at transient calm; the dooi 
Of tlicir own cottage open stands— 

Far lonelier than one hour huforu, 

When they with weak and trembling bands 
The head of that dear coffin bore 
Unto its darksome bed! 

To them fur drearier than the tomh, 

Tlie naked silence of the room 
Deserted liy the dead. 

They kiss the dim and senseless waIN, 

Then hurry fast away; 

Some sudden thnii(;ht their fret rccals, 

And trifles ur^je their stay, 

Till with the violence of despair 
Th(>Y rush into the open air, 

And bless its tliatrli and sbellerin{^ tree, 

Then leave if everlasrlii{;ly! 

—On, on they go, in son’ow blind, 

Ye*.< 'ill a still jiihI gentle motion 
Th.it spciiks llic inner soul resign’d; 

Like little billows o’er the oce.iii 
Still flowing on with tide and wind, 

And (hough (ho tempest smite their breast, 
lloacliiiig at last some bay of rest. 

God bless tbcm on ilicir pilgrimage! 

And m.iy bis hand divine 

With he.iling dew their woes assuage, 

AYIien they luive reachM that silent shrine 
By nature framed in the open nir, 

>Vith soft turf for the knees of prayer. 

And dome of many a p.istoral hill 
Lying in heaven serene and still; 

For, pilgrims ne’er to Sion went 
More mournrul, or mpre innocent, 

Befoic the rueful Cross to lie 
At midnight on Mount C.ilvai*y. 

Two favourite sheep before tlicm go— 

K.ich with its lambs oi spotless snow 
Fiiskiug around with pattering feet, 

With pe.iccfiil eyes and happy bloat. 

Happy! yet like a soft complaint! 

As if at times the voice of sorrow 
Through the hush’d air came lircathing faint 
From blessed things that fear no muriow. 

— Each Shepherdess bolds in her baud 
A verdant crook of the willow-wand, 
Wreathed round with melancholy flowers 
Gather'd 'mid the liills in happier hours. 

In a small cage a thrush is sitting— 

Or restless us the light 

That through his sunny prison plays, 

From perch to perch each moment fljlting. 
His quick and glancing eye surveys 
Tlie novel trees and fields so bright, 


And like a torrent gushing strong 
He sends through lu^iven his sudden song, 
A song that all dim thought drslioys, 

And breathes o’er ail its own wild joys 

As on the Orphans hold their way 
T!iroii{;h the slilhiuss of the djing day, 
Fairies might they surtn who aie rrtuining, 
At the end of Siuiie .’tUotted time, 

Unto (heir own iminoital dime! 

K.icti hearing in its lovely li.ind 
Some .small memorial of the l.ind 
Where they, like common human fiamcs, 
And call’d by gentle Christian names, 

For long had been snioiirniiig ! 

Some little fair iiiseiis.itc tiling, 
ndicof that wild visiting! 

Bird that beneath a bi'ight«;r spring 
or iis own vanish'd enitli will sing; 

Those harmle.ss creatures that will glide 
O'ei f.tery vales in eaithly snow. 

Ami from the faery river's flow 
(inme foitii more purely beautified. 

Now with a wild and inounifiil .song. 

The fail pi'occssiuii moves along, 

While, by that tune so sweet 
The little flock delighted, puss 
As if With liiinian leiideriiess 
Aioiirid (he singci’s feet. 

Dp —lip the gendu slope they wind, 
l.eaving the hui{',lnng lloweis behind 
That soi'in to rotni iheir slay. 

One inniiient on the top they stand, 

At the wihl-imfohhng vale’s ronimaiid, 
—Then down into that raery land 
Dream-iiku they sink away! 


LINES 

WlllTTRN ON .SrKI.NO A I'lCTl’llK DV DKnOIIEU, OF AN 
ASS l.N A STDllM-SHdWI'.ni. 

Poor wretch! that hl.isteil leafless tree, 

More frail and dc.ith-hkc even than tlicc, 

Can yielil no shelter to lliy sliiveiing form; 

The sleet, the laiii, the wind of IIe<tvcii 
Full til iliy face ,ire eoldly driven. 

As if tliuu welt ulouu the object of the Storm. 

Yet ehill'd with eold, and drench’d with rain. 

Mild rreatiire! thou dost not coinplam 
By sound oi look of these ungracious skies; 

Cilmly as if in friendly slicd, 

There st.iiid*8i llioii, with iinmoving head, 

And a grivc, patient meekness in thy half-closed eyes. 

Long could my thoughtful spirit gaxo 

Uii thee; nor am 1 loth to praise 

Him who in moral mood this image drew; 

And yet, uicthinks, that I could frame 
An im.igc different, yet the same. 

More pleasing to tlie heart, and yet to Nature true. 

Behold a lane retired and green. 

Winding amid a forcst-scenc 
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Witii bloomiiii; furze io many a radiant heap; 

Tlierc is a hrowmnp Asa espied, 

One colt is frisking by her side, 

And one among her feet is safely stretch'd in sleep. 

And lo! a little maiden stands, 

With thistles io her tender hands, 

Tempting M.ith kindly words the colt to eat, 

Or gently down before him lays. 

With words of solace and of pr.iise, 

Pluck'd from th* untrodden turf the herbage soft and 
sweet. 

The Slimmer sun is sinking down. 

And the peasants from the rnarkuMown 

With cheerful hearts are to their homes returning; 

Groups of gay children too are there, 

Stirring with mirth the silent air. 

O'er all their eager eyes the light of laughter burning. 

Tlic Ass hath got his burthen still! 

Tlic merry elv(‘s die p.iniri<*iH lill; 

Dt'ligliied there fioin iJdc to side they swing: 

The creitiirc heeds nor shout nor call, 

Ibit jogs on caielcss of them all. 

Whether in harmless sport they gaily strike or sing. 

A gipsey-group ! the secret wood 
Stirs ilirniigh its leafy solitude, 

As wheels the dance to many a jocund tune ; 

Tir unpannicr'd Ass slowly retires 
Fiom the brown tents, and sparkling fires, 

And silently feeds on beneath die silent moon. 

The Moon sits o’er the huge oak tree. 

More pensive ’mill this scene of glee 
Tbiit mocks die hour of beauty and of rest; 

The soul of all her softest rays 
On yonder plarid creature plays, 

As if she wish’d to cheer the hardships of the opprest. 

But now the silver moonbeams fade, 

And, pci'ping through a flowery glade, 

Iliisli’d as a wild-blrd's nest, a cottage lies: 

An Ass stands meek and patient there, 

And by her side a spectre fair, ■ 

To drink the balmy cup once more before she dies. 

With tenderest care the pitying dame 
Supports (be dying maiden's frame, 

And strives with laughing looks her heart to cheer; 
While playful childn'O crowd around 
To catch her eye by smile or sound. 

Unconscious of the doom that waits their lady dear! 

I feel this mournful dream impart 
A holier image to my heart, 

For oft doth grief to thoughts sublime give birth: 

Blest creature! through the solemn night, 

I see ihce bathed in heavenly light, 

Shed from that wondrous child—The Saviour of the 
Earth. 

When flying Herod's murd’rous rage, 

Thou on that wretched pilgrimage 
Didst gently near the virgin-mother lie; 


On thee the humble Jesus sate. 

When thousands rush’d Co Salem's gate 

To see 'mid holy hymns the sinless man pass by. 

Happy thou wert, nor low thy praise, 

In peaceful patriarchal days, 

When roimllcKs tents slow pass’d from land to land 
Like rloiids o’er heaven: the gentle race 
Such f|uict scene did meetly grace. 

Circling the pastoral camp io many a stately band. 

Poor wretch! iny musing dream is o'er; 

Thy shivering form I view uiicc more. 

And all the pains thy race is doom'd to prove; 
hut they whose thoiighiful spirits see 
The triilli of life, will pause with rrie, 

And bless thee in a voice of gentleness and love! 


PRAYER TO SLEEP. 

O GKNTLE Sleep! will Thou lay thy head 
For one lilile hour on thy Lover's bed. 

And none hut the silent stars of night 
Shall witness be lo our delight! 

Alas! 't is said that the Couch must he 
Of the Filler-down that is spread for Thee, 

So, I in my sorrow must lie alone, 

For mine, sweet Sleep! is a Couch of stone. 

Music to Thee 1 know is dear; 

Then, the saddest of music is ever here, 

For Grief sits with me in my cell, 

And she is a Syren who singeth well. 

But Thou, glad Sleep! lovest gladsome airs, 
And wilt only come to thy Lover's prayers 
When the hells of uicrriment are ringing, 

And bliss with liquid voice is singing. 

Fair Sleep! so long in Ihy beauty woo'd, 

■ No Rival lust Thou in my solitude, 

Be mine, niy Love! and we two will lie 
Emhr.iced for ever—or awake to die! 

D* :ir Sleep! farewell!—hour, hour, hour, hour, 
Wd! slowly bring on the gleam of Morrow, 

But Thou art Joy's faithful Paramour, 

And lie wilt Thou not in the arms of Sorrow. 


ON BEADING 

MR Clarkson's history of the abolition op the 

SLAVE TRAfiB. 

’Mio ihe august and never-dying light 
Of constellated spirits, who have gain'd 
A throne in heaven, by power of heavenly acts, 

And leave their names immortal and unchanged 
On earth, even as the names of ^un and Moon, 

Sce''st thou, my soul! 'mid all that radiant host 
One worthier of thy love and reverence, 

Than He, (he fearless spirit who went forth. 

Mail'd in the armour of invincible faith. 

And bearing in his grasp the spear of tirttb, 
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Fit to destroy or save,—went forth to wage, 

Against the hercc array of hloodv men, 

Avarice and ignorance, cruelty and hate, 

A holy warfare! Deep within his soiif, 

The groans of angiUAh, and the clank of chains, 
Dwelt ceaseless ns a cataract, and hU’d 
Tlie secret haunts and rncdibilive prayer. 

Encircled by the silence of the hearth, 

The evening silence of a happy home; 

Upon his midnight bed, when working soul 
Turns inWiird, and the steady How of thought 
Is all we feel of life; in crowded rooms. 

Where mere sensation oft takes place of mind, 

And all lime seems the present; in the sun. 

The joyful splendour of a siiinmcr-day; 

Or 'neatli the moon, the calm and gentle night; 
Where’er he moved, one vision ever iill’d 
Ills restless spirit. 'T was a vision blight 
W’ith colours horn in Heaven, yet oh ! bcdimmM 
With breath of sorrow, sighs, and tears, and hlood! 
Before him lay a quarter of the world, 

A mighty Land, wash'd by unnumher'd Hoods, 

Born in lier bosom,—floods that to the sea 
Boll ocean-like, or in the central wilds 
Fade like llie dim day mulling into night; 

A land all teeming with the gorgeous show 
Of Niiinrc in profuse magnificence! 

Valluys and groves, where untamed herds have ranged 
Without a master since the birth of time! 

Fount.iin8 and caves fill'd with the hidden light 
Of diamond and of ruby, only view'd 
With admiration by the ununvying sun! 

Millions of beings like himself he sees 
In stature and in soul,—the sons of (>od, 

Destined to do him homage, and to lift 
Tlicir fearless brows unto the burning sky, 

Stamp’d with his holy image! Noble shapes, 

Kings of the desert, men whose stately tread 
Brings from the dust the sound of liberty! 

The vision fades not lierc; he secs the gloom 
That lies upon these kingdoms of the sun. 

And makes them darker than the dreary realms, 
Scarce-moving at the pole. A sluggish flow 
Attends those floods so great and lieuutiful, 

Bolling in majesty that none adores I 
And lo! the faces of those stately men, 

Silent ns death, or changed to ghastly shapes 
By madness and despair! Ills ears arc torn 
By shrieks and ravings, loud, and long, and wild, 

Or the dccp-mUltcr*d curse of sullen hearts. 

Scorning in bitter woe their gnawing chains! 

He sees, and shuddering feels the vision true, 

A pale-faced band, who in his mothcC'isle 
First look’d upon the day, heneaili its light 
Dare to be tyrants, and with coward deeds 
Sullying the glory of the Queen of Waves! 

He sees that famous Isle, whose very winds 
Dissolves like icicles the tyrant’s chains. 

On Afric bind them firm as adamant. 

Yet boast, with false and hollow gratitude, 

Of all the troubled nations of the eartli 
That she alone is free! The awful sight 
Appals not him; he draws his lonely breath 
Witliout a tremor; for a voice is heard 
Breathed by no human lips,—heard by his soul,—> 
That he by Heaven is chosen to restore 


BIcrey on earth, a mighty conqueror 
Over the sins and miseries of man. 

The work is done! ihc Niger's sullen waves 
Have heard the tidings,—and the oiieni Suil 
Beholds them rolling on lo mcel his light 
In joyful beauty.'—I'onihiit’s spiry towers 
Are bright wilhoui the brigbliicss of the day, 

And Ihmssa wakening fiom hisage-hmg trance 
Of woe, amid the desert, smiles to hear 
The last faint echo of the blissful sound.— 

LINES WniTTENON OAKISLAND.RILLAUNEV. ‘ 

F.vn in the heart of Island solitude 

Our Tent was pitch'd, heneaili a Grove of Oaks. 

A scone more .*rf>!cmii never Hermit chose ! 

For penitence and prayer; nor fumsive Oard 
Wept over, dreaming of liis dying hour 
And the happy stillness of a sylvan grave. 

That ancient wood was breaililcss ns a tomb. 

Save when the Slock-ilove in his central liainit 
Awakening suddenly a loud deep song, 

Startled the silence, ev'n as with a peal 
Of f.iiiit and far-off Thunder. From (he door 
Of our lone Tent, thus wildly-canopied, 

Down to the bakc-side, gently sloped a Bank, 

Like the heaved bosom of the sea-green wave; 

Where the pure waters of a crescent Bay 
Ki.s.s'd with .1 mnnriuiitig joy the fragrant heath, 
fiiipiiipled witli its hloniii. On either side, 

As emulous of that lefulgent Bank, 

Hills hriglilly-girdlcil with green nibutus-grovcs 
Rose up to lliMven ; yet bow'd (heir lofty heads 
In homage to that Mountain ‘ where the Bird 
Of Jove abides. Bight in the fiont he spread 
Ills Cliffs, his (taverns, and his streamy Glens, 

Flinging an air of wild snhliniity 

O’er Reality’s quiet home! Yet, nut exiled 

W;ls that fair spirit fiom the home she loved. 

Her sweet smile treuihled on the o’ershadow’d wave 
Even at the mountain's font; like dew it lay 
On the relenting sternness of the Bocks; 

The black and sullen enlianccs of Caves 
Dropp'd wild-dowers at her h.'ddiog; ere it reacliei! 

Her ear, the tumult of the Catai ict 

Was pleasant music ; hut her perfect bliss 

(Jaine from the clear blue sky, and from the clouds 

That seem’d eternal in their depth of rest. 

I closed mine eye, that nndisturb'd by sense 
Of oiilw.ird nlijecis, I might gaze and gaze 
On that traiiscendant landscape, as it lay 
Dreamiiigly imaged in my happy soul. 

But all seem'd wavering us the restless Sea, 

Or the white tnorning-niist. Soon darkness veil’d 
The far-willidrawiiig Vision, and a blank 
Like Idindness or decay of memory 
Brooded where all liiose glorious things had shone. 

Up started Fancy from her dreamless sleep! 

For lo! the loveliest of all earthly Lakes 
(And let me hreuthe thy name so heauliful, 

Winander!) lay before me, in tlie light 

Of the sweet Harvest-moon. She, gracious Queen, 
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Uung motionless above the liquid vale, 

To her as dear as licr own native Heaven! 

The clifbt that tower round that romantic shore 
Seem’d jealous of lier love, and gave their breasts 
To meet hei tender smiles: each shaded Bay, 
Bright with the image of Its guardian Star, 

To catch one glimpse seem’d opening its fair treesj 
Delighting in her mild and placid eye 
The whispering Islands softly liyinu'd lier praise . 
Gladly liad all the Woods icvcnl'd tlii'ir depths 
To the Spirit gUmnioring on their topmost hoiiglis; 
And the f.ir Moimfains that Iiy day appear 
So stern <and frowning, by her power subdued, 
Flung down their mighty bulks into repose, 

Like Genii by cncb.iiiiment lull'd asleep! 

Tlien, ns if wafted on an Anj'el’s wing, 

Wondering I found myself bi'fiCHih the shade 
Of my own Sycamore, that fiom its heart 
Did sing a mournful .ind |)allietie strain, 

(jl.idsome willi.d! .1 strain that lowly hreatlied 
■ Welcome, O Waiidrrei! wi'lcouie to thy llornc!> 

A hglil was in my colliigc—1 belicid 
A sh.idow move across it~t)ien 1 beard 
A soft step gently stealing ilirongh the gloom. 

Long was the silence that eiicliain'd our souls ’ 

For by Ids own sweet Fire, a Husband s.it 
Once morel sut ga/ing on Ins first-born Child, 

Who on Ins sinless Mother’s happy breast 
An enildetu seem’d of Innocence in Heaven! 


THE FALLEN OAK, 

A VISION. 

sci:nk, a wool), nfar kfswicr, nEiaiNomc to 

ORF.ENWICII II0S1>1TAI.. 

PiKNeATii the shadow of an ancient oak, 

Drcairiing 1 lay, far ’mid a solemn wood, 

When a noise like thunder stirv'd t!>>' solitude, 

And from that trance 1 suddenly awoke! 

A noble tree came crashing to the ground, 

1 hroiigh the dark forest opening out a glade ; 

While all its hundred branches slrctclnng round, 
Crush'd the tall hazels in its ample shade. 

Melbought, the vanquish’d monarch os lie died 
litter'd a groan : while load and taunting clieer.s 
The woodmen raised o’er him whose stubborn piide 
Had braved tlie seasons for n hundred yeais. 

It seem'd a savage shout, a senseless scorn, 

Nor long prevail’d amid the awful gloom; 

Sad look'd the forest of her glory shorn, 

Beverend with age, yet bright in vigour’s bloom. 

Slam in his hour of strength, a giant In his loiiih. 

I closed mine eyes, nor could I brook to gaze 
On tlie wild havoc in one moment done; 

Hateful to me shone forth the hlcsseil sun, 

As through the new-form’d void he pour’d Ids rap. 
Then rose a dream before my sleeping soul! 

A wood-nymph tearing her dishevell’d hair, 

And wailing loud, from a long vista stole, 

And eyed the ruin with a fiMid despair. 

Tlip velvet moss, that bathed its roots in green, 

For many a happy day had been her seat: 

Than valley wide more dear this secret scene; 

—She aski^ no music but the rustling sweet 


Of the rejoicing leaves; now, all is gone, 

That touch'd the Dryad’s heart with pure delight. 

Soon shall the axe destroy her fallen throne, 

Its leaves of gohl, its bark so glossy bright— 

—But now she hastes away,—death-sickening at the 
sight I 

A nobler shape supplied the Dryad’s place; 

Soon as 1 saw the spirit in her eye, 

I knew the mountain-goildcss. Liberty, 

And in adoring reverence veil'd my face. . 

Smiling; site stood beside tlie prostrate oak, 

Wliilc a stern pleasure su'elLl her lofty breast. 

And thus, metbought, in llirilling accents spoke— 

•• Not long, my d.irling Tree! must be lliy rest' 
Gloiious (lion went, when towering tliroiigh the skies 
In wiiiler-stnrms, or siiniiTicr's balmy breath; 

And thou, niy Tree! shall gloriously arise, 

In life majestic, terrible in death 1 

For lliuii shall float above the roaring wave, 

Wlicic flags denouncing b.itlle stream afar;— 

TJioii Wert, from birth, devoted to the brave, 

And thou shall sail on like a blazing star, 

Bearing victorious Nflsom tlirough the storms of w*ar lx 


NATUBE OUTRAGED. 

AFFRCTIONATELY I.NSCIUUED TO ROBERT STM, ESQ. 

EUINBI'RGH. 

Once, on the very gentlest stillest day 

That ever S))ring did in her gladness breathe 

OVr this deliglitfiii earlh, I loft my home 

With .1 beloved ftiend, who ne’er bcfoic 

U.id been among these iiKiiinlains,—but whose heart, 

Led by the famous peels, through the air 

Serene of Nature oft h.id voyaged. 

Oil fiincy's wing, and in her magic bowers 
Ueposed, by wildest music sung to sleep 
So that, enamour'd of llic imaged forms 
Of beauty in his soul, with holiest zeal 
lie longed to hail the Liir nrigiiial, 

And do her spiritual homage. 

That his love 

Might, consonant to Nature's dictate wise, 

From quiet impulse grow, ami to the power 
Of meditation and connecting iliought. 

Bather than startling glories of the eye, 

Owe its CDtlironcmcnt in his inmost heart, 

I led him to behold a little lake, 

Which 1 so often in my lonely walks 
Had visited, but never yet bad seen 
One human being on its banks, that I 
Thought it mine own almost, so thither took 
My friend, assured be could not chusc but love 
A scene so loved by me I 

Before we reached 

The dell wherein this little lake doth sleep. 

Into involuntary praise of all 

Its pensive loveliness, my happy heart 

Would frequent burst, and from tlioso lyric songs. 

That, sweetly warbling round the pastoral hanks 

Of Grassmcrc, on its silver waves li.ivc shed 

The undying sunshine of a poet's soul. 
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I breathed such touching strains as suited well 
The mild spring-day, and that secluded scene, 
Towards which, in full assurance of ddight, 

We two then walked in peace. 

On the green slope 
Of a romantic glade we sat us down, 

Amid the fragrance of the yellow broom, 

While o’er our heads the weeping birch-tree stream’d 
Its branches, arching like a fount.'iin-shower, 

Then look’d towards the lake, with hearts prepared 
For tho warm reception of all lovely forms 
Enrobed in loveliest radiance, such as oft 
Had steep'd my spirit in a holy calm, 

And made it by the touch of purest joy 
Still as an infant’s dream. 

But where had fled 

The paradise beloved in former days! 

I look'd upon the countenance of my friend, 

Who, lost in strange and sorrowful surprise. 

Could scarce forbear to smile. Is this, he cried. 

The lone retreat, where from the secret top 
Of Helicon, (he wild-eyed muse descends 
To bless thy slumbers? this the virgin srenc 
Where beauty smiles in undisturbed peace? 

I look'd again: but never did lover gase. 

At last returning from some foreign clime, 

With more affectionate sorrow on the face 
That he left fair in youth, than I did gaxc 
On the alter’d features of my darling vale, 

That, ’mid the harbarniis outrages of art, 

lletain'd, I ween, a heavenly character 

That nothing could destroy. Yet much was lost. 

Of its original brightness: Rluch was there, 

Marring that spirit I remember'd once 
Ferfently beautiful. The meadow field, 

That with its rich and placid verdure lay 
Even like a sistcr-lakc, with nought to break 
The smoothness of its bosom, save tlic swing 
Of the hoar Canna, or, more snowy while. 

The young lamb frisking in the joy of life,— 

Oh ! grief 1 a garden, all unlike, I ween, 

To that where bloom’d the fair llcspcrides, 

Usurp’d the seat of Nature, while a wall 
Of most bcdazsling splendour, o’er whose height. 

The little birds, content to flit along 
From bush to bush, could never dare to fly, 
Preserved from those who knew no ill intent, 
Fruit-trcM exotic, and flowers passing rare. 

Less lovely far than many a one that bloom’d 
Unnoticed in tlie woods. 

And lo! a house, 

An elegant villa! in the Grecian style! 

Doubtless contrived by some great architect 
Who had an Attic soul; and in the shade 
Of Academe or the Lyceum walk’d, 

Forming conceptions foir and beautiful. 

Blessed for ever be the sculptor’s art I 
It hath created guardian deities 
To shield the holy building,•^heathen gods 
And goddesses, at which the peasant stares 
With most perplexing wonder; and light Fauns 
That the go^ Owner's unpoetic soul 


Could not among the umbrage of the groves 
Imagine, here, for ever in his sight, 

In one unwearied posture frisk in stone. 

My friend, quoth I. forgive ihe^e words of mine. 

That haply seem more sportive than becomes 

A soul that fuels for Nature’s sanctity 

Thus blindly outraged ; but when evil work 

Admits no remedy, wu then arc glad 

Kven from ourselves to hide, in mirth constrain’d, 

An unavailing sorrow. Oh! my friend, 

Ifadst thou beheld, as I, the glorious rock 
By that audacious mansion liid for ever, 

I —Glorious 1 well might call it, with bright bands 
Of flowers, and weeds as beautiful us flowers 
Refulgent,—crown’d, as with a diadem, 

With oaks that loved their birth-place, and alive 
With the wild tones of echo, bird, and bee,— 

I Thou coiildst luTvc wept to tliink that paltry Art 
Could so prevail o’er Nature, and weak man 
Thus stand between tliee and the woiks of God. 

Well miglit the Naiad of that stream complaiu! 

: The glare of day hath driven her from licr haunts, 
Shady no more: The woodman's uri* hath clear’d 
Tlic useless hazels where the linnet hung 
Her secret nest; and yon hoar waterfall, 

; Whose misty spray rose tlirougli the freshen’d leaves 
To heaven, like Nature’s incciiHC, and whose sound 
C.ime deaden'd through the multitude of boughs 
Like a wild anthem by some spirit sung, 

Now looks as cheerless as the late-left snow 
Upon the mountain’s hreast, and sends a voice, 

Fiom the hare rocks, of dreariness and wool 
See! farther down the streamlet, art hath framed 
A delicate casc:)de! The channel stones, 

Hallow'd by rushing waters, and more green 
Even than the thought of greenness in the soul. 

Are gone; and pebbles, carefully arranged 
By size and colour, at the bottom lie 
Imprison’d; while a smooth and shaven lawn. 

With graceful gravel walks most serpentine, 
Surrounds the noisy wonder, and sends up 
A smile of scorn unto the rocky fells, 

Where, ’mid the rough fern, bleat the shelter’d sheep. 

Oft hath the poet’s eye on these wild fells 
Bulield cntr.inciiig visions;—hut the cliffs. 

In unsealed majesty, must frown no more; 

No more the coves profound draw down the soul 
Into their stern dominion : even the clouds, 

Floating or settling on the mountain’s breast. 

Must be adored no more:—far other forms 
Delight his gaze, to whom, alas, belongs 
This luckless vale!—On every eminence. 

Smiles some gay image of the builder’s soul, 
Watcli-towcr or summer-house, where oft, at eve. 

He meditates to go, with book in hand, 

And read in solitude; or weather-cock. 

To tell which way the wind doth blow; or fort, 
Commanding every station in the vale 
Where enemy might encamp, and from whose height 
A gaudy flag might flutter, when he hears 
With a true British pride of Frenchmen slain, 

Ten thousand in one battle, lying grim 
By the brave Englisli, their dead conquerors! 
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Such was the spirit of the words I used 
On witnessin(j such sacrilege. We turned 
Homewards in silence, even as from the grave 
Of one in early youth untimely dead, 

And all that to my pensive friend I said 
Upon our walk, were some few words of grief, 

TitaC thoughtlessness and folly, in one day, 

(>iul«l render vain the mystic processus 
Of Nature, working for a thousand years 
Tlie work of love and beauty; so liial Heaven 
Might hhed its gracious dews upon the oarili, 

Its sunshiue and its rain, till living (lowers 
Rose up in myriads to attest its power. 

Dut, in the midst of tliis glad jubilee, 

A blinded mortal came, and with a nod. 

Thus rendering ignorance worse tli.iii wickedness, 

Bid his base servants u tear finm Nature’s book 
A blissful leaf with worst impiety.» 

If thou, whose licart has listen'd tu my song, 

From Nature hold'st some fair inlieiiLinre 
l.ike that wlio>e motii'iiful luins I deplore, 

Remember that tliy birlli>right doih impose 
High duties on tliee, that must be perform’d, 

KIse ihoti caiiHt not ho happy. Thou must watch 
With holy /cal o’er Nature while she sleeps. 

That nought may lireak licr icst; her waking smiles 
I Thou must preserve and worship ; and the gloom 
That sometiincK lici like night upon her face, 

(Iroatmg awful thoughts, that gloom must hush 
. The beatings of tliy licait, us if it lay 
hike the dread shadow of eternity. 

Beauteous thy liome upon this heauteoiis earth, 

And (fod hath given it to thee: therefore, le.iru 
The laws liy which the Kternal doth sublime 
And s.inctify his works, (hat thou mayst see 
The hidden glory veMeil from viilg.ir eyes, 

And by the homage of cnlighleu’d love, 

Repay the power that Idest thee. Thou shouldst stand 
Oft-times amid thy dwelling place, with awe 
Stronger than Jove, even like a pious man 
Who in some great cathedral, while the ciiaiint 
Of hymns is in his soul, no more beholds 
The pill.irs rise august and beautiful. 

Nor the dim grandeur of the roof that hangs 

Far, far above ids head, hut only sees 

The openiug heaven-gates, and the white-robed bands 

Of spirits prostrate in adoring praise. 

So sii.tlt tbon to thy death-hour find a friend, 

A gracious friend in Nature; and thy name, 

As the rapt tnavellcr through thy fair domains 
! Oft-liugcring journeys, shall with gentle voice 
I Re breathed amid the solitude, and link’d 
I With those enlighten’d spirits tliat promote 
i The happiness of others by their own, 

J The consummation of all cartlily joy. 


MELROSE ABBEY. 

It was not when the Sun through the glittering sky, 
In summer's joyful majesty, 

Look’d from his cloudless heigbt;^ 

It was not when the Sun was sinking down. 

And tinging the ruin’s mossy brown 
Widi gleams of ruddy light 


Nor yet when the Moon, like a pilgrim fair, 

’Mid star and planet journeyed slow, 

And, mellowing the stillness of the air, 

Smiled on the world below;— 

That, ftUi.Rosb! ’mid tliy mouldering pride, 

Ml breathless and alone, 

I gra.ip'd the dreams to d.-iy denied, 

High dreams of ages gone!— 

Had iinsliriuvcd guilt for one moment been there, 
His heart had turn’d to stone! 

For ofr, thniigli felt no moving gale, 

Like restless ghost in glimmering sliroud, 

Through lofty Oriel opening pale 
Was seen tlic hiirrjing cloud ; 

And, at dnuhtfiil distance, e.u‘h broken wall 
Frown’d black as bier’s mysterious pall 
From niounlain-cavc beheld by gliastly seer; 

It seem’d ns if sound liad ceased to be; 

Nor dust from arcli, nor leaf from tree, 

Relieved the noiseless ear. 

The owl hail sailed from her silent tower, 

Tweed hush’d his weary wave, 

The time was midnight's moonless hour, 

.My seat a dreaded Douglas’ grave! 

My being was sublimed by joy. 

My heart was big, yet i could uot weep; 

I felt that God would ne’er destroy 
The mighty in their traneed sleep. 

\N illiiii the pile no eonimon dead 
Lay hit nded with tlieir kindred mould; 

Theirs were the hi'arts iliat pray’d, or bled, 

In cloister tiiin, on death-plain red. 

The pious and tiie hold. 

There slept the s<)int whose holy sirain.s 
Rmuj'lil seraphs round the <lying bed; 

And tiiei'e the warrior, who to chains 
Ne’er stoop’d his crested head. 

I frdt niy spirit sink or swell 
With patriot rage or lowly fear. 

As battle-trump, or convcnl-hclt, 

Rung in my tranced ear. 

But dreams prevail’d of loftier mood. 

When stern hcnealli the chancel high 
My country’s spectre-monarch stood, 

.U1 sheath’d in glittering panoply; 

Then I thought with pride wliat noble blood 
Had flow’d fur the hilLs of liberty. 

High the resolves that fiU the brain 
With transports trembling upon pain, 

When the veil of lime is rent in twain, 

That hides the glory past! 

The scene may fade that gave them birth, 

But they peristi not with the perisliing earth, 

For ever shall they last. 

And higher, I ween, is that mystic might 
That comes to the soul from the silent night. 

When she walks, like a disembodied Spirit, 
Through realms her sister shades inherit, 

And soft as the breath of tliosc blessed flowers 
That smile in Heaven's unfading bowers. 

With love and awe, a voice she hears 
Murmuring assurance of immortal years. 

In hours of loneliness and woe 
Which even the best and wisest know, 
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How leaps the lighten'd heart to seize 

Oo the bliss that comes with dreams like these! 

As fair before the mental eye 

The pomp and beauty of the dream return, 

Dcjcrted virtue calms her sit^h, 

And leans resi(;n’d on memory’s urn. 

She feels how weak is mortal pain, 

When each thouKht that starts to life a^aio 
Tells that she hath not lived in vain. 

For Solitude, by Wisdom woo’d, 

Is ever mistress of delight, 

And even in gloom or tumult view'd, 

She sanctifles their living blood 
Who learn her lore aright. 

The dreams her awful face imparts 
Unhallowed mirth destroy; 

Her griefs bestow on noble hearts 
A nobler power of joy. 

XVliilu hope and faith the soul thus fill, 

W’c smile at chance distress, 

And drink die cup of human ill 
In st.iteiy happiness, 

Tims even where death his empire keeps 
Life holds the pageant vain, 

And where the lofty spirit sleeps, 

There lofty visions reign. 

Yea, often to night-wandering man 
A pow’r fate’s dim decrees to scan, 

In lonely trance hy bliss is given, 

And midnight’s starless silence rolls 
A giant vigour through our souls, 

Tliat stamps us sons of Heaven. 

Then, Mclrosk ! Tomb of heroes old ' 
nicsl be the hour 1 dwelt with thee; 

The visions that ran ne’er be told 
That only poets in their joy ran see, 

The glory home above the sky 
The deep-felt weight of sanctity! 

Thy m.issy towers I view no more 
Through brooding darkness rising hoar, 

Like a broad line of light dim seen 
Some mountain-rlcft between! 

Since that dread hour, hath human thought 
A thousand gay creations brouglit 
before my earthly eye; 

1 to the world have lent an car, 

Delighted all the while to hear 
The voice of poor mortality. 

Yet, not the less doth there abide 
Deep in iny soul a holy pride, 

That knows hy whom it was bestow'd, 

Lofty to man, but low to God; 

Such pride as hymning angels cherish, 

Blest in the blaze where man would perish 

LINES WRITTEN BY MOONLIGHT AT SEA. 

Ah me! in dreams of struggling dread, 

Let foolish tears no more be shed, 

Tears wept on bended knee, 

Though years of absence slowly roll 
Between us^nd some darling soul 
Who lives upon the sea! 
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Weep, weep not for the mariner, 

Though distant far he roam, 

And have no lovely resting-place 
That he can call his home. 

Friends hath he in the wilderness, 

And with those friends he lives in bliss 
Without one pining sigh! 

The waves tliat round his vessel crowd, 

The guiding star, the breezy clouil. 

The music of the sky. 

And, dearer even ilian Heaven’s sweet light, 

He {jazes on that Wonder bright, 

When sporting witli the gales, 

Or lying in a beauteous sleep 
Above her shadow in the deep, 

—The Ship in which lie sails. 

Then weep not for the mariner! 

He nccdctii not thy tears; 

From his soul the Ocean’s midnight voice 
Dispels all mortal fears. 

Quietly slumber shcplicrd-men 
In the silence of some inland gleii, 

Lull’d ]>y the gentlest souuds of air and cartli; 
Yet as ijuietly rests the m.arincr. 

Nor \v.int8 for dre.iiiis as mejting fair 
Amid the Ocean’s mirth. 


ITIE NAMELESS STREAM 

GENTt.B as dew, a summer shower 
In beauty bathed tree, herb, and flower, 

And told the stream to miirmtir on 
Willi quicker dance and lividiur tone. 

Thu mist lay steady on the fell, 

While lustre steep'd each smiling dell, 

Such wild and fairy contrast made 
The magic power of light and shade. 

Through trees a little bridge was seen, 

Glittering with yellow, red, and green, 

As o’er the moss with playful glide 
The sun-beam d.uiced from side to side. 

And made the ancient arch to glow 
Various as Heaven’s reflocled bow. 

Witbin the dripping gmve was heard 
Rustic or song of joyful bird ; 

Till? stir of rapture fill'd the air 
From unseen myriads iiiingliiig there; 

Idfe lay entranced in sinless mirth, 

And Nature’s hymn swam o’er the earth ! 

In tilts sweet hour of peace and love, 

] chanced fioin rcsllessjoy to move. 

When by my side a being stood 
Fairer tlian Naiad of the flood, 

Or her who ruled the forest scene 
In d.iys of yom, the Huntress Quccii. 

Wildness, subdued by quiet grace. 

Play’d o’er the vision’s radiant face, 

Budiant with spirit (it to steer 
Her flight around the starry sphere, 

Yet, willing to sink down in rest 
Upon a guardian inortil breast. 

Her eyes were rather soft than bright, 

And, when a smile half-closed their light, 

They seem’d amid the gleam divine 

Like stars scarce seen through foir moonshine! 
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While ever, as with sportive air, 

She lightly waved her clustering hair, 

A thousand gleams tlie motion made, 

Danced o'er the auburn's darker shade. 

O Maey ! I had known thee long, 

Amid the gay, the thoughtless throng, 

Where mien leaves modesty behind. 

And manner takes the place of mind; 

Where woman, ihougii delightful still, 

(}ults Nature's ease for Fosliion'a skill, 

Hides, by the gaudy gloss of art, 

The simple beauty of her heart, 

And, born to lift our souls to heaven. 

Strives for the gaxe despised when given, 

Forgets her being's godlike power 
To shine the wonder of an hour. 

Oft had 1 sigh’d to think that thou, 

An angel fair, couldst stoop so low; 

And as with light and airy pride, 

'Mid worldly souls I saw thee glide, 

Wtisting those smiles tliat love with tears 
Might live on all his blessed years, 

Regret rose from thy causeless mirth, 

That Heaven could thus be stain'd by Earth. 

O vain regret! 1 sliould have known, 

Thy soul was strung to loftier tone ; 

That wisdom bade thee joyful range 
Through worldly paths thou couldst not change, 
And look with glad and sparkling eye 
Even on life's cureless vanity. 

•^But now, thy being’s inmost blood 
Felt the deep power of solitude; 

From Heaven a sudden glory broke, 

And all thy angel soul awoke. 

I hail'd the impulse from above. 

And friendship was sublimed to love. 

Fair arc the vales that peaceful sleep 
'Mid moiintain^silencc lone and deep. 

Sweet narrow lines of fertile earth, 

'Mid frowns of horror, smiles of mirth! 

Fair too the fix'd and floating cloud, 

The light obscure by eve bestowed, 

The sky’s blue stillness, and the breast 
Of lakes, with all that stillness blest. 

Rut dearer to my heart and eye, 

Than valley, mountain, lake, or sky. 

One Nameless Stream, whose happy (low 
Blue as the heavens, or white as snow, 

And gcntly-sw'elling sylvan side 
By Mary's presence beautified. 

Tell ever of expected years, 

The wish that sighs, the bliss that fears. 

Till taught at last no more to roam, 

I worship the bright Star of Home. 


ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 

£■1 Margaret was three months old, 

Her Father laid her in the mould 1 
Poor Babe! her fleeting visit here 
Was mark’d by many a sigh and tear, 
sudden starts of unknown pain 
^Olkseem'd to shake her little brain! 


Scarcely unto her ear was known 
A yearning Mother’s gentle tone; 

She could not by her smiles repay 
Tlie sleepless night, the anxious day; 

And yet, at times, her eyes would rest 
With gladness on that Hothcr^s breast, 

And sinking, with a murmur there, 

Like a hush’d stir of vernal air, 

Wc saw her little bosom move 
Blest by the genial fount of Love! 

Gently the stroke of death did come, 

And sent her to a heavenly home; 

Ev'n like the wild harp's transient strain, 

She slept—and never woke again ! 

And now, beneath her spotless shroud, 

Like a pale star behind a cloud, 

Or a young Flower that dies in May, 

Ghill’d by hoar-frost—the Baby lay. 

Ah, me! it was a sad delight, 

Through the dim stillness of the night. 
While grief the glimmering air possest, 

To mark her little bed of rust: 

The sweet Child bore no looks of death. 

She seem'd alive, though 'reft of breath; 

Her lips retained thoir sunny glow. 

Rut her cold check was pale as snow 1 
While thus she lay, no painful trace 
Broke the fair silence of her face; 

But something like a smile did play 
Over the dead insensate clay, 

As if a happy dream had shed 
A halo round that guiltless head. 

At morning light we took our way, 

To drop the dear Babe in the clay. 

No mourners might that corse attend, 

Save Father—Servant—Neighbour—Friend; 
For none but real weepers gave 
A blessing to mine Infant's grave. 

The vernal noon was soft and mild, 

Meet for the funeral of a child; 

Hound the small grave the sunbeams stole, 
Pure as the Infant's sainted soul! 

And til* opening heavens appeared to shed 
A loving lustre o'er the dead. 

The fair unfolding buds of Spring 
Sustain'd our quiet sorrowing; 

For wide o'er the rejoicing Farth 
Wild flowers were springing in their mirth, 
Of many a bright and heavenly dye, 
Emblems of sinless Infancy. 

Oh! fairer, sweeter far than they. 

My Flower now dropt into the clay! 

Shut by the sod roof, smootli and even, 

Her blossoms from the dews of heaven! 

When evening came, the silent hearth, 

Two nights before alive with mirth. 

With dim and languid lustre shone, 

As if it knew our ^be was gone. 

At once our spirits felt beguiled 
Of grief—w’e spake not of our child— 

Yet every word we softly said, , 

Told that our thoughts were with the dead. 
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I look'd into the Mother's face, 

And a calm smile had taken place 
Of tears, by Jesu's self approved! 

Our only Child, so much beloved, 

Had left us for a cradle blest 
Deyond a mortal mother's breast.— 

Wc knew—we felt that God was kind— 
What awful bliss to be rcsifjined! 

And is our Home a silent cell 
Moved only by tlie passing-bell, 

That on that May-day morning clear 
All our kind Village wept to )ie.7r? 
r(o—it is filled from morn till night 
With smiles, shouts, dances of delight. 
And songs of nature’s bursting glee, 

And wild Elves’ mimic minstrelsy: 

And rosy cheeks are sparkling there, 

And orbs glide by of golden liuir; 

And with arms wreathed in loving ring, 
Wliilc Innocence is dallying 
W’ith that bright shape—her brother Joy! 
—Who gave them may agiiin destroy— 
But dance along ye blithesome crew, 

And I will join the pastime too; 

For whether on Life's mystic Tree 
Fair Blossoms shine resplcndently, 

Or one chill blast of passing air 
Hath swept its broken brnnehes bare. 

The tempests blow—the sunbeams shine, 
Alike, from Mercy's awful Shrine. 


ABT AND NATURE. 

Sylph-likb, and with a graceful pride, 

1 saw the wild Louisa glide 
Along the dance's glittering row, 

With footsteps soft as falling snow. 

On all around her smiles she pour'd. 
And thotigli by all admired, adored, 

She seem'd to hold the homage light, 
And careless claim'd it as her riglit. 
With syren voice the Lady sung : 

Love on her tones enraptured hung. 
While timid awe and fond desire 
Came blended from her witching lyre. 
While thus, with unresisted art, 

The Enchantress melted every heart, 
Amid the glance, the sigh, the smile, 
Herself, unmoved and cold the while, 
With inward pity eyed the scene, 

Where all were subjects—she a Queen I 

Again, I saw that Lady fair: 

Oh! what a beauteous change was there* 
In a sweet cottage of her own 
She sat, and she was all alone, 

Save a young child she sung to rest 
On its soft bed, her fragrant breast. 
With happy smiles and happy sighs, 
She kiss'd the infenfs closing eyes, 
Then, o'er him in the cradle laid, 

Moved her dear lips as if she pray’d. 

She blessjjd him in his father's name : 
Lo! to her ude that fotlier came. 


And, in a voice subdued and mild. 

He blcss'd the mother and her child! 

I thought upon the proud saloon, 

And that Enchantress Queen; but soon, 

Far-off Art's fading pageant stole. 

And Nature fill'd my thoughtful soul! 

LINES WRITTEN IN A HIGHLAND GLEN. 

To whom belongs this Valley fair. 

That sleeps beneath the filmy air, 

Even like a living Thing ? 

Silent,—as Infant at the breast,— 

Save a still sound that speaks of rest, 

That streamlet’s murmuring 1 

The Heavens appear to love this vain; 

Here clouds with scarce-seen motion sail, 

Or 'mid the silence lie! 

By that blue arch, this beauteous Earth 
'Mid Evenings hour of dewy mirth 
Seems bound unto the sky. 

O! (hat this lovely Vale were mine * 

Then, from glad youth to calm decline, 

My yc.\rn would gently glide; 

Hope would rejoice in endless Dreams, 

And memory's oft-returning gleams 
By Peace l)c sanctified. 

There would unto my soul be given. 

From presence of that gracious Heaven, 

A Piety sublime; 

And thoughts would come of mystic mood, 

To make in this deep solitude 
Eternity of Time! 

And did I ask lo whom belong’d 
This Vale?—I feel that I have wrong’d 
Nature's most gracious soul! 

She spreads her glories o’er the Earth, 

And all her Children from their birth 
Are joint-heirs of the whole* 

Yea! long as Nature’s humblest Child 
Hath kept her Temple undnfilcd 
By sinful sacrifice, 

Earth’s fairest scenes are all his own, 

He is a Monarch, and his Throne 
Is built amid the skies! 


THE WIDOWED MOTHER. 

Bast OB her Babe, who sweetly slept, 

A widow’d mother sat and wept 
O’er years of love gone by; 

And as the sobs thick-gathering came. 
She murmur'd her dead Husband’s name 
'Mid that sad lullaby. 

Well might that lullaby be sad. 

For not one single frieud she had 
On this cold-hearted Kartli; 

The sea will not give back its prey*-* 

And they were wrapt in foreign clay 
Who gave the Orphan birth. 
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Stedfastly as a star doth look 
Upon a little murmuring brook, 

Slie gazed upon the bosom 
And fair brow of her sleeping Son— 

• O merciful [leaven! when i am gone 
Thine is this earthly blossom!» 

^ While thus she sat—a sunbeam broke 

Into the roomthe B.tbc awoke, 

And from his cradle smiled! 

Ah me! what kindling smiles met there! 

1 know not whether was more fair, 

The Mother or her Child ! 

With joy frcsh-sprnng from short alarms, 

The smiler stretched liis rosy .irms, 

And to her bosom leapt— 

All tears at once were swept iiway, 

And Siiid a face as bright as day,— 

< Forgive me! that 1 wcpt!i 

Sufferings there are from Nature sprung, 

Ear hath not heard, nor Poet's tongue 
May venture to declare, 

But this iis Holy Writ is sure, 

The grlefoi she bids us here endure 
She can herself repair!" 

SONNET. 

WRITTEN ON THE BANKS OP WASTWATER, DURING 
^ A STORM. 

Trerb is a lake hid far among the hills, 

That raves around the throne of solitude. 

Not fed by gentle streams, or playful rills, 

But headlong cataract and rushing Hood. 

There, gleam no lovely lines of hanging wood, 

No spot of sunshine lights her sullen sub.; 

For horror shaped the wild In wrathful mood. 

And o’er the tempest heaved the tuoiini.iin’s piidc. 

If thou art one, in dark prcsiiiupiion hhiid. 

Who vainly deein’st no spirit like to thine. 

That lofty genius doilies thy mind, 

Fall prostrate here at Nature's stormy shrine, 

And ns th<.* thunderous scene disturbs thy heart, 

Lift thy changed e^'e, and own how low thou art. 

SONNET. 

WRITTEN ON THE BANKS OF WASTWATF.Il, DURING 

A CALM. 

I Is this the Lake, the cradle of the storms, 

I Where silence never tames the moiintain-roar, 

Wliere poets fear their self-created forms, 

Or, sunk in trance severe, their Cod adore! 

Is this the Liikc, for ever dark and loud 
With wave and tempest, cataract and cloud? 
Wondrous, 0 Nature! is thy sovereign power. 

That gives to horror hours of pc.icefiit mirth; 

For here might beauty build her suinmer-hower! 

Lo' where yon rainbow spans the smiling earth, 

And, clothed in glory, through a silent shower 
The mighty Sun comes forth, a godlike liirih; 

While, ’nealh his loving eye, the gentle Lake 
Lies like a slewing child too blest lo wake! 


SONNET. 

WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT, ON HELM-CRAG. 

Go up among the mountains, when the storm 
Of midnight howls, but go in that wild mood 
WJien the soul loves tumultiiou.s solitude ; 

And through the h.iiinled air, each giant form 
Of swinging pine, black rock, or ghostly cloud, 
Th;il veils some fcaiful cataract lunibling loud. 
Seems to ihy breathless heart with life cmbiicd. 
’Mid those gaunt, bhapeless things thou art alone! 
Tlie mind exists, thinks, trembles through the ear, 
The memory of the human world is gone, 

And time and space seem living only here. 

Oh ! worship thou the visions then made known, 
While sable glooms round Nature's temple roll, 
And her dread anthem peals into thy soul. 


SONNET. 

THE VOICE OF THE MOUNTAINS. 

List! while I tell what forms the mountain’s voice ! 
—The storms arc up ; and fiom you sable cloud 
Down rush the rains; while 'mid the thunder loud 
The viewless c.igles in wild screams rejoice. 

The echoes answer to the unearthly noise 
Of hulling locks that, plunged into the Lake, 

Send up a sullen groan : from clefts and caves, 

As of half-niurdcr'd wretch, hark ! yells awake, 

Or rod-eyed frensy as in chains he ravt»<. 

These form the mountain's voice; these, heard at night, 
Distant fiom human being's known abode, 

To earth some spirits bow in cold affright, 

But some they lih to gloiy and to God. 


SONNET. 

THF. EVKNIXG-CLOliU. 

A cLoiin lay cradled near the scttin(; sun, 

A gleam of crimson tinged its braided snow 
Long had I watch’d the glory moving on 
O’er the still radunce of the Lake below. 
Tranquil its spirit seem’d, and floatetl slow ! 

Even in its very motion, there was rest. 

While every breath of eve that chanced to blow, 
■Wafted tlio iraveller lo the beauteous West. 
Emblem, methouglit, of the departed soul! 

To u hose white robe the gleam of bliss is given; 
And by the breath of mercy made to roll 
Bight onwards to the golden gates of Heaven, 
Wlieie, to the eye of Faith, it peaceful lies, 

And tells to man liis glorious destinies. 


SONNET. 

WRITTEN ON THE SARBATII-DAY. 

Wrfn by God’s inward light, a happy child, 

I walk’d in joy, as in the open air, 

It seem’d to my young thought the Sabbath smiled 
W’ith glory and with love. So still, so fair, 

The Heavens look’d ever on that hallow’d morn, 
That, without aid of memory, something tliere 
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Had surely told me of its glad return. 

Ilow did my little heart at evening bum, 

When, fondly seated on my father’s knW, 

Taught by the lip of love, 1 breathed the prayer, 
Warm from the fount of infant piety! 

Miieli is my spirit rhanged; for years have brought 
Inicnser feeling and expanded thought; 

—^Yet, must I envy every child 1 see! 


SONNET. 

WniTTEN ON SK1DDAW, DURING A TEMPEST. 

Ir M'as n dreadful day, tvlicn late I pass’d 
O’er thy dim vostness, Skiddaw !—Mist and cloud 
Each subject Fell obsi'iircHl.aiid rushing blast 
To thee made darling music, wild and loud, 

Tlioii Mountain-Monarch ! Rain in torrents play’d, 
As when at sea a wave is home to Heaven, 

A watery spire, tlu*n on the ci^-w disnj.ay’d 
Of reeling ship with downward wrath is driven. 

1 could have thought that every livitig form 
Had Hod, or perish’d in thalstvage storm, 

So dcsol.ite itiu day. To me wore given 
Peace, calmness, joy: then to myself 1 s,ud, 

Can grief, time, chance, or elements control 
Mau's charter’d pride, the Liberty of soul? 


SONNET. 

] wander'ii lonely, like a pilgrim 8.ad, 

O’er moiinl.iius known hut to the eagle’s gaze; 

Yet, my hush'd heait, with Nature’s beauty glad. 

Slept in the shade, or gloried in the hl.ize. 

Uonianlie vales stole winilitig to rrjy eye 
In gradual loveliness, like risiiifr dieams ; 

Fair, nameless tarns, tli.it seem to hlerul with sky 
Rocks of wild majesty, and cKin streams. 

How strange, mclhoiiglit, I should have lived so near, 
Nor ever worsliipp'd N.itiire's altar here! 

Strange! say not so—hid from the world and thee, 
Tiinugh in tliu midst of life their spirits move, 
Thousands enjoy in holy liberty 
The silent Eden of unenvied Love! 

SONNET. 

WRITTEN ON THE EVENING I HEARD OF THE DEATH 
OF MY FRIEND WILLIAM DUNLOP. 

A GOLDEN cloud came floating o’er my head, 

With kindred glories round llic sun to blend! 

Though fair the scene, my dieams were of the dead; 
.—Since dawn of morning I had lost a friend. 

1 felt as if my sorrow ne’er could end: 

A cold, pale phantom on a breathless bed, 

The beauty of the crimson west subdued. 

And sighs that seem’d my very life to rend, 

The silent happiness of eve renew’d. 

Grief, fear, regret, a sclf-tornaenling brood 
Dwelt on my spirit, like a ceaseless noise; 

Rut, oh ! what tranquil holiness ensued, 

Wlien, from that cloud, exclaimed a well-known voice, 
—God sent me Aere, to bid my friend rejoice! 


SONNET. 

The lake lay hid in mist, and to the sand 
The little billows liastcning silently. 

Came spai kliiig on, m m.iity j| gl,ul^on 1 e hand, 
Soon as they touch’d the shore, all doom'd to ilic! 
I gazc<l upon them with a pensive eye, 

For on that dim and melancholy strand, 

I saw' the image of Man's destiny. 

So hurry wc, right onwards, thoughtlessly, 

Unto tlic coast of that Eternal [.and! 

Where, like the worthli'ss billows in their glee. 
The first flint touch unable to withstand, 

Wc melt at once into Eternity. 

O Thou who wcigli’st the waters in thine liand, 
My awe-struck Spirit puls her trust in Thee! 


LINK.S 

SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF THE HCV. JAMES GRAHAME, 
ACniOR OK A THE SARRATII,» P.TC. 

With learliss eye .iiul iindisiiirbcd heart, 

() Raid! of Mnli's> life and holiest song, 

I muse upon lliy dcalh-lied .nul thy gr.ivc; 

Though I omul that grave the trodden gr.iss still lies 
RcsniiMrcil with el.iy; For in.iuy feel were there, 

F.isl-inoted to the spot, when .slowly s.ink 
Tliy coffin, GRAn.\MR! into the fpiietcell. 

Yel, well 1 loved thee, even .is one might love 
An elder brother, ini.iged hi the soul 
With solemn features, iialf-crcaling awe, 

Rut smiling still with gi'iillencss and peace. 

Tears have 1 shed wlien thy most mournful voice 
Dili tremblingly breathe forth that touching air 
By Srotlisli she)iherd haply framed of old, 

Aiuiil the silence of liis pastor.il hilts. 

Weeping the flowers on Fludden-field that died. 

Wept too li.ne I, when thou didst simply read 
From thine own lays so simply heauliful 
Some short pathetie tale of luim.in grief. 

Or orison nr hymn of deeper love. 

That niiglil liavc w’on the sceptic’s sullen heart 
To gradual adoration, and belief 
Of Him wlio difcl for us upon the Gross. 

' Yea' oft wlieti thou wert well, and in the calm 
Of lliy most Glirisll.in spirit hlming nil 
Who look'd upon thee, with those {'cnllcst smiles 
That never lay on human face but thine; 

Even when thy serious eyes were lighted up 
With kindling mirth, and from tliy lips dislill'd 
Words soft usiiew, and cheerful as the dawn, 

Then too 1 could have wept, for on thy face. 

Eye, voice, and smile, nor less thy licnding frame 
Ry other cause impair’d than length of years, 

L'ly somclliing that still turn'd the thoughtful heart 
To inclaticholy dreams, dreams of decay. 

Of death and burial, and the silent tomb. 

And of the tomb thou art an inmate now' 

, Methiuks I see lliy name upon the stone 
Placed at thy head, and yet my cheeks arc dry. 

Tears could I give ibec, when thou wert alive, 

The inuiirnfui tcuni of deep foreboding love 
That might not be restrain'd, but now they seem 
Most idle all I thy worldly course is o’er, 
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And leayes such sweet remembrance in my soul 
As some delightful music heard in youth, 

Sad, but not painful, even more spirit-like 

Than when it murmur'd through Uie shades of earth. 

Short time wert thou allow'd to guide thy flock 
Through the green pastures, where in quiet glides 
The Siloah of the soul! Scarce was thy voice 
Familiar to their hearts, who felt that heaven 
Did therein speak, when suddenly it fell 
Mute, and for ever! Empty now and still 
The holy house which thou didst meekly grace, 
When with uplifted hand, and eye devout, 

Thy soul was breathed to Jesus, or explain’d 
Tlie words that lend unto eternal life. 

From infancy thy heart was vow’d to God; 

And aye the hope that one day thou inight'st keep 
A little fold, from all the storms of sin 
Safc-shcltcr’d, and by reason of thy prayers 
^'arm’d by the sunsbine of approving Uuaven, 
Upheld thy spirit, destined for a while 
To walk far other paths, and with the crowd 
Of worldly men to mingle. Yet even then, 

Tliy life w*as ever such as well became 

One whose pure soul was fixed upon the Cross! 

And when with simple fervent eloquence, 

Gsabamb pled the poor man’s cause, the list'ccr oft 
Thought how becoming w'ou^ his visage smile 
Across the house of God, how bcautcously 
That man would teach the saving words of Heaven! 

How well he taught them, many a one will feel 
Unto their dying day; and when tlicy lie 
On the grave’s brink, unfuaring and composed, 

Their speechless souls will bless the holy man 
Whose voice exhorted, and whose footsteps led 
Unto the paths of life; nor sweeter hope, 

Next to the gracious look of Christ, have they 
Than to behold bis face who saved their souls. 

But closed on earth tby blessed ministry! 

And while thy native Scotland mourns her son 
Untimely reft from her maternal breast, 

Weeps the fair Sistci'-f^nd, with wliom^rcwhile 
The stranger sojourn’d, stranger but in birth. 

For well she loved thee, as thou wert her own. 

On a most clear and noiseless Sabbath-night 
I heard that thou wert gone, from the soft voice 
Of one who knew thee not, but deeply loved 
Thy spirit meekly shining in thy song. 

At such an hour the death of one like thee 
Gave no rude shock, nor by a sudden grief 
Destroy'd the visions from the starry sky 
Then settling in my soul, The moonlight slept 
Witli a diviner sadness on the air; 

The tender dimness of the night appear'd 
Darkening to deeper sorrow, and the voice 
Of the fat torrent from the silent hills 
Flow’d as t listen’d, like a funeral strain 
Breathed by some mourning solitary thing. 

Yet Nature in her penslvencss still wore 
A blissful smile, as if she sympathized 
With those who grieved that her own Bard was dead, 
knU yet was happy that his spirit dwrit 


At last within her holiest sanctuary, 

’Mid long-expecting angels. 

And if e’er 

Faith, fearless faith in the eternal bliss 

Of a departed brother, may be held 

By beings blind as we, that faith should dry 

All eyes that weep for Giiauamb ; or through their tears 

Show where he sits august and beautiful 

On the right hand of Jesus, 'mid tlie saints 

Whose glory he on earth so sweetly sang. 

No fears have we when some delightful child 
Falls from its innocence into the grave! 

Soon .IS we know its little breath is gone, 

Wc see it lying in its Saviour's breast, 

A heavenly ilower there fed with heavenly dew. 
Childlike in all that makes a child so dear 
To God and man, and ever consecrates 
Its cradle and its grave, my Gbabams, wert thou! 

And liadst thou died upon thy mother’s breast 
Ere thou couldst lisp her name, more fit for heaven 
Thou scarce hadst been, tlian when thy honouFd head 
Was laid itiio the dust, and Scotland wept 
O'er hill and valley for her darling Bard. 

IIow beautiful is genius wben combined 
W'ith lioiiness! Oh, how divinely sweet 
The tones of earthly harp, whose chords are touch'd 
By the soft hand of Piety, and hung 
Upon Religion's shrine, there vibrating 
With solemn music in the ear of God! 

And must the Bard from sacred themes refrain? 

Sweet were the hymns in patriarchal days, 

That, kneeling in the silence of his tent, 

Or on some moonlight hill, the shepherd pour'd 
Unto his heavenly Father. Strains survive, 

Erst chaunted to the lyre of Israel, 

More touching far than ever poet breathed 
Amid the Grecian isles, or later times 
Have heard in .Mbion, land of every lay. 

Why therefore arc yc silent, ye who know 

The trance of adoration, and behold 

Upon your bended knees the throne of Heaven, 

And him who sits thereon? Believe it not, 

That Poetry, in purer days the nurse. 

Yea! parent oft of blissful piety, 

Should silent keep from service of her God, 

Nor with her summons, loud but silver-toned. 

Startle the guilty dreamer from his sleep, 

Bidding him gaze with rapture or with dread 
On regions where the sky for ever lies 
Bright as the sun himself, and trembling all 
With ravishing music, or whore darkness broods 
O’er ghastly shapes, and sounds not to be borne. 

Such glory, Gbabamb! is thine: Thou didst despise 
To win the ear of ihis degenerate age 
By gorgeous epithets, all idly heap’d 
On theme of earthly state, or, idler still, 

By tinkling measures and unchasten’d lays, 

Warbled to pleasure and hersyren-train, 

Profaning the best name of poesy. 

With loftier aspirations, and an aim 
More worthy man’s immortal nature, Thou 
That holiest spirit that still loves to dwell 
In the upright heart and pure, at noon' ctf night 
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ot iai:£ian WlalUv ^toctor. 


This writer is better known, both at home and in 
foreign countries, by the appellation of Uarry 
Cornwall, usually prefixed to his works for 
reasons known only to himself. No plausible ex* 
cuse has fieen given for his concealment of his 
real name. No biography of this poet has yet 
appeared, and little respecting his early life is 
known even by his friends. Bryan Waller 
Proctor was horn in London, and is of a icspec- 
table family in the northern part of England. 
He received the first rudiments of his education 
at Ealing, a village near London, and was re* 
moved from thence to Harrow Grammar School, 
where he remained four years, and numbered 
among his school-fellows (.ord Byron, Mr Peel, 
the minister for the home department, and several 
individuals who subsequently became noted iu 
the world. Dr Drury was head-master of Harrow, 
at that time, and his encomiums have been 
sounded in high terms by more than one of his 
scholars. This Lr lh*ury it was who became the 
means of the introduction of Kean the actor on 
the London stage, having seen him acting in 
Devonshire and conceived a high opinion of his 
talents. 

From the school at Harrow, Proctor was sent 
to the town of Caine, in Wiltshire, where he was 
placed with a solicitor to learn his business. The 
solicitor's name was Atherston, aclever and excel' 
lent man. With this master he remained four 
years, and then proceeded to London. 

At the time Proctor resided at Caine, several 
characters well known to the literary world dwelt 
in the neighbourhood; among them were Crabbe, 
Moore, and Bowles. Dr Priestley, the philosopher, 
once occupied a house opposite to that in which 
Mr Atherston resided. Coleridge, after Mr Athers- 
toii quitted it, dwelt in the house where Proctor 
had undergone bis legal probation. This is not 
a little curious as a coincidence, for it does not 
appear that any of these celebrated men were 
natives of the town of Caine, the very aspect of 
which is as little poetical or literary or philoso¬ 
phic as it can well be. 

On leaving Caine and the drudgery of the 
initiatory part of his profession, the poet became 
the pupil of a conveyancer in one of the ions of 
court, it is generally reported of Lincolns-lnn. 


He had also determined to go to the bar, but cir¬ 
cumstances intervening to change this resolution, 
Proctor pursued his original profession of a con¬ 
veyancer. 

'J'he « Dramatic Scenes,* published under the 
assumed name of Barry Cornwall, first appeared 
ill i 8 i 5 , and about the end of the same year he 
published his « Sicilian Story. • In the short inter¬ 
val which elapsed between these publications, 
Barry Cornwall became a great favourite with the 
public. The subject of Uiis tale is derived from 
the inexhaustible Decameron, and it is treated 
very happily; but there is a sombre tone runs 
through ail, which in this writer is not feigned or 
assumed, as it has been by others. Hi health is 
geuerully understood to be the cause of tli.at 
species of melancholy which pervades most of his 
works, or perhaps a constitutional tendency that 
way. Ill 18ao appeared his « Murcian Colotina.* 
This poem is not so felicitous in the plot as in 
the execution. It has excellencies of the highest 
order; the descriptions of nature are noble, and 
the passion of love delineated with a ricli sense 
of feeling. « Mirandola* was his next (mblislied 
work; it came out in i8ai, well sustainiug the 
author's previous reputation. 

The models on which Barry Cornwall has 
founded liis poetic style may be found among the 
older lyric and dramatic poets of England. Beau¬ 
mont and Fletcher^ Webster, Decker, Marlow, 
and Massinger, among our writers on the drama, 
and Milton in the epic walk, be seems to have read 
with more than common care, and to have studied 
some portions of their works so closely as to have 
imitated them unconsciously, as may be observed 
in his printed works. In stature Proctor is below 
the middle height rather than above. His physio¬ 
gnomy is mild, and displays with that sedateness 
and melancholy cast which is observable in his 
poetry, the indications of kindness of heart and 
an amiable although somewhat of a feeble, 
rather than mascnliiie, character, lie is married 
recently, and much of his time is necessarily occu¬ 
pied with the affairs of business. It is probably 
owing to this that his appearance before the 
public has been so rare of late. A page or two 
in the «New Monthly Magazine,* or an occasional 
contribution to some of the literary annuals, are 
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all in which, for several years, his pen is to be 
reco(piized by the public. 

The poetry of Barry Cornwall, as has been 
already intimated, is built entirely upon the dra¬ 
matists of the sixteenth century, and all he 
writes is deeply imbued with their spirit. There 
is little or none oftheir energy it is true, but there 
is much of their fine character, their pathos, 
their sadness, and their gentle passion. There is 
a propensity in Barry Cornwall to select subjccLs 
from among the morbid feelings of our nature, or 
from her erratic wanderings, rather than from 
her master-pieces in intellect aud {tassion. Of 
the most perfect humanity he is shy; and even 
prefers to revel, in one iiistaDce,amid the dreams 
of an insanity which is not the offspring of ca¬ 
lamity, but inherent from his heroine’s birth, 
born with her and part of her being. Perhaps 
such a subject is not the happiest for poetry; yet 
no one can deny, that in « Marcian Colonna* as 
much has been made of it, without shocking the 
feelings of the reader or >iolating ]»ropriety, as 
it was possible to make. There are passages in 
the works of Barry ('.ortiwall which will bear 
comparison with any others of our later jmets, 
when read detached from ihcir immediate con¬ 
nection, their antecedent or subsequent verses. 
In some of his works the poet falls into scenes of 
calm, contemplative, philosophical feeling, which 
afford materials for thinking, as well as yield u 
fund of high amusement and deep interest. He 
seems to feel all he writes; and so feeling every 
thing, he has an earnestness which is rarely to be 
found so sustained any where as in bis unruffled 
and tranquil poetry. His variations are less 
than tliose of most contemporary writers: lie 
pursues his course unbrokeiily along, in gentle 
chaste beauty. 

In his stories or plots Barry (loniwall is not so 
fortunate as in the filling up of his details. In 
« Marcian Colonna •• the ill-judged inadneiis of 
the hero is ever before the eyes of the reader, 
and though so well painted, it strikes him as in 


bad taste. In the «Sicilian Story,* the plot is 
Boccaccio’s: «Diego de Montilla * is not new. 
The filling in of his pictures, therefore, consti¬ 
tutes their merit, and the poet exhibits no falling 
off there; he is, though an imitative rather than 
an original writer, more especially as respects 
his connection with the older English dramatists, 
unequalled in his peculiar walk. Charles Lamb 
is a copyist of them to servility, but Barry Corn¬ 
wall resuscitates their spirit, and shows nothing 
of servile imitation—he animates what he writes 
I by their beauties, but he rejects their antique 
I language and conceits; in short, he only borrows 
their graces and the purity of their thoughts. In 
■ Miraiidola,* however, where this foudness for 
the earlier dramatists might be suppo.scd to he 
more conspicuous from the character of the 
poetry, he does not seem to exhibit more of bis 
jiredilectiou for them than in his preceding 
works, which have no relation to dramatic com¬ 
position. 

It has been observed that the variety of the 
huiiiati countenance is so great, it is probable no 
two persons e\er existed exactly like each other, 
if placed side by side. The same variety seems 
to hold good ill respect to the variety of style and 
difference among writers. There are no two so 
much alike that a practised reader can be mis¬ 
taken, judging from their entire works. Barry 
('ornwall stands out as distinctly from his con¬ 
temporaries, and has his features of difference 
from them as clearly distinguished, as the poetry 
of Byron is to bo distinguished from the prosaic 
rhymes or hexameters of Southey, llis character 
as a poet is precisely that of the man, and there 
is no difficulty therefore, with bis works before 
a stranger, for him to appreciate justly one by the 
other. Uf all the living poets of England, not 
one has carried himself more blamelessly, or pur¬ 
sued his course through life’s journey with mure 
honour and credit to himself, with less assumfi- 
tion and more claim to honest praise than Barry 
Cornwall. 



TIIK 


POETICAL WORKS 



4 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

The outlines oF the «Sicilian Story ■ and of the ■ Falcon » may be found in the Decameron. 

1 have attempted two poems in the octave rhyme. It is, with all its apparent ease (and indeed principally 
on that account), a difficult style; and it is not without some hesitation that 1 lay these poems before the 
public. 

AbVKnTISEMOT TO THE SECOND EDITION. 

I AM desirous of takiii[j advantage of the oppoi (unity which this edition affords me, to say a few words 
upon tlic two poems written in the octave rhyme. It has been objected to them, even by ciitics who were 
evidently kindly disposed towards the hook, tiiat the humour was not siiffieierilly obvious. I may ho 
allowed to say in answer to this that (he iiumoiir was futrpoftly mbdued; in ('unfornii(y,asI lielieved, to (he 
Italian models, where tlic writers of the octave rhyme aj>pear to ha>e iiisiniiated rather than insisted upon 
their jests. 


avamattc 


ADVEnriSEMF.NT. 


One object that 1 had in view, when I wrote tlicse 
u Sceties,* was tn try (lie effect of a more natural style 
than that which has for a long time prevailed in our 
dramatic literature. 

1 have endeavoured to mingle poetical imagery with 
expreS!>ions of natural emotion: but it has been my 
wish, where the one seemed to jar with the other, (hat 
the former should give place to the latter. In this 
spirit I have ventured to let several passages, little in¬ 
teresting perhaps otherwise than as a rcprescutation of 
human dialogue, remain. 

It may be observed, that several parts touching upon 
description are merely poetical, and such as men, in 
the general course of life, might never use. JiCt it be ; 
recollected, however, that the persons on whom these 
passages have been imposed, existed in ages more chi¬ 
valrous than the present; and when men were apt to 
indulge in all the extravagances of romance.* 

Two Stanzas, written by a friend, are prefixed to this 
Dook. I would have left (hem, as I safely might, to 
ingratiate themselves with the reader, had they not in¬ 
volved a compliment to me. To readers of poetry, it 
wil^searccly ^ necessary to say that these little offer¬ 
ings are merely friendly. 

* Til* iccoBtJ tceoc in ■ Wdrnen* fermi on exception to my plon 
of dinJogua. It i^i more ooUlcKiny. 


One word more. I have touched neither upon poli¬ 
tics nor polemics: and if an occasional sentence should 
seem to bear upon cither of those subjects, it is con¬ 
trary to my wish, and I disclaim the inference. 


TO IIOMANCE. 

{By a Friend of the Attlhor.) 

IlEAUTiFUL Spirit, who fio&i sit at eve 
>Vithin thy tajxjstried h.i]l of shield and spear, 
Upgazing w'liere (he dying sun-bcams leave 
The heaven in crimson—on (hy cheek a leiir, 

Like dew upon the red rose, quivering, clear— 

From (hy pale brow half niised thy nun-likc hood— 
Thy ruby lip half opened, as to hear 
Some floating music of (he sky or wood— 

Come, sweet Homaucc! from thine cnclianlcd solitude. 

Not for myself 1 woo thee now to stand 
Beside the harp: Loved Spirit, spread thy wings 
Of veiling splendour over one whose hand 
Wilkes its first music from tlie golden strings;— 

For he is thy true votary, and clings 
To thy fallen altar with a love sublime, 

And brings a gift of wild and witching things 
From glorious Greece, from the Italian prime, 

A coronal of gems from the rich depths of time. 
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Cilpliurnia here, my wife, tuyi me it liomn; 

Sbe (Iroamt lo-ni|{bt »boiew— 

Aad tfaeui does sbu apply forwaroloyt, porienls, 

Aod otIIs Imminent. 

J»ll- $ Catnr, ai‘i 11, scene >. 

And dreamt In tbelrderelopemeni liarn broeib, 

And tears, and lorlnres, and ihe tourli of joy; 

They leave a wel|{bt upon nur enkin;; llnmcbts. 

And look like heraldsof nivmify; 

They |iast like spirit* of the past,—they speak 
bike siliyls of the future. 

Loan Bvaos.—Wa Dream. 

Tbit scene Is founded on a tale »f Dorfaisdo. (>ahriclln, a young 
gentlemen of nrescla, was privntcly married to ilicdaughtrrofa 
noblemnn there. Andrenaa (which was her name) otoluded him 
one night from her society. On his remonstrance nfierwnrds, sbe 
relatml to him a dream ; and he. at the moment of relating an¬ 
other, Intending to show her the ftillacy of dreams, fell dead. 


SCENE. 

A Garden. 

CABhisLiifl, AnnKRArfA 
0ABRli:L1.0. 

Come hitlier, Audreana; you and I 
Have lived in Brescia here as lovers—Day 
Husband and wife, full three years now: or more! 

ANDBEANA. 

’T is more. 

GABBIELLO. 

You 're rij^ht, sweet: ’t is so. In that time 
I never failed to sec you at the hour 
Wc fix'd for incctint;: if t were fine, ’t waa well; 

IF cold, my love was warm; if stormy, 1 

Wrapp’d my cloak round and smiled, for^ou were safe; 

And when the piping winds of winter blew 

Sharp sli^t against me and the blinding ruin, 

And the loud quarrelling eleincnls c.i8t out 
Their sheeted fires, ’t wns something rhecrfiil still 
To think of the after-welcome you would givo me. 

But these arc trifles. 

ANDREA NA. 

Not to me: I know 

How constant you have been, love: have J not 
Confess'd it often? 

GABHIBLLO. 

Often. 

ANDREA NA. 

Well then, why 
Remind me thus—thus harshly (for you did) 

Of what I own so gratefully*^ 

OABRIBLLO. 

Andrcana, 

Last night't is said (the only night when 1 

Since our sweet marriage, have been barred from you) 

The young Count Stroszi visited-your father; 

Was’< not so? 

ANDRBANA. 

Yes. 

CABRIBLLO. 


You ’ll laugh when I shall tell you of it (1 hope, 

You will laugh;) I have had—a dream; sit closer, 

And press your palm ’gainst mine—that's well; but you 
Have quite forgot your usual kiss. 


GABBIBLLO. 


ANDRBANA. 


There. 


I You press my lip too hard. 

GAURIBLLO. 

I ’ll try again. 

ANDRBANA. 

Pshaw! but Idugli at me now, dear, I have had 
A horrid dream: mclhouglit we Liy together 
Bc.sidu this splnsliing founiain - it was night, 

(A sultry night) and ovei>liead the stars ^ 

Went rolling ’round and ’round the moonless skies: 
The noise they uttered in their rushing course 
Was like a serpent’s hiss.—Look there, Gabriello, / 
Orion’s centre star movcit then. 


G.lBniKI.LO, 


You idle girl. 


Away, 


ANDRBANA. 


Keep your eye fix’d. 


GABRIELI.O. 


ANDBBANi. 


Go on. 


And why was I excluded ? 


ANDRBANA. 


1 had a silly trouble on me then: 


I WcII,~I was lying then, as 1 am now, 

I Within your arms, flow sweet [.ove’s pillow is! 

I I look'd at you and smiled; 1 spoke, but you 
I Heaved a deep sigh and trembled. Still the stars 
Went ’round and ’round, Iheir circles lessening 
At each revolve: At last one reached the point 
Right o’er your head, and sank—Another came 
And sank in d.irknuss—then another died. 

Orh .ifter orb c.iine rolling in its round, 

As though itnpeil'd within your influence, 

And vanish'd tike the first. Saturn alone 
(Your natal star] blazed sullenly aloof: 

At last he stagger'd wiih a liideoub noise, 

As though a globe were cracking, and his ring 
Shook, and look'd white about him, and a light 
Came streaming from his sphere. Rut wliy tell this? 
lie died with the rest, at lust* Then 1—— 

GADR1BM.O. 

Awoke? 

ANDRBANA. 

No, no. AVould that 1 had. Now listen, love: 
Attentive too. 

' GABRIKLLO. 

1 rest upon your words: 

You tell a dream so prettily. 

ANDRBANA. 

1 thought 

Tliat when the last star died, a thundering sound 
Was heard in the air, like groans and horrid laughs, 
And shrieks and syllables m an unknown tongue: 
And over us vast wings, that niiglit have borne 
The lost archangel in liis wanderings. 

Floated, and once they touched me (but you lay 

Beside me, so 1 felt no fe.ir). At last 

There rose a shadowy tiling from out your body, 

And stood in silence by you. It was not 
Flesh, no nor vapour; but it seem'd to be 
A dismal compound of the elements, . 


DRAMATIC SCENES. 


Huddled by chance toi'cther ere the form 
Of man was fixed and fashioned into beauty, 

Then, like u loathsome and unhnislicd thing, 

Flung aside for ever. 

GAtiniBLLO. 

So, what happened then ( 
ANDREANA. 

Why then the thing hung over you. You scream’d 
And struggled p.iinfu 11 y, but it laugh'd and flapp’d 
Its chilling wings, and breathed on you—Then you 
hay still— 

6ADR1ELL0. 

Frocecil. 

ANDREANA. 

And then the daik earth yawned, 
And there came out blue lires and sounds of torture, 
Curses and shrieks—then solitary laughs. 

The creature seized you in its arms and sprung 
(I could not hold you then, dear Gahncllo) 

With you into the gulf: and then I woke. 


And is this alP 


GARRIELLO. 


ANDREANA. 


Is't not cnoughl al.is' 


GABRISLLO. 

Shame, silly gitl, look up and kiss me. So 
The ghost you sec has never hiirmcd my lip, 

And your's grow sweeter daily. 

ANDREANA. 

Oh! you flatterer 

You do the same to others. You were called ^ 
A gallant youth before ] knew yoii. 

GABRiSLtO. 

Aye, 

But not since, Andreatia. I have lost 
My name for gallantry now, (a serious thing 
Alas, al.is!) I have a mind to grieve 
As you did 'bout the dream. 

ANDREANA. 

Ah! why will you 

Bring that back to my memory 1 Let us talk 
Of something else. 

GABRIELLO. 

Why then about my dream j 
For ] *vc dreamt too, and't was a terrible dream. 

Yet 1 am here to laugh at it. 


ANDREANA. 


When did it happen? 


Last night. 


GABRIELLO. 


ANDREANA. 


ANDREANA. 

Ah! they 'rc come again* 
GARRIRLLO. 

Well, as you please.—.{thought 1 had a fawn, 

White and as spoitess as tho snow that lies 
On inaccessible hills. I thought I loved 
This fawn as I love you, sweet. 


ANDREANA. 


Was 'l of yourself’ 


GABRIELLO. 


Dearest. I dreamt— 


I 'll tell you soon, 


ANDREANA. 


Was *t—was't about the stars? 

GABRIELLO. 

No, no, you coward, I— 


ANOaSANA. 


Orion's lights are out. 


Now, as 1 live 


GARRIILLO. 


Your eyes grow dim. 
Look! there the^ are, there. 


Ah! so much! / 

GABRIFLI.n. , 

Why haply not, hut much, that's cerLiin : So, 

To keep the pretty thing secure, I bought 
A collar of gold and lock'd it round its nerk, 

Which Fast'ning to me by a chain, 1 roamed 
For exercise in the forest. The silly deer 
Frolick'd and toss'd its antler’d head about, 

And lick’d my baud at times, and then't would browse 
On thyme and odorous herbs: at last, fatigued, 

I sate upon a hillock (hat arose 
’Neath a wild orange-tree, and plucked some flowers 
I To make a coronet for iny homed fool; 
j .\nd flung a ie.tf or two at times upon it: 

These it woithl Like in its mouth, hut liking not 
The taste, cast them away, and then wonUl niu 
in sportive anger toward me. This did waste 
Some time. At last- 

ANDREANA. 

What was the end? 

GADRlBi.l.O. 

You are 

Iinjiaticnt, sweet. While 1 was busy with 

.My garland, the chain shook, and there c.iine forth 

A sob like sorrow from my pretty fawn. 

I 1 look’d—its ears were pricked up, and its eyes 
(From which a tremulous light came) seiim’d to start 
From the head: the slight limbs trembled, and the flanks 
Heaved up and down as though it had been chased; 

The fore legs were stretch'd out, tlic hinder bent 
I Beneath its delicate body. 

ANDREANA. 

Yesj go on. 

Then- 

GABRIELLO. 

A black greybouiid biteh tlien started forlli: 
Lean't was, and like a wolf. 

ANDREANA. 


But black 7 

GABRIELLO. 

Yes, black 

Aa winter nights are when Uie heavy clouds 
Do curtain up ihcsLirs. 

ANDREANA. 

I do not like 

The colour. 

GADRIBLLO. 

Nor the dog, sweet, as you '11 tee: 

'The dog ran towards me. 

ANDREANA. 

Towards the fawn, you mean. 

GABRIELLO. 

Towards me, my Andreana: that was odd. 

ANDREANA. 

But all dreams are, you know. 

OABEIELLO. 

They are. 1 like 

To hear you talk thus: some half hour ago 


BARRY CORNWALL’S POETICAL WORKS. 


And you'd hnve conjured somechinf; terrible 
From this slight dream. 

ANDREANA. 

True, true,—but for the story. 
GABaiKLLO. 

The dog ran toVrds me with outstretch’d jaws 
From which thu white foam trickled; its red tongue 
Was curl’d within its mouth, and every tooth 
Stood bare and grinning at me. Then 1 shook. 

ANDRBANA. 

Afraid^ my love? 

CABRIVLLO. 

Why somewhat frighten’d, for 
I had no power to move. Then the beast sprung 
Against my heart. By lieaven' I felt a pain 
As though a dagger struck me, and it seized 
My side (my left side liere), and gnaw’d its way 
In a moment to my heart: the blood gush'd out, 

And once methonght so freely that tlie dog 
Was blinded with it, but he shook't away 
And came willi dorcer appetite. At last, 

A’ow hearken, Jove. 

ANOnKANA. 


Ac last— 


What then 


1 do, T do. 
CAnRIEr.LO. 


ANDREANA. 


GADRIRLLO. 

I— 

ANDREANA. 

Ifa! speak quickly; then* 
GAnRIELI.0. 

1 ’woke. 
AT«OIlEAIf.t. 

lla-ha>ha'ha: I *11 punish you for this. 
And this is really all? 

GARRIELLO. 

In trutl) it is: 

Is’t not enough—will you have more^ 

ANDREANA. 


No, no. 


GADRIELLO. 


Now, Andreana, learn how little hath 
A dream to do with life, and yet life is 
Itself a dream perhaps; with me it liatli 
Been happy, for young Andreana ’$ mine. 

Yet, not a dream; for that were bad indeed 
Should all our hopes be frail,—evanishing 
With the coarse mould that pens the spirit tip: 
Oh no, the spirit’s immortal, sure. How fine 
And marvellous the subtile intellect is. 

Beauty’s creator! it adorns the body 
And lights it like a star. It shines for ever, 
And like a watch-tower to the infidel 
Shows there ’a a land to come. 


ANDREANA. 


How grave you are. 


Closer—oh! close: press harder, sweet: the blood 
Is running from my heart. 

ANDREANA. 

O Ga^iello! 

Speak, speak: do not look so. Nay— 

GARRIELLO. 

My love—ah!— 

ANDREANA. [Dies. 

So that’s well: 

You 're easier now; do you feel faint? Alas I 
He swoons. I ’ll scoop some water from the fountain, 
And kiss him into life again. 1 never 
Saw him thus ill before: Galiricllo! 

Dear Gabriello! Now this is pretence: 

1 know it.—lla!—he’s dead. [Falls. 


LDDOVICO SFORZA. 


I *11 cIosA mine cyei, 

An<l in a aflnncholy thou«''ht I 'tl frame 
Her ’fore roe. Kovr 1 liavo it—bow stronf 
Iffln{>iiintion works! liow iliecan frame 
Tbinyii wbicli arc nol! niethinlu sbe standi afore roe. 
WsasTitH.<— WhluDevil, act lit. 

Mttad. Stay, sir, stay: 

You are Itm bot. and I liave broa{;ht you phyain 
To tt-ni|>cr your hifrli vvini. 

Klmg. Thou dost not moan this \'t It imposiiblo: 

Thon art too iwvct And geollo. 

EvaJ. ]Vo, I am not. 

Dbauiio>t A. 1 II FLETLUBR.—T'Ae Afnid't Tragedy, act v. 


[^Ati^htn^. 


GARRIELLO. 


Tbli acone ia foanded partly on a fact In Italian biatory. Ladovico 
Sforza wai ibu ancle of the young Dnko of Bltlan, and waa preaent 
at bia marriage wllli laabella, grand-diaghier of the king of 
Naplea. Sfiir/n waa iiiucb atruvk with the boaniy of Iiobella, 
and itwna suppoiod tliatba cauiod bla nephew, Galeezzo, to bo 
poisoned. The last scene, which occurs after the lapse of a year, 
is imaginary. 

SCENE!. 

A Street. 

Duke or Milan, Ludovico Sforza. 

DURE. 

And this proud lady—was she chaste m fair? 

sforza. 

Pure as the flame that burnt on Dian’s altar, 

And lovely as tlie morning.—Oh! she stood 
Like one of those bright shapes of fabling Greece 
(Uorn of the elements), which, as they tell. 

Woo'd mortals to their arms. A form more beautiful, 
Ilouri or child of the air, ne’er glanced upon 
A poet's dream, nor in Arabian story 
Gave promise of that vaunted paradise : 

Not they who from the stars look watchfully 
Upon the deeds of men, and oft't is said 
Dart like a vapour from their wheeling orbs 
In streaming splendour hither, to redress 
Or guide, were lovelier. Her voice was sweet 
And full of music, and did bear a charm 


Something oppresses me: I ’ll blow it away. In streaming splendour uilher, to redress 

There—now *t is gone—oh I- Or guide, were lovelier. Her voice was sweet 

ANDREANA* And full of music, and did bear a charm 

What’s the matter, love? Like numbers floating from the breathed flute, 
GARRIELLO. Cauglit afoi’ off,—and which the idle winds 

O Andreana! Here, here, clasp your arms Of June, through wantooness, at eve do fling 

About me, love: iny life’s departing; quick— O'er banks and beds of flowers. 
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DDKS. 

SFORZA. 

What! have you done, my lord? 

T is enough: 

SFORZA. 

The door opens. 

Extravagant boy. 

Art not content? Well, I could say for ever. 

Enter Isabella, attended; Piero db Medici, and 

ifer step? 't was light as Dian's when she tripp'd 

others. 

Amidst her frolic nymphs, laughing, or when 

DUKE. 

Just risen from the bath she fled in sport 

My sweetest Isabella ! you have rested 

’Uound oaks and sparkling fountains. 

After your journey, well? Fatigue seems ioth 

Chased by the wanton Oreades ; Her brow 

To harm you; and your eyes arc spared, I sec, 

Pale as Athenian marble, but around it 

For many a Milan conquest. 

Crew niletsHke the raven’s wing; her mouth 

ISABELLA. 

(Jove would have kissed’t) did keep as prisoners 

There’s but one 

Within its perfumed gates white pearls, more rich 

My duty bids me look to. 

Than Cleopatra got from Antony ; 

DURE. 

Her eyes, and one miglit look on them at times, 

And your heart? 

In lustre did outvie that Egyptian queen, 

ISABELLA. 

When on the Cydnus’ banks in pride she stuck 

And—and my heart. 

Hare gems, each one a province, in her hair, 

DURR. 

And bade the Roman worship her. 

Indec<I. 1 They talk. 

mils. 

DB MEDICI. 

And she 

My lord, my lord! 

Is dead ? [IsAiiEi.tA"appcarr at a window. 

SFORZA. 

SFORZA. 

Ha! my De Medici! welcome. 

Dead, dead. No—what is this? 

DR irEoini. 

Fair vision! 

Thanks, dear Sforza; 

DUKE. 

I thouglit you *d not have mark’d me. Is ynur mood 

Uncle, look upon her,—there. 

Always so very conteuiphitivu? 

SFORZA. 

SFORZA- 

What, can the grave give up its liabiLTnt? 

Ono! 

Or have the sheeted dead a power at will 

’T is the fair princess-But my nephew has 

To visit us, and claim their wonted guise; 

Forgot me. 

And from that eager reveller the worm 

DUKR. 

Itcgain their fleshy substance—his fair spoil? 

My dear uncle, pardon, pardon. 

It is herself: and can the mouldering eye 

This is my guardian, dearest Isabel' 

Resume its lustre, and wliun death has drawn 

My father, I should say: 1 pray you love him. 

Ills niiny veil around it, sweep’t away ? 

SFORZA. 

DURR- 

Ludovico Sforza, lady, and yuur knight; 

My Lord ! 

If you will own so poor a one. 

SFORZA. 

ISABELLA. 

I've heard, and some believe't, that when 

Thanks, sir. 

The soul doth quit its prison here, ’t is check'd 

DB MEDICI. 

At times, and is ordain’d to sink a(piin 

lie is a dangerous man, my princess, for 

And give life, feeling, to some ruder shape; 

1 saw him gazing on you - 

Rut that’s in punishment for such dark spirits 

S>ORZA. 

As have ill fill’d their part: 'T was not for thee 

How! 

Struck in thy prime with scarce one acted sin 

dr MfcDICI. 

Upon thee. — Ha! — She’s vanish’d. 

As though lie’d foutid 

[Isabella leaves the window. 

A star, and was under the influence of 

DURE. 

The planets. 

’T is Isabella. 

SFORZA. 

BFOnZA. 

IVythce - but the princess has 

No more. 

niTXE 

Not seen the Alps by day-light. Turn your eye* 

I thought you'd seen her picture, sir. 

SFORZA. 

Here, madam. Look ! melhinks their snowy crowns 
Shine radkintly as they had seen the sun. 

I have, I have; no, no, I wander,—never. 

This is the very mockery of the dead. 

■ 1 ■ Aw/i ttit* ;« wAiir KrSflik (laleaiizo? 

DURE. 

The very hills give welcome to my love, 

And every thing seems happy now, but most 

DTTEfi 

The heart of Milan. 

Yes. 

ISABELLA. 

SFORZA. 

Oh! take care, my lord; 

She *s very fair. You knew her face before, 

You 'll spoil me else, I fear. 

Rut ne'er confess’d it? 

SFORZA. 

DUKE. 

This day looks like 

I was fearful lest 

The holiday of Nature, madam, and you 

1 should hafo many rivals. 

• 

The queen of’t. 
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ISABELLA. 


Pray—no more. 


DUKE. 

No more then. Now— 

Now for our marria(;e: blush not, for by this blue 
And bending canopy, there *& nought so fair 
As thee, my own sweet bride; and none so happy 
As now the Duke of Milan. Come. 

aroRZA. 

I'll follow, [Exeunt. 

—She’s gone—and it is night What! shall i in 
My age be follying > and this puny boy 
To cheat his tutor.—It may piuasv him now 
To reign in Milan ’ no, no, that's my care. 

Oh ! what an eye she has : It is not likely 
She will live quiet hero : Her look forbids it. 

She will be Duke : And 1-Now had I been 

The same Ludovico Sfor/a who did win 
(Some twenty years ago) the prhu at Florence, 

Perhaps she might have loved me: Out on't, I 
Crow foolish in my age. My love—that I 
Might conquer, or my ambition. Oh ! hut here 
Itoih spur me on : whither, no matter—none. 

I’m home upon the wings of f.itc to do 

Some serious act, or thus it seems, and will 

Not quarrel with my destiny. 1 ’ll think on’t. [Exit. 

SCENK II. 
lloom, with a Eanguet. 

ISARRLLA {sola). 

’fiine lags, and slights Ills duty. I remember 
The days when he would lly. How sweet they were! 
Then I rebuked his speed, and now—and now 
1 drench his wing with tears. How heavily 
The minutes pass! Can he avoid me ? Oh! 

I almost wish—and yet that must not be. 

Hark, hark! 1 hear a step come sounding through 
The hall. It is tlic murderer, Sforza. Now, 

Uise up my heart in thy own strength, and do 
The act of justice bravely. So. 

Enter Sforza. 

SFORZA. 

My love! 

O my delight, my deity! 1 am come 
To thank you for being gracious. I am late? 

ISABELLA. 

Oh I no: you are in time, my lord. 

SFORZA. 

You look 

But sad, my Isabella: let me hope 

No ill has happened: nothing, Bweet, to sway 

Your promise from me? 

ISABELLA. 

Be assured of that. 

My soul—I mean that—Ah I you *re grave : Well, you 
Have cause to chide me, but my spirit have 
Been faint to-night at times. 1 ’ll do my best 
To entertain you as you merit. 

SFORZA. 

Far 

Better, I hope, my Isabel. 

ISABELLA. 

Your grace 

May challenge any thing: Report has been 


So lavish in its favours tow’rd you that 

All hearts must fain be yours. Even I, you see, 

Although a widow, not divested of 

Her sorrows quite, am here i’ the midst of tears, 

To smile, like April, on you: but you ’ll grow 

To vanity, sir, unless some stop be put 

To your amorous conquests. J must do’t. 


SFORZA. 


You shall, 


You shall, my Isabella. 


ISABELLA. 


Sir, 1 will. 

You shall be wholly mine—till death. 1 have 
As yet been full of miseries: they liavu swell’d 
My heart to bursting. You shall soothe me. 


SFORZA. 


ISABELLA. 


Uow? 


Wc '11 liiul a way-nay, not so free, my lord; 

I must be won with words (though hollow), smiles. 

And vows (although you mean them not), kind looks 
And excellent flattery. Come, my lord, what say you 7 
1 ’m all impatience. 

SFORZA. 

Oh! what can I say? 

Thou urt so lovely to me, that my words 

Must sound like cheats to many. They of whom 

The pocLs told, men say, were shadows, dreams. 

So they will swear of thee. 


ISABELLA. 


I have no patronage. 


Alas! my lord, 


SFORZA. 


But / will have 

Your name recorded in the sweetest verse. 

And sculptors shall do honour to themselves 
And their delicious art by fishioning thee; 

' And painters shall devise for us a story, 

Where thou and I, love, shall be seen reclining, 
Thou on my arm— 

ISABELLA. 

A happy thought. 


SFORZA. 


And ill 


The guise of the throned Juno—I as Jove 
In his diviner moments, languishing 
Beneath tliy look. 


ISABELLA. 

She was a shrew, my lord, 

(That queen o’ die heavens), and I- 

SFOBZA. 

Then thou shaltbe 

Like her who in old inimitable tales 
Was pictured gathering flowers in Sicily, 

And raised to Dis’s throne: methinks she was 

A beautiful prophecy of tliee; and there 

Mountains shall rise and grassy valleys lie 

Asleep i’ the sun, and blue Sicilian streams 

Shall wander, and green woods (their leaves just touched 

With light) shall bend 'fore some faint western wind, 

And bow to bright Apollo as he comes 

Smiling from out the east. What moreT Oh! you 

Shall kneel and pluck the flow’rs, and look aside 

As hearkening, and—/ will be there (a god), 

Rushing tow'll thee, my sweet Proserpina.' 
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An ujrly story. 


ISABELLA. 

SPOBZA. 

IIow, sweet ? 

ISABELLA. 


You would take me 

To^Hbll then. Pardon me, my lord; I am 
Not well. Come, you must honour me, and taste 
Of my poor entertainment. 

SPOBZA. 

Willingly. 


ISABELLA. 


SPOBZA. 


We '11 be alone. 
[They feast. 


'T is bettor. 1 have now [They 

No appetite for common viands, yet 
I *11 drink to thee, my queen. 

ISABELLA. 

This is 

A curious wine, my lord, and like those drops 
Sought by philosophers (the life elixir), 

Will make you immortal. 

SP0R7A. 

Give it me, my love. 
May you ne’er know an hour of sorrow. 

ISABELLA. 

Ha! 

Stay, Slay—soft, put it down. 


That the red murderer has been murder'd, and 
The traitor struck with treasou : lie, who let 
The orphan perish, rame himself to want: 
Timsjustire and great God have order'd it! 

So that the scene of evil has been turn’d 
Against the actor in it; black thniights arisen. 

And foil d the schemes of fierce iniaginers, 
knA—poison ^iven for poison. 

SFOBZA. 

0 my heart! 
ISABELLA. 

Is tlie wine still so cold, sir? 

SPOBZA. 

Oh! I burn. 

Some water—I burn with thirst—Oh 1 what is this? 

ISABELLA. 

You 're pale : 1 'll call for help. Here! 

.^ervantp enter. 


ISABELLA. 


fliiul that man 


To his seat. 


SPOBZA. 


Traitress ’ 


ISABELLA. 


SPOBZA. 


Why, how is this? 


Now begone.-My lord! 

[Servants exeunt. 

1 'll not deceive you : you have drank a draught 
Will send you fiom tliis world. 


ISABELLA. 


SFOnZA. 


Would—would you drink without mc7 My heart, my heart! 

Shame upon you! Traitress' I faint, faint—ah I— 

Look at this finit. a sea-worn captain who Isabella. 

Had sail’d all Voiinrl the world brought it for me I w'ould have done 

From the Indian islands: and the natives there My act of justice mildly on you, but 

Do worship it. This. It could not be. I fell that you must die 

SPOBZA. For my s.ike, for niy buy, and Mil.in. You 

'T has a luscious taste. hlurderd iny lord htish.ind. Stare not: t' U 

My nephew, when he lived, was fond of a fruit A mel.incholy truth. You have usurp’d 

That’s not unlike it. The first place in the dukedom, and swept all 

ISABELLA. rliilil's rights to the dust. What say you, sir? 

Thauks, ye spirits of vengeance! j,„ impeach my sloiy! While you've time. 

[dside. answer to me. [He dies, 

i immortal wine, my lord, You are silent. Then 

You are condemn’d forcvei. I could grieve 
SPOBZA. Almost to see you wiili that marble look. 

Cupid, llien. Alas! that neck which hore the dural chain, 

; lie dimm d men - eyes, goronei, both bending once 

fable. But my eyes Tow'rd shouting slaves, are fixed now. His eye 

Icar .-IS though I were 1 ^ pjoiionless. How like those forms he looks, 

That sit in stony whiteness over tombs, 

ISABELLA. Memorials of ilicir cold inh.ibilanlR. 

hat s the matter, sir? Speak! are you grown to stone? What can you Bay 

sFonzA. In your defence, sir? Turn your eyes from me: 

. Villain : how dare you look at me? You shall 

,u 'll nnd it warmer, .l.orlly. mom.-Away: M.»t I 

told to heat Rouse you Mlow idly lus arms hang f Turn your eyes 

read but yesterday Away. I dare not touch him-yet I must. 

Ian Doet who ** dead—dead. So, by rne: Sweet heaven! 

vine and died Forgive me, I'm a widow broken-hearU-d; 

i ’t was just A mother too;'t was for my child 1 did it. 

SPOBZA * ^ nature cruel, but 

’T wasso.Tliiswinc— Yon bloody man did press bo hardly on us; 

ISABELLA. He would have torn my pretty bird from me: 

told of men whose lives I had hut one—what could I do? There was 

3 their end: I mean No other way: And this b blood for blood. 


ISABELLA. 


[dside. 

Now you shall taste the immortal wine, my lord, 
And drink a health to Cupid. 

SPOBZA. 

Cupid, llioii. 

He was a cunning god : he dimm’d meii’^ eyes, 

'T is prettily said i’ the fable. But my eyes 
(Yet how 1 love!) arc clear as though I wore 
A stoic. Ah! 

ISABELLA. 

Ila! what's the matter, sir? 

SFOnZA. 

The wine is cold. 

ISABFLLA. 

You ’ll find it warmer, sliorlly. 

It b its nature, as I’m told, to heat 
The heart. My lord, I read but yesterday 
Of ail old man, a Grecian poet, who 
Devoted all his life to wine and died 
O* the grape: metliinks’t was just. 

• SPOBZA. 


ISABELLA. 

And stories have been told of men whose lives 
Were infomoiv, and so their end: I mean 
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LYSANDER AND lONE. 


Cioit tboa not tell me of e geotle pair 

Oh! If you hure 

Jlltl them io tome flowery cove. 

Tell me but where. 

Milton.—C offiHi. 

But the 

Dill not ditdulo to rIvo hit love cnntentlaR ; 
Cruel (he tool that feetU on loula tortneniinij: 
Nor dill the tcoro him, litot'(jb ool nobly Iwirn, 
LOV£ IS NUniLITY. 

SvrSiK*.—BHMin't Ida. 


Thit«hetchlialte{;etherimB<>!nDry, and it an cnJfttrour to com- 
nonlcate to a pattoral, tomething of the familiarity ofa commiio 
dialogue. 


SCENE. 
A frood. 


j 

^ Now sit. 


Lysanobr, Ionf. 
LYSANObll. 

IONS. 

Where’ 


LYSANDER. 

On this broken stump, here; see. 

The embroiderer, moss, hatli wrought you a golden scat. 

lONB. 

How! on the moss I 


LYSANDER. 

Aye: for when nature dresses, 
It fills its part well, thereFore honour it: 

There seems a kindly feeling in it, as though 
A spirit of goodness peep'd from out the earth 
To shield decay. 

TONE. 

So—there: now kneel and worship. 

LYSANDER. 

I will: but first look at your bower; l>ehind 
Arc hazel boiiglis: lean on them, sweet, they will 
Clasp you like love: and what a canopy is 
This scented lime! kings have not such above ’em. 
And list! how midst its shivering leaves the wind 
Makes amorous noises ft is F avoniu s, hark! 
Murmuring amongst the blossom^; then below 
There is a carpet for your delicate feet, 

VTove in Vertumnus’s loom. 

lONB. 

*T is a sweet place. 

LTSANDBR. 

Aye, Iris has been here, beloved; she 
f Is thc^puoj^^^almqncr you Know, and scatters 
Upon the subject world, dyed How’rs and sweets 
With prodigal hand. Is it not strange that some. 
Ungrateful, shun her favours! but tue ‘ve felt them, 
And never more than now. 


lONE. 

How know you that? 

LYSANDBR. 

Oh I well: your eye betrays it. We will meet 
To*morrow early, and 1T1 show you all 
The secrets of the forest. Every dell 
And shady nook and care o'ergrown by leaves 


I 


We 'll visit, and perhaps wc may surprise 
A wood-nymph sleeping. 

IONS. 

This to me? 

LYSANDER. 

Why, yes; 

For tlicn I ’ll show to you what charms 7 can 
Gaze at unheeding. 

lONE. 

No, no. 

LYSANDER. 

Yes, you will: 

And I will be your guard, my beauty; aye, 

And as we nimble through the wood I 'll teach 
How you may shun the briery paths and pass 
The thorn untouched, and you shall sec me tsdte 
The monster thistle by the bc.*ird (lest it 
Should harm you ); and wc '11 hearken to the song 
Of the shrill mounting lark: list! our own bird 
The nightingale petitions you: her voice 
Was ever resistless: now you 'll come ? 

lONB. 

■ No. 


LYSANDER. 

/ lUNB. 

Be not too sure, Lysaiidcr. Foolish boy ' 
To give your heart to me, to mo who am 
A spirit of the element. 

LYSANDER. 

You are 

A gnddiHis to my gaze, and you shall be 
Queen of the elements. 


Yes. 


lONE. 


Nay but I am 

One of old Nereus* daiiglitcrs, youth, and live 

Within the 8e.ts (albeit at times I stnay 

Amongst your woods .and fountains). My green borne 

Is where the mariner’s plummet never sounded, 

Bcncalh the fathomless deep. The dolphins tliere 

Sport not, nor dares the huge leviathan 

Lash with il$ sinewy arms the waters, which 

Form temples and towersand pillars and rrysUlshrines, 

And sparry caverns wlicre the sca-maids hide, 

And homes for all the ocean deities. 

It is sacred place, and beautiful; 

Such as you see in dreams, when hope is fresh 
And sleep both charms and cherishes. 

LTSANDBR. 


This is the gayest tale. 


Pretty maid! 


lONB. 

Believe it, Lysander. 

But come; as you have loved me long, have you 
Not framed a song for me? Have you not sung 
O' nights by sparkling streams, and vow'd my face 
Was clear as Dian's? 


LYSANDBR. 

Often, often. 

lONB. 

Indeed! 

What did you call me? Ah! shame on you: well, 
Call roe^lone. 

LYSANDBR. 

Sweet lone 1 Fair 
And bcantiful loue! oh but cold 
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As your Muc dement wlicn the wintry moon 
Hovers above’t; lone—what a name, 

And it is yours I * 

fONE. 

Aye, youth, nnd you must sing 
One of your forest songs to it. 

I.YSANDBn. 

Then listen: 

And lay your white arm ’midst the brandies—thus: 
(Sweet rontrast’) and your head against this trunk, 
And clear your marble forehead from those (hick 
And shadowy tresses. So, your eye bent tow'nls me; 

li^ht it is! and like the glow-worm’s light 
Shines most methinks in darkness. Listen now; 

But’t is a melancholy song: ’t was framed 
^Vhcn once I lliought 1 liad lost you. 

^ Now, by Night! 
I swear I love thee, delicate lone! 

And when I lie upon my pillow, still 

My soul is sick with love, My brain 

Teems witli sir.mge fantasies. Aye, (hongli I sleep, 

Tlioii, like a spirit from the st.irs, 

Sundcst before me. 1 have seen thee come 
In pale and shadowy beauty, 

And, floating belwren me and the cloudless moon, 
Stretch forth thy white arms (iiat, like silver vapours, 
Sc.irrc dull'd the planet's, brightness. 
iVnd thou dhlst sniile, and hrealhc upon my heart, 

As if to heal the scars of sorrow there. 

’T w.is like Ai^bian sweets, but cold .as death. 

1 loveil thee, fair lone! 

Not as u lover, nor .as ptircnt, friend, 

Brother, or chdd. It was a dreamy feeling, 

Sarred to me and strange—unearthly, born 

Of some unutleralde fancy, that 

Like :in intense beam o' the meridian sun, 

.Shot on my brain. 

1 thought thou west my better angel, doom'd 
To guide me through this solitary life 
To some far-off immortal place 
Wliure spirits of good assemble, to keep watch 
Till the foundations of the earth shall fail. 

1 loved thee as became mortality 
tilaneing at he.iveu; 

And earthly feelings never mingled with 
Of marr'd my love celestial. 

But thou art gone- 

And now 1 chuse to wander when the winds 
Ch.isc the dark clouds away at dead midnight, 

I'or then mctliinks I see thee. 

I love to lie liy waterfalls, 

And mark (he sheeted silver roll away, 

Bich as Dorado’s panidisc; 

Or listen to its distant music 

When through the piny forest I do take 

My solitary way: 

.\nd then at times I commune with thee. 

And thou, lone! dost thou not (oh! say it), 

Bequeath soft messages for me 

Unto the dark boughs of the shaking pines? 

• 

lOltSe 

Enough, enough. This is the strangest faney. 

And so you lov^ me ? Pshaw! 


LTSAMDSa. 

By all the gods! 

lOftE. 

I 11 not believe it; what! you—quite a boy? 

’T will be a pretty talc. 

LYSANDRB. 

But who slmll tell it? 


IO?IE, 

Why I, and all who hear us; for we are 
Encompass'd by tlic sylvan deities: 

And not a foolish w'ord, youth, hast thou spoke, 

But Echo in her hundred c.ives has caught 
The sound, and told it to the wood-nymphs, whence 
In sliapc of whispers from the oaken houghs 
Hazels or beeches, that like traitors shako 
At every noise, the words are carried on 
To the great Pan. 

LYSAIVOBR. 

And he—well, what of him? 

lONB. 

Oh I he loves all t)ic nymphs that haunt the woods, 
And wlirn he finds tliey wander fiom their homes— 

LYSANDBR. 

Fear him not, sweet lone; 1 am here. 

And will protect you ever. 

lONE. 

Gentle boy. 

Tli.inks, but no more of that: you love me then ? 

LTSAMOSn. 

Aye, like the stars. 

lONB. 

• Not as a lover.* 

LYSANOBR. 

Oh! 

I love you like the world—myself: alas’. 

1 know not what, hnt that I love yon. 

lONB. 

So. 


You play pour part well: who has taught you this? 

LYSANDBR. 

My heart, my heart. 

lONE. 

N.iy pr’ythce; this 

Is folly surely: young Lysander, how— 
flow sliall I credit you? some maids have given 
(High horn .is I am : p.itc OEiione did) 

'Thvir hearts to mortals, hut the men (hey graecd 
forgot the favours quickly. 

ijYSANnRn. 

Shall 1 swear ? 

lONB. 

If your hr-irt prompt you. 

LYSANDBR. 

Then by thundering Jove, 
And all his ministring spirits tend 
Obedient round Ills chair, that Sxed stands 
On grey Olympus. By—— 

lONB. 

What have you done 
To merit love? I am not wont to give 
My heart unmerited, Triton’s sons have striven 
To gain me to their arms, and Faunus oft 
Hath woo'd me, youth, ere now. 

LTSANOBl. 

I I do believe it. 

*T is certain: Oh! they must have done’t, and I 

s 
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Have left njy qiiirl liume o’ nq^lits, to nin;; 

Your name* IiushIc tlierliafln{' sc.i, and licarken 
If in tlic tiiiniilt of (lie watcra you 
Whispered m answer. I h.ivc come here at noon, 
On dusky everiin|;R, and on darkest ni(;]its 
To seek you. 1 have let my fleeced shi‘<‘p 
Wander unguarded o’er the mountains. I 
Have left my father (yet 1 love him) (o 
Weep o’er my nightly absence—quitted .all 
Our village feasts and calm domestM' niccrinijs, 

To resort here and call on you, lone 

iONK. 

Indeed, my love' 

LYSANDJ- It. 

A{;iiin, aq.iin, lone 
Say it ii(]aiii, for iriy s.ikt‘ 

lONK 

Then—my love 
i.rs.VNOfeR- 

Oh ! niy divine lone, wluit eart I 
Do lu ileserve your Jove? 

lONf-'. 

Ik' constant. 


i.rs\Nni<ti. 


Avc. 


As hn};ht Apollo to the summer air, 

As l.irks are to the morn, or h.ils to eve, 

Or us the ni{difln(pde—when the iiuiiden May 
Jht'H on the hruast of June. Oh! fear it not. 

lONR. 

I will not, dear Lys.iiider. 1 have mark’d 
Your {;rowinu qualities many a iorq;, loii^ year, 
And think yon worthy of a sea miud's love. 

And—aye, stand thus, for thus the Trojan stood 
Abash'd on Ida, when the heavenly queens 
(d.iim’d tlio iuitiiorUl fiiiit, decreed at last 
To heniity. You and I—wiiy how you siiuh*— 
Will haunt these woods to|'ethcr. ^ou sh.i!l pass 
The sultiy houis amon(;st the hills, and tcud 
Your father's lloek; I in niy ocean cave 
Miisl hn|[er out the day, hut ever at ni(;ht 
I 'll come here, dear Lysander, and when f.ite 
Shall lift you to the stars, to those daik wmics 
T hat stream below the upper billows, I 
Will take my journey, till Jove calls me up 
To live with you for ever. Mow, farewell. 


JUAN. 


Lik*' !i Tilln|;e DUi>i«' 

St«n(l I now oursini’ nud coptideiinQ, when 
The laincsl fool would do—T will bo tiiddeo. 

And the khall know nnd fuel, loin in uxtremee 
AbnicfJ. knuwb nodcjjrue ofbuie. 

MABtiM.rn ,—Duke of Milan, 

I como, Dentil1 obey thee, 

Yet 1 will not dlo raijiut;: for nine! 

My whole lifo \NRk a iicn/y.— 

Bury me with Muriolia, 

And iHt our epilepli be—» 

Tha $ame. 


There is • etory loninwhat niioilnr to ihU tkHch told in (t Iwliebc) 

GU Blau. 


SCENE. 

, The Gfirdens Ifclonrjintj to n Spanish Castle. 

Ju\N and a Boy. 

JUAK. 

The iiit;ht ('rows foul: and (he thick air doth stir 
A he.iliii|r .It my heart, like passion: ll.irk' 

Ilow (lie winds draw the rnruins of the ni{;ht. 

Like ministers to lust. Queen Dian now 
Is with her paramour. 

Bov. 

You spoke? 

JUAN. 

'T is well, 

They ’ll lock her into slttmbcr : yet she'd fain 

Ue walchftil, for she loves to lie upon 

The yrecti Itill’s lop, .iiid kiss one pou(iu{)[ lip. 

Ko more, no more wli.it! are there panders in 
The sky, as here ’ and—how the sultry air 
Wcijfhs on iijv forehead. Break a lemon hr.inch 
And yivc't me, Lopez tliere is a freshness in it, 

And very pr.tteful pcifmne. So, how swcetl 
I ’ll hincl it loiind my brows. What time is it now ? 

BOY. 

Near midnq^ht. 

JUAN. 

Wants it lonjj? 

BOY. 

No, sir; about 

Some quarter of an hnut or so. 

JUAN. 

Th.it’s imicli: 1 ’ll hear 

A .sonjr; ’( will diive some blacker tlioinjlus uw.iy. 

COY. 

What sort of sonj* 7 

JUAN. 

Let it be full of love. 

But not a jot of kindness: burniiii; passion, 

No more—yes, lieddlori{|r folly—(lames that parch 
And wither up the heart • ficice jealousy, 

And lion id r.ijp*, and—aye, then you may tell 
Mow she you loved was false, and that you {rrow 
Mad, and a iiiurdeier. .iny tiling;. 

HUY. 

But this 

A\ill not lx:conic a soiq;. 

JUAN. 

Then say how she 

Wtis beautiful as Sin, and that her eyes 
Shone like the morniiqf; thatlicr atm-s were smooth, 
And (rracefully turn’d, and that her fi^'iire seem’d 
Shaped from the mould of Dian’s. If you can. 

You then may toll how her white bosom rose 

And sunk voluptuously to the music of 

Her beatinj;, passionate heart.—But, out on this. 

I 'll have no music now; my soul’s untuned, 

And 1 'vc no relish for it, yet 1 could 

Rear well some fri|]'htful discord, and iiii{Tht laii(;h 

Haply if heaven’s bright rolliiq; stars were diivcn 

Spell-struck from out their paths, and rush’d a[[ainst 

Kacli other grating, till this vile earth shook 

At its foundations. Boy, uhen went my wife hence? 

BOY. 

Sir' 
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JU\N. 

Where's your lady, fool» 

BOY. * 

At prayers,! think. 

Jl'AN. 

Kxrelicnt, excellent! the linies are {;ood 

(Must hr) when stt iniipels pi'iiy. My liosoiu now 

Swells like the hoiIin{; ocean. Ilow could she 

Be f.dse lo mc^ I, who did love her as 

My soul—hetter, alas! Oh! how 1 p.tzed 

Upon her hrow, and lhou(;ht it fairer tliati 

Thu face of the starry liunvens, and that her ev(*s 

OiitmatrhM those f1oatin{; li)d>ts—hut what has this 

To <lo with iuv fierce task' Be{[one, and v’nd 

Your niUhe.ss hither. 

HOT. 

She *8 at prayers, sii. 

JUAN. 

lia! 

Forpot. no mailer, there's lime n»)\v leave me, 

And place (he lamp upon the dial yoiidei, 

And draw (he sli.ide around the rtatiie—Co, go. 

\l>oy goes out. 

Now then I am .done. Theie's nol a sound 
To sl.ulle or to cheer inc'. It is d.nk 
As iliniigli llie gr.ive imprison’d mo. This night 
Shall l>c‘ my collo.igue in .t desperate act; 

And liie hlite visiting iightnin{p«, and the winds, 

And iiiullering thunder sli.dl give help; the one 
Light if f wish't, :nid om* shall l>low about 
To the four (piarterR of the skies luy deed 
OF jiisiici', and the last sli.ill celehrate 
With ils immortal noises all 1 do 
(My hloody’' victory over love). A step! 

She comes (hen ; not alone, all! not alone— 

Now for my hiding-place. fWe retires. 

Olympia Bianca enter. 

OLYMPIA. 

Did I believe in fables, I should lliink 
Some evil hung uhoiit ith** tin* black night 
Has not allowed one small star to escape, 

To light us on our path ' wiio’s there1 ihouglU 
A figure pass’d us. Hark! 

BIANCA. 

I heard nothing. 

OLYMPIA. 

Nor I: and yet when d.Ttnons w.ilk ahoiii 
Their steps't is said are iJois(des.s. 1 could now 
'riiink half my nursery stories true, and spurn 
My better reason from me. 

Bt.VNCA. 

Let us Lalk 

Of something cl.sis dear lady. 

OLYMPIA. 

Tremble not. 

You have no cause to fear; your life has been 
Harmless (I hope so], and tlic spirits of ill 
May never injure goodness. Il.i! the worm, 

That owes her lustre to the darkness bus 
Lit her green lamp; and, look! the founiain which 
We *ve yet but heard now shoots ils silver rain 
Up visibly. How fresh and sweet it is! 

Bianca, gel yoii homewards; 1 will sit 

Beside the margin of the water and 

Enjoy the air av^hile. [Bianca exit. 


NVh.it a most dchcalc air this garden hath '. 

There s scarce a llnwcr or odorous shrub iliut grows 
111 Sp.iiii wc li.ive nol: llierc, I scent the rose; 

1 Now the pcrfiiinmg limes, and as llie wind 
Sobs, ail uncertain sweetness comes from out 
The or.iiige-lrees, TJieir fiugrancc charms mo 
Almost lo sleep. l/tec/ine*. 

.1UAN enters. 

JUAN. 

She sleejis at last, then . yet I will nol kill 
The fi.iil tiling sleeping. Why did 1 del.iy * 

1 fcnied (.ill I was that giiiUl—no, no) lo face 
TJic eye of her w'hom justice bade me smite 
—Oil! wliat a be.iuiiful piece of sin is ilicre . 

They f.ibicd well who said tbal woman won 
M.iii io perdition: bark! the thunder multcrs 
111 anger .is it seems; then 't was not fable. 

Be silent for a time ye ministers 

Of dc.ilb or darkness (for your voicing doth 

Bespeak yc teirihle agents) : 1 .im come 

To save yc a wortlilcss task. Now* llien, my soul ! 

Uise up, Olyiiipi.i: she slis^ps soiiiiiUy. llo ! 

Stirring at last, lisi;—Fair Olvmpia, yon 
Have imiclitodo lo-nigbt. The fates have will 
Yoiii doom upon tlicir bi.i/eii book, and i 
SliikI heie o do tbeir bidding. 

OLYMPIA. 

Wbat IS (Ins ’ 

JUAN. 

Now by—but I .iiii ipiief you have sinii'd 
.Most foully 'gainst your Iiusband : that's not mm h , 
But you b.ive done .i dc‘ed at wliicli the skies 
Blacken: look up. 

OI.YMPIA. 

Dear .loan > 

JUAN. 

You Imve ni.iile 

Me (I forgive tbal) base: our noble bouse, 

Till now illustrious, you have sLiiii’d. H.iik, liaik < 
The cngiii(« of the hc.ivens are now at work, 

The voices that you hoar uiiiungsl the clouds, 

(Bill undcrst.aiid not) say—«Uonfcss.» 1 wail 
To hear your guilt*, speak. 

OLYMPIA. 

Oh ! your mind is liil'd 

With terrors. Ld ns home, de.ir .Iiian, now : 

We Tl talk to-morrow of it. 

JU.IN. 

Away, .away : 

Now by the w.isling passion that doth stir 

Yengenco within me—Olympia! this night 

Yon ’ll Like your leave o’ ibc earth: the fates have said it, 

And who may turn the fates! Yet ere you die 

1 ’ll tell you how I loved you—doated—oh! 

Grew guilty for you—guilty ! do you bear’ 

OLYMPIA. 

Most perfect, and my mind sinks. 

JUAN. 

Ere you maria'll 

I loved you: that you know : your father shook 
I A [Kior )>eti(ioner away; nnd you, 
j AJihnugh you own’d to love, forsook me. Tln n 
; I tried iny fortune in (he wars: you gave 
' Your hand to old Ilainirez. 
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OLTMPIA. 

1 was bid. 

;UAN. 

My undo's death raised me to wealth, and then 
I came home quickly: yon were married. 

OLYMPIA. 

Weil! 

.tUAN. 

Well. 

Why then despair possess’d me. Bladncss stamp’d 
Ills iron on my brain, and two years passed 
(You still Ramirez* wife) when I became 
A man again. The impudent dotard grlan'd 
His lavish fondness publicly upon you. 

On niu~*cur8es on him! 

OLYMPIA. 

Sir, no more. 


iitAir. 

Oh'. you still love liim! 

OLYMPIA. 

Not so; but his name 
A madman shall not mouth. 

JUAN. 

Now shall you die : 

Aye, die—by me who love you. 1 who have 
Rioted upon that bosom will at least 
Take care that none beside shall sleep there. 1 
W*as mad—and am' but why do you upbraid mu? 
Was’t not for you I grew so ? Blighting shame 
Weigh on your tongue for that! 

OLYMPIA. 

Don Juan, you 

Have sported with a gracious name. 

JUAN. 

A name! 

I slew him, harlot! stahb'd him throiigli and through. 
Fool 1 to believe that common villains struck 
Him dead and robh'd him not. 

OLYMPU. 

I dream. 


JUAN. 

•T was I. 

Now laugh: yet If thou dost it will be at 
My misery likely: I deserve not that. 

*T was all for you, for you, and now you liave 
Call'd back Uic love 1 bought at such a price, 

And sold it to another. 


OLYMPIA. 

Sir, 't is false: 

You are all false. Oh! how I abhor you now 1 
Hearken, Don Juan; 1 have loved you (bow 
You will remember quickly);'t was an error: 

For had I Known his blond was spilt by you, 
i would have cast you off, as now 1 do, 

For ever; aye, for ever. 

JUAN. 

Speak again. 

OLYMPIA. 

For ever. 

JUAN. 

Will—will your paramour come then? Ha! yon see 
I know it all—all. 

OLYMPIA. 

Sir! 

JUAN. 

Do you deny 


OLYMPIA. 

Dearly. 

JUAN. 

Curses light on him : 

And thou, thou—perish. [5tafrs her. 

OLYMPIA. 

Slay, ah! Juan, stay. 

It cannot be: you've done ill. 

JUAN. 

You—you are 

Not hill t much ? Speak! 

OLYMPIA. 

Oh! save yourself, dear Juan. 

That youdi— 

JUAN. 

Yes, yes. 

OLYMPIA. 

lie IS my brother. 

JUAN. 

Hell! 

OLYMPM. 

The Inquisition are now watching for him. 

Save him. 

JUAN. 

! will. 

OLYMPIA. 

By—ah— [Dies. 

JUAN. 

By rny lost soul. 

Look up, look up, Olympia! Juan s here,* 

Thy husband—murderer, tb.at *s the name. My love! 
My love, Olympia! 1—she’s dead.- 

How's this? 

So, where am 17 Olympia—she is false: 

Dead? Ah some villain has been busy licre. 

By heav’n the golden hair I used to twine 
About niy linger s bloody, and her eye 
Has lost its beautiful meaning. Life and love 
Were struck and fled together—to the grave. 

Oh! 1 have cut those sweet blue veins asunder, 

And Riled her breast with blood: there’s not a touch 
Of colour in her lip (so red once), and her hand 
Lies nerveless like a common lump of flesh. 

>Yhat a voice she had! ’t is silent: could it die 
In a single groan?—impossible. 

(Foices nre heard ) 

My Lord! 

JUAN. 

Hark, bark! they call the murderer; but 1 'll cheat 
Justice for once. 

[Voices.) 

My lord, my lord!' 

JUAN. 

I ’ll drag 

The body—hence. So, now lie there. 

[Hides the body. 

And yet I will not fly: why should 17 I 
Have lost what was my life on c.irUi: what was— 

A horrid sound. They coiao—[Enter .Servanb.) Whom 
seek ye ? She— 

Your lady *s gone—gone, do you doubt me?—gone. 

SBSVANT. 

My lord! a stranger is arrived, who says 
lie is her brother. 

JUAN. 

Who? She has noou—uone. 


You tore hin ? 
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SERVANT. 

My lord, he ‘e at the castle. 


Let mu for once for[;ct my service. Rouse 
Your nature, my dear lord. 


JUAN. 

Silence. If 

lie be imperishable, then indeed 

lie may he kin to her. I'ut she is gone, 

On a d.irk journey—Oh! 

ssnvANr. 

You've cut your hand, 

My lord! and terribly. 

JUAN. 

I have cut-^my heart. 

Bc(ronc—all but Ihe^o. [5eri^antJ go out. 

Poor old man, 

You were my father’s servant; nay ht$ r.illiur's: 

We prized you, and you served uh faiilifiilly ; 

But now's your service ended. Old Die(;o! 

Lun(; before sun-iiae, i shall be— 

DIKGO. 

My lord! 

JUtN. 

Quiet, Uicf{o. ^To foul passions then, 

No turbulent love, nor fierce idol.ilry, 

Nor bitter hate, nor jealousy, shall mar 
My solitary rest: I shall hu—disul. 

Yet iic.irk’n awhile to my last words, and do 
My biddin|r as a friend, f am the last 
(’T is pity) of a princely house; iherufore 
Let not my name be slander'd. 

L)lb(> 0 . 

My dear lord! 

JUAN. 

It was not always thus: once (hiit that *s now 
Many sul years a(;o), one old man lhou{'ht 
I should do honour to his name : that s p.tsC— 

For look! iiiy star is seitin;;. And am 1 then 
Thu lust of a tntie-honoiird line—a sleiu 
That traced its root into tlie bed ot km(js, 

And shamed it not? and none remain save me I 
Ah ! where is now my fi.ther'8 prophecy. 

And where my own hopes? wither'd, wither’d. 

OlEGU. 

Alas! 


JUAN. 

A few more words, and then— ('Ood niijhL 
I smote—1 smote—now let the black skie-s fall 
And crush me in a moment Oh! my queen. 
My own incomparable wife !—My love. 

Oh! ail my life lias Iieen an error - So, 

1 ’ll shift a troublesome burden from my back. 
And lay me down to sleep. 

bIBGO. 

Ijtt us go home. 


My lord. 


JUAN. 


1 will, 1 will. That potent draught 
Which fill’d tlic frames of men with youth, were now 
To me a faithless medicine: I have quafPd 
Life from the lips of beauty, and shall 1 
Who’vebauquetted like a god be now content 
With meagre fare, or trust to mortal drugs. 

And run a common idler through the world, 

With not a heart to own me? 

OIBOO. 

* Noble sir! 


JUAN. 

No more, no more. 

No lord : a vulgar slave am I, wlin caught 
One brief look from the suu. The guiding light 
Is out that glanced on me, and here I stand 
Lost, and in terrible daikncss near my tomb ; 

And hoveling shadows and tierce shapes iliat come 
On no good ecr.ind licckun me. I smote— 

The story hangs upon my tongue. Diego I 
1 smote the uohlcst woman in ihe land, 

And with iny cruel d.iggcr rut a way 
T„_(| was sliiiiicd there too, hut knew it not) 

Her heart. Aye weep, Diego ; thou maysl weep; 

But for myself, iny eye stands fix’d and Imimng . 

The socket’s dry as dust. Your hand, old fiieiul. 

For all are C(|uai in the grave; you used 
To c.ii’i V me when a boy; do if once more; 

And when I lie stiff on iny inarMe bed 

Let no one scoff or curse me. Bless you!—Now 

Open your arms, Olympia! ^Stahs hhnstl^. 


l.OVE CURED RY KINDNESS. 


Aftik. 'T Ik n prrlty itnii>ialfcin(; Ituy, isiinntf 
bviliirio, lliou < iinsi kiiiR ami |>lay t 
JU tl. If (0 i(>f « Ml Rnu ina l<'n»u 
Ariuh Via*' wUiit kind of ('M’l-f ran lliy yrnr* knew? 
Tliy >>iiiniiioti| iliri'kit nni mnitnilt on waiuri lia 
Wbvn no iirciilli ib»m. 

BitAraiixT A*iti I'ltikiun.—PA/7(U(rr. 

I( were all nns, 

Tbnt I slioiiiil lion n hrlnhl parltciilar star. 

And tbink to nud il, bi- !• hO mo. 

Tn liU lirii'bi nuiiamo and cull.it<>rni li|;bt 
Mutt I bu comforted, not lu bi« Hplioru. 

AlCt Wall that EnJt Wett. 


Thia iketi-b U founded portly eiwn a tale of Boccaeuio. 

SCKNE. 

yi Dangnet y?oo»t. 

Don Pedro, Sing o^StcUy tloct^ anti Coubtishs. 

DON PEDRO. 

I/ct every cuj» be filled : wc ’ll have a health 
To beauty. For myself, I 'll name a queen. 

Here—but Salaino drinks not-— 

riRSr CUUBTIAB. 

Yes, my lord, 

Look! 

DON PEDRO. 

True, a The queen of Naples.* Let tlie bvall)> 
Go round. 


OXNES. 

« Thu queen of Naples.* 

FIRST COURTIER. 

She indeed 

Is lovely: gracious Sir, you have a taste 
Wc may not quarrel with. 

DON PEDRO. 

I hope not, sir: 

Indeed you cannot quarrel with a healtli 
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! To wnmnn, llioit^rh slic be not wliolly free 
From f.nilt. Sirs! in my land (romantic Spain) 
Tlie sw»‘i l iex is upheld, yet every faec 
]s praised to nones discredit. ’T is not fair, 

Nor iiRnile that ilie charms of one should fix 
A (‘ensure on the next. 

FIRST conni'iRR. 
fiy no means. 

DON PEDRO. 

Then 

Let h not say this lady has a inouth 
Like (/lipid s how, lost ono, with oiIkt clianus, 
Own not a mouth so sweet. J et no one swear 
Black eyes are matchless, V.iusc the maid lie loves 
lias a dark ylann* perhaps, foi hei n(.'Xl fi lend 
May lof»k as sweetly fn»m her de(*p hluo lijjhts 
As she of different eoloni iiii;. — hut wlieie 
Is nur yniin{r fi inid Ip|udi(o '—call him, sir. 
iMcnntime, Lord Julio, we will diink a health 
(^f youre. Your he.iulv, sir ' 

SECOND court rii:R. 

>« The fair Lisana.M 


x T/isana. 0 


OMNI s. 


Don ppdro. 

* Fair Lisaria.* VVlio is she? 

SI-COND rOURriFR. 

But a poor inaidcu ; yet llic (p-niles hcie 
Swear she is a Vi'iius, and—1 know not what. 
All artist’s dau^diter, as 1 think. 

FIRST COUUTIFK. 

Sh(‘ is, 

And hcauiifiil indtsid. lie comes. 


Irroi.iro enters. 


IPPOLIIO. 


DON PfllHO 


My loid — 


We look'd for you before. Come hither—near 
How is't that you were absent, slr^ 


I could not come. 


IP POL no. 


DON PEDRO. 
Uow was 'i’ 
IPPOLITO. 


My lord, 


Oh! sir, you arc 

A friend to beauty, so you will not pres.s 
Your que.stion farther. 


DON PEDRO. 


You arc ri{jht j fill hijjh. 
A health now to the fair Ippolita, 

For that shall he her name. 


IPPOMTO. 


If you will {Jive 

A health (would yon could do’O) to the sweet maid 
1 have just seen, he her name known : it is 
Lisana. Sweet Lisana! 


To her already. 


DON PEDRO. 

We have drunk 

IPPOLITO. 


Be it done ajjaiii, 

For she is matchless, sir, throu(jh all your land 
Of Sicily, thouijl] now slie pines away. 


She lives, hut scarcely above the ijrave ->an(l loves, 
Thou{jh her love is half despondency. 


DON PEDRO. 


Indeed! 


And does the (jcntlcinan know it? 


IPPOLITO. 


No: she bore 

Her siekiiess f|uititly ; at 1hsC->- 1 'd fain 
Move you to pity, nolite sir. 


DON PEDRO. 


'T is done 


Think rnc her fi iend airc.ulv. 


IPPOLITO. 


Sliall 1 tell you 

In verse (for that's my h.ibii) how she looks' 
You shall then know luir sloiy. 


DON PEDUU. 

Have a taie, 

T is not the w.ay to the heart; and p.ission yet 
Ne’er dealt in rhyiiics—or seldom. Well! your sony 

IPPOLITO. 

Gently upon her pillow now 
'I he love-sick jjirl is Iyin{j ; 

And but that at times .(bout her brow 
A lhrohhiii{; pulse sDirts up (us ihoutjh 
The spirit of the heart were flyiny 
Fioni point to point, in ea{ji‘r close 
With Ocaili), you Ii.iply inijjlit not know 
She lived; yet in the cvenin|j 
A soft hlooiii steals .utoss her cheek 
Like the delicate friul-tr(‘(*’s hlossoiiutij;. 

Or the hue for which we (cm ions) s(‘ek 
Within ihc breast of the youn^ white rose. 

Oh! if love save her not she dies— 

This pretty lanjjiiid {’irl, who lies 

Ceiillx as if a lily there 

Should spread its white leaves to the air, 

To catch om e more the smnnier sun. 

She loves and pines and wastes away, 

And may—die etc the ni(;ht be done. 

Oil! is theie in our Sicilia 
A heart so cold that never siirs 
Responsive to the bent of hers? 

She brnw a nobleman—a youth 
Jioyal —(rn.irk that) brave—yet, in sooth, 

He may liavc pass’d her by and never 
Seen tlio soft beauty wc admire; 

Or, if his look w.is on her bent 
At feast or jonstin{j tournament, 

IJaply his lofty {jiance of lire 
Bade the pale (jirl be dumb for ever. 

DON PEDRO. 


lie was not of my mind then. 


IPPOLITO. 


DON PEDRO. 


This youth o’ the terrible look— 


Isay, 


IPPOLITO. 


lie is not so, sir. 


DON PEDRO. 


Who is't ? you say he’s royal. If a smili; 
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Will do the girl’s heart good, or some kind words, 
Dy iny faith she shall not waul it.^ 

irroLtTo. 

SImU she not? 

I Mke you at your word : bend forward, sir, 

Anil listen ; this great man is—but you 'll not 
I’oel angry’ 

DOK peoeo. 

Pr’ythcc speak. 

IPPOLITO. 

>Vhy then he is 

Don Pedro—Prince of An.)gon—lately 
Made King of Sicily. 

DON PEDRO. 

Ippolilo! 

Is all this true? or do you think my lic.iri 
Will tli.ink you if the Lile he idle ? 

iPPuLiro. 

Sir, 

'T is true as my lidelity. 

DON pEdro. 
bre.ik up 

The parly now , or rather, Julio, you 
Do lioiioiir to iiiy table , I iiiiisl hence 
For a few hoiiis; and si'e you play the host 
As if your prince weic pieseiit. 

SECOND COUllTIEH. 


Sir, I will. 


DON PEDlin. 


ippomro. 


Come then. 


Yet—yot a woiil, my !or<l. F think 
1 'vi: heard you say you loved a piiiiccss of 
The house of Austria 7 


DON PfDRO. 


Aye, most heartily. 


tPPoLllO. 


Tin'll 


Yon will not ruin this pretty girl, my lord? 

blie is blind now (for she loves you), and your heart 

Is mo—too good to hull her; liaiily too 

Tlicie may he some one loves licr, de.iily .»s 

You love that iinhle lady. 

DO.V pkdro. 

Wlial means this? 

IVPOLtlO. 

My lord, 1 wish her—happy ; yes—no inoie— 
ll.ippy my lord. 

DON PEDRO. 

<^onie hither ; you have used 
Mo ill whoifi you have cnileil your fricMid, young man : 
You IwYt* forliorne to trust me. Jl.ive you loved 
This maiden long? 

ippoiaro. 

My loidl 

DON PEDRO. 

1 wait your answer. 

IPPOMTO, 


DON PI'DRO. 


Have you loved this fair girl long? 


ippouro. 


Oh! all 


My life, ray lord. 


DON PEDRO. 

That's a long courtship truly. 


But come, hliow me the way; and as we go 
You shall tell me your love story; when wc 're there 
Y’ou 11 say a lord of ihe court has come to sec 
Tlie young Lisaiia—ayo, depnicd by 
1 he King, or whatsoe’er you will. 1 must 
Perrnrci: speak kindly, but. good youth, you shall 
Not suffer for this gii lisli fancy, I 
Will he your pleader too, 

ippoLiin. 


fdy wdtole heart thanks yon. 


My lord, my lord 


DON PEDRO. 


Now let’s go 


, SCKXF. II, 

I A hed'-chamber. 

Lisan.4, her Aluriii.n. 

I.ISANA. 

What is this lord’s name, mother, who you .say 

ll.is mine to see rnc’ It is od<i, and y'ct 

One would not hut—lint see him, for the king 

Y'oii know (that is nioo' strange) lialh sent him liillior 

To visil me. Do yon hear that, dear mother? 

To visit \our pale girl—The king— 


MornER. 


1 know it. 


MSANA. 


Is it not very gracious? 


KforUEK. 


Yes, ’i is kind. 


MSANA. 


Ave, vt'vy very kind, you do not feel 

How good the king is. What have I done—1 

Without a merit; 


MOIlll-l'.. 


Psh.iw! the king perhaps 
Hath heard of your beauty, child. 


MSAN t. 


Moriit.n. 


O moiliei 


Why not? 1 'm sure the veises lli.it the men 
Have will niav well have itMeh’d llie eouM. 


Aye; 


Away! 


LI.S/INA. 


MOTHER. 


Perhaps Ippolilo— 


LISANA. 


What, 'vhat? 


MOTHER. 


laSVNA. 


I s.iid- 


I hoard it mother—well. Olil now 1 see 

How the king learnt iny folly. 1 can never 

J.ook this his friend in tliu face. It was not kind— 

It was not liiendly of Ippolilo : wliat /ic. 

Who grew up with me like a hrniher, to 
Betray my secret: shame upon him! 

MOTHER. 

You 

Must now look cheerful, dear. We ’ll show the court 
All beauty is not there. 
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Don Psobo enters. 

L1SANA. 

He conics: hush—Ah! the kinjj. 

MOTHBB. 

IJsana!—Sir, 

My poor (jirl often faints; your lordsliip itvill 
Not heed it. Lisanal-^look up, dear; the kio^ 

Hath sent a gentleman from court. 

USANA. 

My lord, 

My gmeious lord 11 am too weak to kneel 
And thank you cas I ought. 

DON PEDRO. 

[low's (his? 

LISANA. 

Oh! Sir, 

Think you 1 do not know you? yes, and know 
Whence conu'S this ntihic favour ; you have seen 
My brother {not my brother, yet he « 

Ar kind) the voiing Ippolito. 

DON PEDRO. 

He is now 

Without. Good lady, will you trust me with 
Your daughter for a while.' 

MOTJIEB. 

Surely, my lord. 

t.ISANA. 

Ippolito is without: dear mother, go and ask 

}f ]iih low spirits haunt him still. [Mothpr exit. 

DON PEDRO. 

You must 

Re his physician, sweet tisana, or 

1 err. Likina ! 1 have licard (how true 

It is I know not) that you—nay, nay, blush not. 

USANA. 

My lord! I’m pain'd—confounded. 

DO.N PEDRO. 

Silly girl! 

LIS.VNA. 

Tliat’s true, I Vc no excuse: yet‘t was not well 
Ippolito should do this. 

DON PEDRO. 

You have r.mse 


LISANA. 

My lord! 

DON PEDRO. 

Sweet girl, 

My heart is thankful for your kindness; 1 
Must be your knight too, fair l.isana, and 
Should any vent'rous champion dare assail 
Your coloura (which 1*11 wear)—Let them be white 
Like your own maiden purity, and yet 
1 'll have a blush of the rpse too, just to show 
Your heart was warm as chaste. 

USANA. 

My gracious prince 1 


Lisana— 


DON PEDRO. 


LISANA. 

My dear lord (once let me call 
My prince by that sweet title), you have done 
An act shall make you honoured, nay beloved 
—1 feel already well. Sir, shnuld you chusc, 

As you needs must, a bride from some high house. 
To grace your throne and lend a beauty to 
Your private life, you may without fear say 
A young Sicilian giil still loves you, but 
With such a grateful, humble feeling, tliat 
'T will never Jar with hers. 

DON PEDRO. 

If I sliould marry, 

My wife slinU learn to cherish you, sw'cct girl 
(Ne'er fear it), and she shall be grateful ton 
For your unmerited love. 

LISANA. 


Oil! say not so; 

Not—not unmerited, and yet I'll not 
Say .ill 1 might (that were not delicate) 

Of what this land doth echo of its lord; 
You hear it from many mouths. 


As thine, Lisaiia. 


DON PEDRO. 

From none so sweet 


LISANA. 

Ah ! you'll Icam me soon 
To flatter : hut forgive me—I'm too free. 


To love him. As to me— 

J.ISAN\. 

J know it, sir; 

I'm very foolish. 

DON PEDRO. 

I .shall smile, Lisana! 

USANA. 

Oh' do not jeer me. 

DON PEDRO. 

Jeer you? How? 

USANA. 

1 arn 

But .1 poor girl, my lord: and yet too bold— 

I knew it at the time (that makes niy fault 
The heavier) all tiie wide and fearful sp.'icc 
That lies ’tween me and royally. You were 
A prince (long m.sy you live so)—I no more 
Than a poor peasant girl of Sicily. 

At times I wonder how my heart could lift 

Its thoughts so high, but love liccds rank so little! 

DON PEDRO. 

1 thank you for your love. 


DON PEDRO. 

Go on, go on; 1 ‘II chuck you with a kiss 
When you err widely, but it shall be a kiss 
Your brother might have given : but we must now 
Speak on a better subject. Listen to me: 

This melancholy buy. Lisana, who it seems 
Fines since his mother's death—Ue's very kind * 

LISANA. 

Oh! that he is, and yet at times he starts 
Away, and talks but strangely to me, and 
Some-somewliat bitterly of bite. 

DON PEDRO. 

That is 

One of love’s foibles, my good girl. It is 
A cunning effort of tlie mind, when it tries 
To dissipate a profound feeling by 
Words of an opposite colour: and't is done 
In hopes to make the heart beloved show 
Itself unworthy. But 1 have a task, 

Lis.ana. Listen; Ippolito loves— you. 

tISWA. 

* My lord! 


f 
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DON PBDBO. 

But while his heart was heating high 
He iieard yon loved annilier. Then what did he? 
He told his prince the story of your love 
(Your beautiful, delicate love, dear girl)» and thus 
Hid sacrifice himself. 


USAMA. 

Alas, ahis! 

DON PKDBO. 

Oh! but he merits something : were 1 you, 

I’d thank liim with my heart! 

LISANA. 

My lord—my heart ’ 
DON PEDRO. 

It is the only gift, save some that I 
Shall force on him hereafter, he ran wish. 

Mark me, Lisana, this young man may die 
Unless you love and save him. Speak! you look 
In doubt;’t will be a noble act, and I 
Sball love yc both, and serve. Spc.ik out, Lisana! 

LISANA {after a pause). 

My lord, it shall be done. 


DON PEDRO. 

And yet (I’d fain 

Not speak of this) be sure your heart will feel 
No chill when press'd 'gainst his; it should be all 
llis own, purely and wholly, save what 1 
Shall claim for friendship. 


LISANA. 

Sir, yon teach me well, 
And 1 am grateful for it. Tlic passion that 
Did sway me tow’rd your highness lives, but yet 
BcTincd so by your gracious kindness, that 
’Twill be distinct from whatIppnlito asks. 

I'll love him as my husband, sir, and you 
As my most noble friend. 


Ippolito, I say. 


DON PEDRO. 

Enough. Come in! 


Ippolito enters. 


IPPOLITO. 

My lord 1 

DON PEDRO. 


Gome forward. 

I will not say a word. Lisana now 
Must tell you all you wish. 

LISANA. 

Come hither then, 
My dear Ippolito. Be happy, if 
Hy heart can make you so. 

DON PBDRO. 

Oh, a sweet girl I 

I will be crowned upon your wedding day. 


THE WAY TO CONQUER. 


Hamlet. I hsvo b«arJ 
That ffuiltf Rreitarea tlulnff at s plS) 
tlsve, by die very canniag of ibe tcene, 

Been itruek to to ibe lonl. that preiently 
They have proclaimed tbeir malefbrilona. 

• Hamlet. 


tie QQieliliQ drat hit hrenliiii;; 

Tbeii tbnwrr'd hit Iraueliei on blm like the Oourt. 
That, opeo>linD(k*«i, ill u|«n ihet-loedt, 

And prt'i* ilii: Hbrmlily of beaien 
Bonn to Umj Up* of ihanklul non. 

ll».v Jotiktov.—AT cw/nm. 


A tiory. diatniilly rco mlilliiB ihii aVeu-li, ii told of one of the 
Biikei of Gulao. 

SCENE. 

/f Room in a Palace. 

Prince. (issARio, 

CESinio. 

Your highness sent for me? 

PRINCE. 

1 did. Sit down. 

My dear Ocsirio. You look ill. 

CERARIO. 

No, sir. 

PRINCE. 

You h.avc been feasting lately : comc~l know it, 

You were ut Count Vitelli's, banqiietling. 

And he keeps such late hours. Have a care; 

Your hunllh may suffer for it. 

CESARIO. 

You wish'd to speak 

In haste with me, my lord? 

PRINCE. 

Not so. 

CfSARlU. 

Then I 

May visit yon to morrow? 

PBINCR. 

Let it he 

To-<lay, now you arc here. Cesario, 

1 wish’d to ask you of a youth who lives with 
Tlic good old jtulge Golonna. Has he not 
A foreign youth about him? 

CESARIO. 

Yes; his name 

Is Pedro—no, Diego, born at Madrid . 
lie is well versed in languages, and comes 
f)f a right noble family : of iIjc house 
Of—of Medina, as I think. 

PRINCE. 

Indeed I 

You know him well then ? 

CESARIO. 

No, sir : I take shame 

On inc the while I say it. 

PRINCE. 

Should you think 

This young man honest? 

CESARIO. 

Honest! aye, or else 

He much deceives me. 

PRINCE. 

Then he'dnot betray 
Your uncle, as I hear he has done 7 

GBSARIO. 

Sir!—He— 

He could not be so base : my uncle was 
His first and excellent friend. 

PRINCE. 

I thought the world 
3 
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Waft not 80 bad : now listen, Cesario, 

And yiiu shall hear a curious history. 

Keep Diego in your mind the while, and think 
That he's the hero of it. Last night a man 
Came mask’d unto a rich lord’s house, (here in 
Palermo)—Do you hear how Etna inuUers? 

I fear there *11 be irruptions shortly. 

GRSABIO. 

Yes, 

It sends a terrible sound tudeed, my lord. 

PRINCE. 

This man petition’d for his life, lie said 
That he had sworn to act a horrid deed, 

And came to make disclosure. The great lord 
(His was the life in danger) promised full 
Forgiveness—but you do not listen. 

CESARIO. 

Oh! 

Pardon me, sir, most carefully. 

PRINCE. 

He said 

A youth on whom the lord had lavish'd wealth, 

And kindness and good precept, liad forgot 
IJis better tutoring, and lent deaf ears 
To those divincst whispers which the soul 
Breathes to prevent our erring. lie resolved 
To kill his benefactor : that was bad. 

CESARIO. 

Oh! he deserved- 


P&INCE. 

We’ll talk of that hereafter. 

Well^ this bad man, whose mind was spotted with 
The foulest sin i’ the world, ingratitude, 

Had sworn to murder this his ft lend. 

CESARIO. 

My lord I 

PRINCE. 

1 sec it shocks you: yes, for the sake of gold 
He would have slain his old and faithful friend; 
Have spurn’d the few grey locks that time had left, 
And stopp’d the current of his reverend blood. 
Which could not flow oiucli longer. 

CESARIO. 


Are you sure? 


PRINCE. 

The plan was this: they were to bind him, for 
To slay him here were dangerous, and transport 
HU wretched limbs to some most lonely place. 

CESARIO. 

Where—where was this? 

PRINCE. 

I *11 tell you, for 1 once 

Was housed there through a storm. A castle stands 
(Almost a ruin now) on the sea-coast, 

Where it looks towVd Calabria; as't is said, 

A murder once was done there, and e’er since 
It has been desolate; ’t is bleak, and stands 
High on a rock, whose base was cavern’d out 
By the wild seas ages ago. The winds 
Moan and make music through its halls, and there 
The mountain-loving eagle builds his home. 

But all ’a a waste: for milcft and miles around 
There's not a cot. 

CESARIO. 

Is’t near the—eastward foot 


jOf Etna? 


PRINCE. 

Yes: oh! then you know the spot. 

Xow, dear Cesario, coiildst thou think a man, 

Setting aside all ties, could do a deed 

Of blackness there? Why, *1 is within the reach 

Of Ktnn, and some thirty years ago 

(The I.ist eruption), when the lava rivers 

Took their course toward that point, this dwelling was 

In ilanger. 1 myself stood near the place, 

Anil saw the bright fires stream along, when they 
Crumbled the chesnut forests and dark pines, 

Anil hraiiching oaks, to dust. Tlic thundci spoke. 
The rebel waves stood up and bislied the rocks, 

And pour’d their stormy cries ihroiigh every cave. 
Each element w.ts in motion then: the earth 
Stagger'd and spouted fire; the winds—the seas— 

And tlie fierce mins were hcartl: and licre and there 
The lightnings flew along their jagged paths, 

Like messengers of evil. 

CFSARIO. 

Oh! no more. 

PRINCE. 

Fancy, Cesario, in this desolate house, 

How, with a solitary lamp, perhaps, 

AIkivc you, how this aged wretch would look. 

All his white hair hlood-drcnch’d, and his eye with 
The horrid stare of dead mortality, 

And death’s own marble smile that changes not: 

Mis lianging head, and useless neck—ins old 
Affectionate heart that beat so fondly, now 
Like a sUlletl instrument. I could jjot kill 
A dog that loved me: could you 7 

CESARIO. 

No, sir—no. 

PRINCE. 

Why, you seem frightened. 

CESARIO. 

’T is a fearful picture. 

PRINCE. 

Yet might it have been true. 

CLSARIO. 

Wo 'll hope not. 

PRINCE. 


Hope!—— 

That hope is past. How will the Spaniard look, 
Think you, Cesario, when the question comes 
Home to Ins heart? In truth he could not look 
Blore pale than you do now. Cesario I 
The eye of God has been upon him. 

CESARIO. 

Yes; 


I hope— 

Beware. 


PRINCE. 


CESARIO. 
My lord! 
PRINCE. 


Beware, how yon 

Curse him, for he is loaded heavily. 

Sin and fierce wishes plague him, and the world 
Will stamp its malediction on his head, 

And God and man disown him. 

CESARIO. 

Oh! no more. 

No more, my dearest lord; behold me here, 

Here at your feet—a wretch indeed, but now 
Won quite from crime. Spare me. 


DRAMATIC SCENES. 


PBINCR. 

Aisc. 1 forgive 

Your wicketluesa to me: but men like you 
(Base, common, bribed slabbers) must not roam 
About the world so freely. 

CSSAHIO. 

Oil! that now 

You could but see my heart! 

PaiNGS. 

I would not see 

Your hosom's black inhabitant. No more: 

But listen to me again—nay, speak not, sir. 

This is a different talc. Gesario! 

When first you came to Sicily, you were 
A Htlle child: your noble father, worn 
By toil and long misfortune, scarce had lime 
To beg protection for you ere he died. 

Since then, if in your memory 1 have fail'd 
In kindness tow’rd you, or good counselling, 

Keproacli me. 

CB9AR10. 

You have been most kind—too kind. 
PII1NCE. 

Once, in a painful illness, when none else 

Would tread your infectious chainber (think on tliat), 

1, though your prince^ 

CBSABIO. 

In pity! 

PBlNCB. 

Hear me speak. 

I gave that healing medicine to your lips, 

Which wanting you had died. 1 tended you. 

And was your nurse tliroiigli many a sultry niglit, 

For you were quite ahundoti’d. T was not well, 

1 own, to risk my safety, for I was 
A crowned prince: yet, oh! 't is not for you 
To bhimc. Well! you recover'd, and could use 
Your sword again: you tried it ‘gainst my blood 
(My nephew then), and I forgave iU 


CBSARIO. 


That 


Was in the heat of quarrel. 

PAINCK. 

I have said 

That 1 foi^ave it. Thun a most mean wish 

(You wish’d my wealtli) possess’d you. I could never, 

I own it, have guess’d at that. 


CESAHIO. 


Oh I't was not so. 

PBINCB. 

Well, then, it was not: but Aurelia’s cliarms, 

(That cunning Phryne) have had power upon yoUi 
Beyond your gratitude. Oh! shame. 

CKSAAIO. 

My lord! 

My father! oh! once more believe me. I 
l)o not deserve you should: but if you can 
Once agaiu credit me, may licll's fierce torments— 
But oh! I will not, will not pain your love: 

Nay more, 1 will deserve it.——>1 can die 
Now, for my mind has grown within this hour 
To^firmness: yet, I now could wish to live, 

To show you what 1 am. 

PRtNCB. 

Cesario! 

The world wULblame me, but I ’ll try you still. 


You cannot have the heart (for you have one) 

Again to hurt me. Once, imperial Crsar 
Upon the young deluded Cinna laid 
His absolute pardon:'t was a weight that he 
Could ne’er shake off. Cesario, thus from 
My soul I do forgive you. 

CESAAIO. 

Thanks. 

PMNCB. 

What, ho! 

Cesario, faint not. Why, thou 'rt sillier now 
Than when Aumlia kiss’d your lip, and won 
Your soul to sin. Come: nay, there's no one knows 
Our quarrel, hot us bury it in our breasts, 

And talk as we were wont. 

CESARIO. 

A little time, 

My lord, and I may thank you. Now, if 1 
Might dare to ask it, 1 would fain retire— 

And dvvell on all your goodness. 

PRINCE. 

Farewell, then. 

CESARIO. 

My noble prince, rest soundly: you have gained 
Osario’s soul twice over. If a knave 
Should say 1 wrong you now, believe him not. 

If I myself should swear 1 was your foe, 

Discredit me. Oh 1 once more on my knees, 

I thank you ; dearest father! look upon 
Your prodigal son. Thanks—from my heart. 

PSINCE. 

Farewell, 

Farewell, Cesario. Nay, compose yourself. 

Now go. Farewell, farewell. 


WERNER. 


Noliumna esrmnit be s»toDi»b«d with the story of ny eodow- 
mvnuaiid privilvQHi. 

For IB'* Ihn lew* of Nntiiro arc lusimoded, tho eternal wlieeU of 
the uni^erio mil liacknard : 1 am dentliiod to be triumphant oror 
fate end time. 

1 ahull lake my diatunt poiteriiy by the hand ; I ihall arcompany 
them In ibeir rurei'r. and hIic-h ihcy iiru worn out and eabiuafud, 
1 ahall abut up the tomb nY**r ibrm, ninl «‘l lornanl. 

I’ual linifi bad aitatbedino deeply. IrroToraldy, t<i all ibo mem- 
bora of my family. But I fell ibat I ihouid aurrlve them all. They 
would dio one by one, and leave me alone. 

GUIIWIN.- TntMU pf St Awn. 


SCENE I. 

A Room. 

Wbrnbr. Ellbna. 

ELLRNA. 

Indeed, 1 've heard— 

WE&NBl. 

Aye, thou hast heard that 1 
Have held communion with unearthly tilings, 
And brought ihem to my bidding. If't is so, 
Aud may it not I perhaps tltou— 

ILLBNA. 

I have heard 

That men (but *t is a foolish fable) may, 

By midnight study, and sharp abstineacc. 
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And sclf-giv'n torture, and unholy prayer, 

And base desertion of the God they serve, 

And yielding up themselves a penalty, 

Acquire a power to do a world of wrong. 

But this is fable. 

WEENBB. 

Be not too sure: for once 
I knew a mau (*1 was in a distant country,) 

AVho, fame did say, could draw the planets down 
By his dark art: and 1 Imve heard that he 
At times held converse with the winds (speaking 
In some strange melody), and had the power 
To bid them waft him from remoter shores 
Their richest produce. Spirits he had, who brought 
Vast pearls, such as the expert divers find 
Hard by Ceylon; and gems above all price. 

BLLENA. 

Indeed' 


WERNRS. 

Aye: there were rubies, blood-rod, like suns 
Setting tliroiigh mist; blue amethysts, too gay. 

Or else like weeping maiden’s eyes, or violets 
Wet in the spring: emeralds, green as grass 
By splashing fountains: di.imonds, like stars 
On winter nights; and gold in .sliowcrs: all from 
The Ormus’ mines: .and from those Summer Isles 
That lift their green heads up i* the Indian Seas, 
Bare fruils and perfumes: such as we, who dwell 
In orauge-howers, ne’er heard of. 

RLT.BNA. 

But you disbelieved the story? 

WEIINBR. 

1 knew it to be true. 

ELLENA. 

Oh! but you jest. 


WERNER. 

’T is true as that I stand. 

And breathe, and live. 1—1 am one of those 
Whom mighty Spirits from the mid-air,—beings 
Who have no home, save—all the universe; 

Who wander on from sphere to sphere, and share 
Tlieir subtle projierties with man; who bathe 
In Hood and lire, and revel in the storm, 

And Hing the shivering lightning round in sport, 
Themselves incorporate with the element: 

Aye, I am one to whom these beings bend 
In fear, and own obedience, and this hand, 

That seems but clay to thy disordered eye, 

Is spirit-fasbioued; 

And may, if but I will, bind in (lie winds: 

This tongue, that ultereth but a common sound. 
Can bid the mountain-wave go back, and hush 
The sea, like a rash child, to quiet. 

ELLKNA. 


Oh! 

If you have done this^biit it cannot be. 

What! turned a slave? Oh! you could not debase 
Your proud spirit so: say, say you have not. 

WERNER. 


I’ve told thee true. 


Sweet, 


BLLENA. 

Agaiu: my senses cheat me. 
Say it again, again: 1 '11 not believe it. 

WERNER. 


T is true, my Kllena: you shall see, and own 


How powerful my spell is, I will call 
The radiant Lucifer hither, and you shall see 
The beautiful Prince of Morning float before you, 
In shape like the feathered Hermes, (crowned with 
His diadem of stars:) and you shall talk 
Familiar with that sceptred spirit, .and meet 
ilis sweet and mctanclioly smile: and you 
Shall hear his voice like the low winds in Autumn, 
And foci his breathing presence, soothing as 
The soft air of the valleys——Ah ! you Ve pale! 

My Ellcna! 


ELLBNA. 

Oh 1 if you have done this, 

(But God forbid,) there is no hope left for you. 

Ob ! father, father, is it not written that 
Whoe’er shall worship these dark powers, shall bear 
Upon his brow, and fix upon his race, 

A curse eternally:—your hand—I’m faint— 

WERNER. 

My Kllena! Kllena, awake! Perhaps 
I may abjure—Look there! So,—now't is gone. 

He frown'd and beckon’d with his shadowy arm. 

1—I must go: too late now. Dry your eyes: 

The dciid are come amongst us—or the damned. 
What, do you glare? 1$ 't not enough that all 
Do fear and fly me: must you too, alas! 

Shrink as an adder stung you? Oh! do look 
But kindly on me ere I go: perhaps 
We shall not meet again; and't is not thus 
(Albeit I'm lost) the father and his child 
Should part. 

BLLENA. 

You do not love me. 

WERNER. 

Kllena!— 

But 1 must go: farewell. 


ELLENA. 

No, no; not yet. 

I will cling to you. Now you arc in my arms, 

And nought that ’sevil e’er shall reach you. Thus 
(It is most Hi) within your child's embrace, 

Your own poor Kllena that you loved so once— 
Nay, go not; father, father! stay and hear me. 

In Heaven's name— 


WERNER. 

Oh! be silent. Look!—Again 
The figure has burst his dim invisible bunds, 

And stands like life before me. He commands, 

And I must bow. Away— [Aurkes out 


SCENE II. 

Thia Ii aniipoaet] to occur after a conildorablo lopie of lime. 

Werner, alone. 

This is a dreary world. The Sun has made 
A cloudy set, and as he died, his eye 
Look’d red and troubled, and did tell of storms 
To-morrow. A dark world—Still do I tread 
The ground as I was wont, and yet, I feel 
A wild and buoyant spirit here that seems 
To mingle with the circling element, 

And lift me upwarrls, whispering me I am 
In something different from man. 1 am : 

For I have run beyond my course, and left 
The world behind, and now I stand abo\ e 
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The reach of mortal accident. I wish'd 

To be immortal, for iny soul wa8{>roud 

And graspinj;; want and woe hung on my heart. 

And 1 was bruised by foul authority; 

And that 1 saw beyond iny fellows, and 

Could read the scercts of the skies, and look 

Into the profound which spreads beyond the tomb 

Its dim illimitable regions, I 

Was spurned and hated; but no more. I am 

Immortal now; hundreds of untold years 

That now lie sleeping in the gulf of time. 

Shall rise and roll before me ere I die. 

My glance can reach the heart, and my hand rain 
Gold-showers, and invisible spirits sund 
Always around me: I can walk tlie waves, 

And ride the winged winds, and bid them ily 
On my dark errands, and I have the power 
To call the dciid up from their stony rooms 
To do me stTvice.—1 have a haunt beside 
The bright home of the sun, aye, and can blind 
The red Orion when be eyes tlic seas, 

And strives to scatter from bis cloudy arms 
Tempest and storm : and so I am—a wretch. 

—Oh ! I have outlived all—all. Kllena! 

She *$ gone, poor wench : so fair and young, 't was pity. 
And niy old friends (1 had a few)—they've shook 
Their years away, and gone to rest in quiet. 

And now I have no sympathies with man. 

1 *m link'd to nothing in this breathing world. 

I am not human ; no, a subtler essence 

Fills inc; nor spirit—no, the clay weighs me down, 

And tells a licavy truth.-l*oor Ellenal 

My only child ! IIow beautiful tbou wast! 

Once, in my earlier days, the lute o’ thy clieek 
Was like tbc fruit-tree blossom, and thine eye 
Shone matchless in its watery brightnc.ss. Oh! 

How like thy mother in her prime wast thou, 

Sweet mockery of the dead Yiltoria! 

—She’s gone, and left me; and the place she fill’d 
In iny heart is empty—empty. She has done 
Her travel: but my task is still to roam 
On tbrougU tlie world, and find no grave to stop at. 
The things I love pass by me, aii<l ihu tide 
lias no returning. Like phantasms, or dreams, 

Or gay romances that in youth wc rend, 

The show dissolves, and dies. Look! who is there ? 

How like a young divinity he stands, 

Dazzling the sight. Thus look'd Apollo in 
His youth, and thus (yet never half so fair) 

The delicate Ganymede, or that sleeping hoy 
Whom Dian kiss’d o* nights. He's vanish’d. 

There’s nothing good here: all is false and vile. 

'T is a base world.—A little breathing lime, 

And then I 'll hie me to the mountains, and 
Uiot alone. With men no more I 'll hold 
Communion, but the wolf and ravenous kite 
Shall find a benefactor. 1 Ml he great: 

And on some crag 1 Ml build, and hollow it out, 

A pyramid of ice, high as the top 
Of snowy Tencriff; and there 1 Ml sic, 

A^iant in that lofty wilderness, 

Alone: and nothing but the rude north wind 
Shall visit mu. He, with his blustering chi.'cks, 

Sluill whistle through my cave, and sing at times 
Low dirges tomic, mournfully, as though 


I had deceased: and he shall scatter round 
In sport the virgiu snow, and cover me, 

So I shall slecqi in purity.—Or 1 

Will lie beneath the shade of columns or tombs 

Forgotten, where the ashes of those men 

Who Idl’d the world with f.une, sleep now inunicd, 

Or on Athenian ground, or storied Troy; 

Or marble Thebes, upon whosi' sands long since 
Tbe amorous Meinnon in the morning light 
Sang to the young Aurora—for .unoiigst 
Those liatiiits the spirits of the elder lime 
Wander invisibly ; and we will t.dk 
Dcneath the quiet of the midnight sky, 

Of things and days departed; till the sound 
Shall fall like melancholy music on 
My soul.—Or, hnplier, far and far away, 
beside some silent lake, encompass’d’round 
By mighty hills, I ’ll lay me down at last. 

An idler on that solitary shore. 

And upon every cloud and passing thing, 

And every wind that stirs, or feather'd bird 
Tliat dips its plumage in the waters, I 
Will thioiigh the lazy iioun-tidc moralize; 

And so 1 'll luaiii tranquillity.-No, no. 

I must have motion, that 1 may—foi^jel. 

Aye, 1 ’ll scour as teuipcsls do, the middle air 

(But never free't fnim blight), and inoiuit and mount, 

And feast upon the wonders uf the stars, 

And that may entirely turn uiy hrain. The moon 
Shall he my chariot, and from vaporous elouds, 

I ’ll fashion (giving them life, fire, and motion), 

Horses, whose niaiK's shall shake tlie light away. 

As did the fabled steeds of Phaeton. 

! 'T is a brave world. I Ml dwell alone—alone. 

And none sliall touch me; none shall look on me, 

Or if lie dotli, be blasted. Aye, I ’ll dwell 
Aloft; no equal: and no—ah, no friend. 

That’s hard; then not alone—not quite alone. 

\jCt there be something, though a dog, which I 
May waste a little kindness on. Let tlicre he 
A something on this visible globe that may 
Have leave to love me; something J may love: 

And dogs they say are faithful. Oh! 1 ’ll give 
Intelligence unto him, and lie shall he 
My Argus, an<l niy bold confederate, 

And wc will wander through the world together, 

Good friends and honest, and—but he will die, 

And leave me, and so on; and I shall sec 
Friends, generations pass away—away. 

Like pupiwis—slia(le.Y, they 'll tread the common road 
To death, and find a home. No home for mu : 

The very grave rejects me. I muzt live 
Hundreds of years—long years. Oh! I shall pass 
(I feel it) my time in solitude; set apart 
From all, a man forbidden. 


THE RETURN OF MARK ANTONY. 


Fyr, wraDCliou quoeo! 

Whom every tliloi; beceine*, to chide, io leuRh, 
To weep ; vvbou e>ery peuiuB fully itrivei 
Tonelie litelf, In thee, fetrend adiuired. 

AntuHjr and dttipMrtt. 
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Amr. Would I bid ne?er leon her! 

£m. O, tir. yon bad then left nnaoen a wondorfol piece of work, 
which nut to have been bleu«Ml wltbal, would have dlacrcNliied 
your traT«l. 

TAe lame. 


SCENE. 

A Room in the Palace 0 /Cleopatra. 
CbBOPATRA, GUARMUN, IraS. 

I CLBOPATRA. 

No tijings yet ? 

CttAHMUN. 

Nonc» madam. 

CLEOPAIHA. 

None!—“Shame otj ihce, juaiona t|uutfn! 

It»Itccaiiac I dared to iinitaru 

Thy carrtjijc, that thou aliahust ma thiia? For I 

ll.ave l>ctin ua trirliy and us proud as iliou; 

As jealous and imperative; and liavu liad 
The Jove of all this world for nunc (he whom 
Dear Caisar loved), the b're.u Mark Antony. 

IRAS. 

Alas! 

C1.KOPAIRA. 

Oh' Juno! pity my sad statu, 

And never more on Venus’ altar will 
I liiing an offering. Isis! thou shalt he 
Never remembered. 

ClIARIIIAM. 

Hark I I hear a shout. 
CLBOPATRA. 

Eicellent wench! Hie thee, good Charmian, 

And know the cause. 

CnABMlAN. 

No: 't was hut fancy. 

CLEOPATRA. 

Vool! 

Thus to deceive me. O ye do ronspiru 
To tear my heart. Aw.tyl I ’ll be alone; 

And all iny love shall now Itc solitude; 

And I will g.ize upon the horned in<wii 
By night, and p.iy iny vow.s to rhastity 
And every petty star that comes .ind {^oes 
1 '11 think a sphered Antony, and so bow to ‘l. 
liiu he is gone, dead, Je.id, alas! and I 
Feel now .1 tigliiness 'round my bursting Iieart 
That ne’er was there before. 


CLBOPATRA. 

Why then he lives. 

My tender Iras! Here, a chain of pearls, 

Worth half Numidia: take, and wear ’em, wench: 
They were a queen's: aye, and her lover's gift. 

Now go, and bring me Antony. 

IBAS. 

He comes. 

CLEOPATRA. 

Comes he indeed ? We will not see him—yet. [5tfs. 


Antony enters. 

ANTONY. 

My dearest love! 

CLBOPATRA. 

W’Jio’s there?—the Homan soldier! Sir, your wife, 
The fair Oclavia, is not here. Nay, you, 

Perhaps, are but a cozener; for wc heard 
TI 1 . 1 l you had died; aye, 't was in Sicily. 

There where of late you married. 

ANTONY. 

Cleopatra! 

CLBOPATRA. 

My lord, your look’s familiar: leave it quick: 

Wc are grunt Isis. Know you that, my—lord; 

And kings have bent lowly before oiir feet. 

As to a shrined goddess. Kings, sir! then 
Why not a Roman triumvir? 

ANTONY. 

Peace, my heart I 
CLEOPATRA. 

I am grown old; had Ca?sar lived- 

ALTONV. 

Away! 


You '11 tempt me. 


Nay, nay. 


CLEOPATRA. 

Likely; that Octavia did. 

ANTONY. 


CLEOPATRA. 

Sir, is the charm worn, that you come 
For help to Egypt? Ah, poor Egypt! She 
Must smili> liowe'cr the woild tuns. Ha!—But, sir, 
We have no leisure now; to-morrow, if 
You seek, on state affairs, an audience- 

ANTONY. 

How! 


IRAS. 

Take comfort, madam. 

CLBOPATRA. 

Hark—No—— 

IRAS 

My gracious queen! 

Cl SUPATBA (not heetlintj them). 

Now will 1 hare 

My bosom, and the soft and siiiniiier vvinds 
Shall play upon’t, and wliUper pielty Ulcs: 

How, once, there was a king (.1 Uom.in king) 

Who loved a dark Eg^plun; and how he 
Dkl Ic.are his country, and his si.vte—his wife 
(That was not well), for her. What w.w lier name? 
Cleopatra. But he died 

iRAS. 

« Again? 

I beard a noise: Again“-aml, hark! they shout 
Long life to Antony. 


(’m all ama/c. 

Cjbsarion enters. 

CLEOPATRA. 

Qesarion! My dear child! 

Come hither, boy, and fear not. How!—look up; 
'T is but a Homan soldier, sirrali, and you 
Are SOD to Cleopatra. 

ANTONY. 

To whom beside! 

You'd better tell him all. 

CLEOPATRA. 

I will: and yet 

I will not. No, it is enough he is 
The queen of Egypt’s son, sir. If he lives 
lie ’ll know in time (I ’ll whisper it) that he 
Sprung from a hero; but his fiery blood 
Will tell the secret to his heart, though I 
Should fail to do't. «• 
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ANTOMY. 

B^onc' 

CLEOPATRA. 

Ca>sarion, Stay! 

j My lord, you are too free. Oh! frown not; You 
j Stand in the palace of the Plolciiiles, 

; And I am mistress there. Those manners do 
I Not suit me; are—are tlicy fiom Italy? 
j ANTONY. 

I By all the (jods! 


CLEOPATRA. 


Now (JO, Ga'sarion [C 

Dear boy; how like his faihei'—Ah!—you will 
Not strike me, valiant sir? 


[Gas. exit. 


ANTONY. 


Oh! (hat you woic 

A man—a soldier—fifty—with the souls 
Of a hundred swart Ej'ypti.ius. By my sword I 


CLEOPATUt. 


You’d sheath it. 


ANTONY. 

Aw.iy, away'—Have I for tliec, 
Foqrot OcLtvia ? left my plaoo at homo, 

Heedless of s.)rcty, (d renown (ah! sii.inio), 

For thee, thou fickle .tnd insidioiis queen? 

Havel not left iny seat of thunder, whore 

Tliout;h but a Roman triumvir, kiiq;s h.ivc not dared 

Come, hut at hiimhio disUncc‘’->-Gleopntia I 

It is buransc I have alirindnned all 

For thee, that thou dlsdain'st mc^ Peijiirod qiicort! 

'What woiildst thou? Does not h.df the morr.tl world 

Kneel in thy eh.tins? .ind still thou art iosatute: 

By Mars ! 1 am bctrayefl. 

cLEopirnA. 

Ohino, no, no, 

Oh! Antony, Antony! Gome, and on niy heart 
Prcs.H thou thy p.dm, and feel if the bealiiij'S there 
Tell of thy soul’s sedition. Antony I 
And hast thou left Octavia, and—for me? 

Oh ! my own warrior, now fon;ive, forgive, 

That 1 did play the churl, aiul seem to doubt 
Thy constant mind: my husband I Antony' 

ANTONY. 

Ah ’ wayward queen! 

CLEOPATRA. 

No more. 


ANTONY. 


CLEOPATRA. 


And jealous ? 


Pity me, for I Ihouglit—— 

ANTONY. 


Nay, 


Fool! 1 am come 


At lost. 


CLEOPATRA. 


Thanks to the skiey deities. 

Away, good Iris: we will feast to-night, 

As though the globe were conquer’d: let there be 
Fires, and high votive altars raised throughout 
The city: and let Juno's temple Mate 
As though her husband’s lightnings were impress’d 
To.do us service. Wc ’ll do it royally: 

Shall we not, mighty Anmny? [Laughing. 

ANTONY. 

Nobly, sweet. 

Now thou *rt my queen again: and dost become 


Joy—Oil! 118 Dian honours chastity: 

Or as Joves bird, among the mountain storms. 
Becomes his throned hill; or bloody Mats 
The rage of battle; or—H.i! who comes here? 

I Domitivs entert. 

cLLovArnA. 

Welcome to F.gy|)t, sir. Dumuius has 
Forgot his F.gy|ili.in colour; look, my lord. 

Take heed, sir, ihcreis oucl know who lo\cs 
To sec the sun upon you. 

DuMtrius. 

Thanks, gic.it queen. 
CLEOPATnA. 

[ hate the Italian paleness: are your ladies 
As pale as you are now? Tell me, sir; nay— 
fily lord here likes the sickly white. 


(NTONY 


No, no. 


CLEOPATRA. 

Now, docs lie not, Domitiiis ' 

ANTONY. 

Mtn<i her not. 
CLEOPATRA. 

Then* was .i fair girl tli.it I ’vo heard he loved 
At Rome, once—(iytheiis: (^ytlieris, that was she. 
Duniitiiis, was she lovely? 

ANIONY. 

Oh! a bi'.iuty. 

1)0 .Minus. 

She was a rare w’enrh ! a sweet woman. Jo\o! 

Wh.ll n foot she liad ' and her round arm seem’d as 

’T was shaped from ivory By Venus, slid 

Had not lier m.ilch in Rome. Her soft blue eyes— 

CLKOPATRA. 

My lord is fond of blaek: are yon not, love? 

Speak out, my lord: there’s no one to offend. 

Oh I Isis, lie forgets: he knows not which. 

Doniiliiis, (ell him of this creature! thU— 

With her dull blue eyes, and pretty milk-white face, 
On which hedoated so. 

noMiTius. 

Nay, she u>« fair. 
CLEOPATRA. 

You Siiid so, sir, before—I th.iiik you. But 
You vrere a yoiiili (lien, were you not, my lord? 

Had never been in Fgypt, where the skies 
Shnw’r down a summer colour on our checks. 

And fill the eyes with light. Now, can you boast 
Of Roman hearts like ours? 

DOMITIUS. 

No, madnm, no. 

They make us run to catch 'em. Here, the women 
Are kinder: much. 

CLEOPATRA. 

I knew it. 

DOMITIUS. 

Aye; they'll givf 

More than we want at times. 

ANTONT. 

No more, no more. 
He has left a love in Italy, my queen, 

And rails at sun-burnt Egypt: pity him. 

Had he been warm’d by Cleopatra's smile, 

And won her love imperial; had he worn 
The last flower of the Ptolemies on hit breast. 
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And fed upon itx fragrance, till hia aoul 
Grew almost sick with sweets—as I have, dear, 
lie M tell a different sory: but 1 now 
Must give directions ’bout the ambassadors. 

I 'll follow you, Domitius. [Dokitius exit. 


CLSOPATHA. 

Be not long 

Absent, my lord. You will not ? 1 will be 
Here an hour hence. 

AHTONY. 

To-night wo — 

CLAOPATRA. 

Oh' we ’ll have 

A night of wonder. Not a !«lavc shall droop 
In T^pt: wn 'll spicad li.ippinrss 'round, and be 
As fertile in our hounlies as ilie Nile. 

Your gloomy Saturn shall foigcl to frown 
For one brave ni|;h(, and light his lamp afresh ; 

And Ikiri'hiiH sh.ill be crown'd, and all the gods 
Of Borne sh.'il) mix with I.)hian deities. 

The sooty /Kthiop, in liis cliaios no more, 

Shull eriish the jiurpli: grape, and l.iugh and diink 
A health to Cleopatra : f.ove and long health to 
The mighty Antony: United licaltlis 
To Egypt’s queen and lloiiictn Antony. 


ANTONY. 


It shall be as yon please. 


THE BROKEN HEART. 


Ptmol. Tboo liBBt tpoVe tbe riRbt; 
niit bcArt in froetod and corroborate. 

Ueitrg Y. 

ThU iketch i< rounded upon a talc of Boccncelo. Tbe atorj Is tldi— 
Jeronymo wot scnl from Iioty lo Paris iu order U> complete bla 
studies. He was deiaiutHl there two years, bU moiber boinq 
ftforfiil tesi bo Klionlii marry a poor and brautifiil i;irl (SyWoslra), 
%vt(h wtmm lio hod hocn hrou{;bt up from hU Infoucy. Duriaif 
his iibsenre bis mother (*outri>«d to hare SylTcsim married. He 
roturnul. and, oHer won(lerin{;uIinnt facr dwellin{;, succeeded In 
aetiinj; into her cbomlior, cotiTorsed wilb her (her husband belns 
asleep), and, at lost, died oa the bed before ber. 

SCENE I. 

y4 Room. 

Jbbonymo, his Mother. 

MOTHER. 

Pi^ythcc, take comfort, child; why, how you look— 

Speak, dear Jeronymo! 

JBBOffYMO. 

Vou have done this ? 


CLEOPATRA. 

And as you please. 

ANTONY. 

'T will be the same. Fair Venus' 

CLEOPATRA. 

Oh! forgot; 

Haste, Chnrmian, haste, and hid my women go 
And strip the gardens of the hanging rose 
(The red rose, gcntlu Charniiaii, for it is 
The emblem of warm love); and rear every where 
In lonely spiits, and sweet seqiicster'<l .iibours, 

By streaming brooks, and lonely hilling fountains, 
Altars to Cythcrca. And hum there 
Limps of perfumed nil (l)ut few, for love 
Is holy, and abhors (he glaring light): 

And we will kneel, and thank the queen of beauty 
That Antony is safe. 

ANTONY. 

There is no time 

For this, sweet! 

CLEOPATRA. 

Oh ! yes, yes. And I will kneel 
Alone, and 'ncath the soft and silvery light 
Of Hesperus, tell lo every whistling hough 
What music, 's in the name of Antony; 

Until each quivering leaf shall stay its noise 
To catch the wonl harmonious. Oil! and tlicn, 

When I my vows have p.iia, 1 will be crowned; 

Not os the Nilus’ queen, but on my brow 
(Sweet Cythcrca, how 1 love thee!) I 
Will have a crown of Love's own flow’rs, so sweet 
That Zephyr shall mistake his nymph, and woo 

Me with his faint and witcliing numbers; and_]_ 

And /—will then disdain the fluttering god, 

And cast me in the arms of Antony. [Embraces him. 


MOTHER. 


'T was for your good. 


JBRONYMO. 

Oh I mother, mother; you 
Have broke the fondest heart in Italy. 

My good—what's that? Is’t gomj that I shall die? 
Is ’( good that I shall pine, and waste aw.ay, 

And shrink within my natural compass, and 
In melancholy idlessc haunt the nest 
Where my white dove lies guarded- 


MOTHER. 


JERONYMO. 


Patience—nay— 


Until 1 die, good mother? I shall die 
(Mark me, and think my words a prophecy) 

Before yon, day by day.-My head feels light; 

But then my heart's gone, so it matters not. 
Sylvestr. 1 , sweet Sylvestra I 

MOTHER. 

Name her not. 

Oh 1 shi' 's tbe cause of all our sorrow—all. 

You must not think of her now. 


JERONYMO. 


No! not now ? 


MOTHER. 

No; for she's married. 

JBRONYMO. 

11 a, ha, ha! good mother. 
Shame! at your time to jest. 

MOTHER. 

I told you this 

Before; she's married—marrtei/. 


JERONYMO. 


Am 1 not—broken-hearted? 


Psliaw! I know it: 


MOTHER. 


Jeronymo 


Oh! sweet heavens. 


WeU. 


JERONYMO. 


DRAMATIC SCENES. 


HOTQER. 

Why (Id ycu talk thus? 

So stranpely, dear, to me? Aly ovttx boy—think 
On me, sweet. 

ISnOKTMO. 

Surely ; for you ihoupht of me, 

Kten in nliseneo: theivforu 1 *11 he prateful, 

And do you a pond tuiii, innlhcr, pray, believe’t: 

T 'll make you heir of all my father's lands, 
ChallcU, and pold, and ilo.itiiip arposios, 

With not a widow or a child to share 'em with you. 
ih‘ie's platitude. I'llswiMr'i. Dy noisy do>e, 
nod Mars, and boarded Saturn- 


MOinEB. 


jkhonymo. 


Pr’ylhec reaso. 


Oh ! you 're prown modest since my father died, 

And will not court the pods. By Venus then 
(Yon 'll like her, fur she—cheated all the world), 

Or .liiiio, radiant Juno: she took note 
< H' preat Jove’s pranks, when absent, and, you know, 
Stranplc'd tin* innocent passion love, at times, 

And inaired poor damsels’ bappinuss—ns you did 
By- 

MOniER. 

Do not i.ilk thus. Oh! if not for me, 

For your dear father’s Snikc, Jerony mo, 

Sp.ire me. 

JEBONVMO. 

Aly fatlicr? out, alas' lie's dead 
MOTRER. 

lie temper’d the warm frehnpv of his lic.irt 
(Wlilrli cisi* piTh.ips had led to strife or iinu) 

By draiiplils of that divine philosophy- 

JEnONYMO. 

Ay<‘, (h.it’s llic drink 1 loie. At P.iris, mad.ini, 
'J'heiu wc had Basks of it; cork'd as tiph( as thoiipli 
It were a conjuror's secret, and I drank, 

And drank .ind drank the liveloii{; day and niphl, 
And chew’d the bitter laurel for my food. 

Whose roots arc water’d, as the poets tell, 

By the iinmort.il wells of C.istaly. 

I wish'd for ainhrosia, but the pods arc prowti 
Kcononiisls, and ho.ird It for the pood 
And preat in after limes. 

MOTltEII. 


\\ hv that looks well. 


Alas! al.is! 

JEnONYMO. 

MOTHER. 

What? 


JERONYMO. 

Oh ! to sec yon weep, 
Altliouph your husband died so lonp apn. 

MOTBEB. 

] do not weep for bini. 

JRRONYMO. 

Not weep for him ? 

*l'hcn shame seal up your motilh. Was he not hind 
And pood? You told me so: and yet yon weep not. 
Weep you for widowhood ? Oh ! you may p»in 
Another liusband yet. 

MOTHBB. 

* I do not wish it: 

1 rannot match the last. 

JBRONTMO. 

You cannot, madam. 


No, thoiipU you paze when llesper comes, until 
I he last star sinki hdow the western heavens, 

Yon eaniiot m.iieh him. Oh! ho was a man: 

How few there are suehl and how he did joy 
To in.irk his look iti uiy poor siekly face, 

And lo\ed and did iMiess me as 1 h.id been 
Fair as the pod Apollo. But he died. 

And how he fear’d (do you remember lliatb 

Lest I should sink, and leave no name hcliiud me; 

No child who iiiipht inherit, and transmit 

4 hir iiohle iiunie to far posterity: 

l>o y)u remumher this, pood mother? I 

.Viii the last scion of a piMcious tree, 

And you—aye,you have slriiek iiie to the root, 
And wilhei'cd .ill iny hranehes. Now, f.irewell. 

Sylveslra I-Miphly mother, you have broke 

Your wand at hist. 

MOTHER. 

Fai'ewell, farawcll. 


JbRONYMO. 


Yet si.iy—All! nioiher, bless you. 


SC FINE II. 


I'arcwell. 

{Exeunt 


Syh>e\tras Chatufter. 

Jeronymo, Syi.vestRa. 
isnoNYMo. 

So, .ill IS bush’ll at l.isi. Ilust! There she lies, 

Who slioub! Ji.ue biv;n my own. Svlveslr.i !~-No . 
She sleeps ; .iiid fiiitu her ]i ii led bps tliere eoiues 
A li.ipi.iiiee, sucli as April iiiniuinps diaw 
Frniri ilu* .iw.iKeninp llowers. There U«‘s her arm, 
Siieteli'd nut like ni.irble on the ipiillcd lid, 

And inoliouless. Wb.K if she lives not '-Ob' 

Ilow biMiililid she is! How f.ir lieyoiiil 
Tliiisi* luiplit I ru.ilioiis, wliich the fablinp Creeks 
iM.ieed oil ihc-ir wlilli* Olympus. Tlial pre.il <(iieen 
Bcfoii; whose eye Jove’s skirry armies shrank 
’I'll d.irkm-bs, ami ihi* wide and billowy se.ts 
Crew li.in>|uil, w.is a spollivl leper In her; 

And never in such ]U(ie divinity 
Could .sw.iy the w.'uitoii hloorl, as she did—Hark' 
She 111(11 inuis like a cradled child. Ilow soft't is. 
.Sylveslfa! 

SYl.VESrRA. 
li.l! who *s there? 

truoNYMo. 

'T is f. 


SYLVESTRA. 


XbRUNYMO. 


Who IS iO 


Must I then speak, and led iiiy name to you? 
Sylvesira, fail SYlve»tral know me now: 

Not now? and is my veiy voice so ebanped 
By wreu-hedness, lliatyuu —you know me not? 
AlasI 


STLVESTRA. 


Bcponc. 1 ’ll wake my husband if 
You Irc'id a step ' beponc. 


JERONYMO. 


Jeronymo! 


Ha! speak. 


SYLTSSTRA. 


ISROHYMO. 


Jeronymo. 


9.6 
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•lYI.V FM'RA 

oil! 

ItnuNYMO. 

(liilo ^oiii' I'vus 

hiilc IIk'iii, iii.irrind ^^oiii-iii! lost you gee 
Tlif* wrock of him that lovcsl you 

t.YLVi'SlIIA. 

Not vie 

IFTlUNYMO. 

Yos 

Loved you like lift*—hko heaven .iiid h:i|)|>iiM‘s-., 

Lov-il yim aiul kepi your n.iine le.niisf his lie.itt 
(llt-bodint'.'imiilot^ till dcMlh 

8yr.viv»i ii 

Alls' 

JI linNYMO. 

And now I eonie to hrin;; vom v\ mderinj; ilioiipliK 
hack to llieii iltiineetll iKime »lius, .is ’l is said, 

Do spirits rjiilL tlioir ll•ldell iirus, to terupl 
Wiotidii’S finiii MU. Some have hreii veil o’ liijjhls 
To sl.iiid .mil point ihcii lallliii;; hiiip'i at 
The* rod iriooii .is if rosi I'peili.ips to turn 
Man's thoii|;hls nil hi^h). Some iheii |.Mn .inns liave 
sirdeli'd 

Tween iiimdeiets .md tlieii vielims. Some have laiij'li’d 
(ili.islly, upon—the lied of vv.intoniiess. 

And touch'd the hnihs with diMlh. 

SYLVESinV. 

Voii will Mothaiui me? 

IVUONYMO 

Wliy should 1 lint ' —No, no, poot {{irl! I eonte not 
To mar your delic.ile liinhs with oiitia{<e. I 
Il.ive loved too well for that. Il.id you hut loved— 

SYLVI-SlilV 

I did--l did. 

IhHONYMU 

Avv.iy—My hi.tin is well 

(Thou|;h l.ili; 't vv.is hot) You loved ^ .iway, .uv.iy ! 
This to .1 dyiiij; mail'' 

SV I.VI SI K\. 

Oh ! you wilt live 

Lon);, aye, and happily. vvdl vveil, juahaps— 

JfcUONV uo. 

Nay, prylhcfj ce.ise. Sylve.stia I yon and 1 
Were children here soiin* few short spi iu{;s aj;o 
And loved like rhildnai. I the (dilei , yon 
The loveliest (;iil lh.it ever tied her hair 
Across a sunny hiovv of 
I still tianianber how your dchcaie fool 
Tiipp'ci on ilic lavMi at vint.i)p;-tiiiu‘, and how, 

NVIieii others ask'd you, you would only ([i\e 
Your hand to me 

SYLVFSrKA 
Alas'. JiTonyirio. 
ji-novvMo. 

Aye, that's the name ■ you had forgot 

SYLV fcSI B\. 

Oil' no. 

Can I forpet the many hours wc ’\e spout. 

When rare had seareo hepun to troulde us ? 

How wore wc wont, on Autumn iiipliiH, to str.ay, 
(^ountinp lliu clouds th.it |iussM acioss the moon — 

JKRONVMO. 

Go on. 

SYLVESTRV 

And figuring nianv a sha)H' )>rnii>si]ue 


Cain.jlsand eai.'iv.ins, md mighty l>e,\sis, 

Hot pi .memg steeds, .uid waniurs phinicd .md liehn’d. 
.Ml ill tim blue fky (loatiup. 

JI-ltUNYMO. 

Wli.it is this'’ 

SYI-VF.STRA. 

f llioiiplil you liked to he.ir of if. 

n UONYMO. 

I do 

SYt.VfSl lU 

Then wlicieforc look so s.ully'* 

IMlONYVro 

Fair Sylvostia 

(lail I tin .mglit In emiiroil vou ? 

sv l.yi-srilv. 

Away. 

\oii iln loi('ft YOiirsi'lf. 

JkKONV MO 
.\ot s<., (llll I 

ho .luglit to serve you ’ Spe.ik ' my lime is shorl, 

I'oi ill .{ih h.is tom h'll me 

SVI-VFSir.A. 

Now you *ro jesfitip 
JLIIONYIVIO 

('■irl' 

Now, I am—dying Oh' I feel mv blood 
Fhh slowly; .md before the inoiiung snn 
Visitsyoui charnlier Ihioiigh lho.se ti.iiliiig vines, 
i shall lii* here, here m your eii.miliei, ile.ul 
h(Md, dead, dead. dea<l! Nay, shimk not 

SVLVRSI'RA. 

Pr'ylhec go. 

Von frij’hr iiio. 

JEP.OWYMO. 

Yet I'd not do so, Sylvestr.i. 

I will hut tell yon, you h.tve used me harshly 
(That is not tniicli), .md du*: nay, fear me not. 

I would not chill, with this decaying loiieh, 

That bosom where the liluo veins w.mder’round, 

.Vs if enamoiu’il .iml loth to le.ive their homes 
Of lu-aiilv . nor should this lliy whiie cheek fade 
From fe.ir at me, .i jjooi licarl-l»i oken Vrietrh. 

—Look at me. Why, the winds sinj; lluoii{;ii iny hones, 
.Vnd eliililren jeer iiK*; .md the houghs that Wave 
.Vnd whisper Soosely ill the sumnici air, 

Sli.ike llicir {jieen leaves in moi'kciy, as to s.iy, 
kTIics.. are the longei livers.* 

STf.VLSTRA. 

llovv is this ? 

JkROMYMO. 

I I 'vc ntmilx'r'd ci|>hreeii summers. Much in.ay he 
I In that short compass; hut my days have hi'iMi 
Not happy. Dcalli vvns busy with our house 
l''.uly, and nipp’d the comforts of my home. 

And sickness paled iriy cheek, and f.indi'S Jike 
liriglil hilt delusive st.irs) camu w.iiideiiiig hy me. 

There's one you know of. iliat—no in.ifter—-that 
Drew me iioiu out my way (.i perilous guide), 

And left me sinking. I had {;.ty hopes loo, 

What needs the ineiition ?—they un- vatiisli'd. 

sYi vi.i»rrs V. 

1 — 

i 1 thought—(speak stifily, for iiiv hushaiid shvpsl, 
j I ihoiiglit, when you did slay abroad so long, 

, And never sent nor .isK'd <•! me nr nunc, 

Yon 'll quite forgoltuii Italy. 


I 


nilAMATlC 8 CKM’:s. 


JtUU?(YMO. 


Was ’f M», ioilccd 1 


S|tuuk ^gaiii. 


aYLTCS rilA 
Intlfcnt, indt-cd 
Ji.r.iiNYsiii 

TImmi lie i<. 

Vcl, vxliiit had 1 done t'oiliiuc, thathlii! r<iiild 
Ahitiidoii itii' so cnliN’ly ' Novci mind ’1. 
ll.iM* .1 i;o(ii) lir.iir, S^lvi'sli.i: they who li.ifc 
(’.in kill IIS, hut NO nioie, th.it’s coiiiloir. Oli' 
TJie joiiriKA is hut slim I, .nid vyo r.iii reckon 
(Jii sliiiiiliui ifi{' sweetly with the fieshest eailli 
Sprinkled ahoul us There no sloiiiis can sh.ike 
Our sei'ili'u teiieiiient, iu>i iiei**! we fear, 

'i'hon[>h ei nelly lie hnsy with our foi tunes, 
Orse.ind.il with our names. 

SYLVI-SIRA. 

Al.i.s, al.K* 

Jt |{ON^ MO. 

Sweet ! in ilic l.irid to coiik* wk 'll fet'd on llow('r.s. 
Droop not. iiiv he niliiid ehlld Oh ! wc Will hue 
'I'Jieii Mitlioiif fear no molln'i.s theie; unsold. 
\oi hale, liorpaltiy pei lidy, niiue, none. 

We li.ue heeil thiiihU < healetl V ho 'll heliex* 

A iiiothei eonUl do lliis^ hut let il pass: 

An|;ei siiiis not llie >>iave Oh ! luy own low. 

Too l.llc I see thv p.enlli' i onsl.iney 
I wrote, .ind wiole, hut ne>ei lieaiil ; .ii l.isl, 
Oiilliin^' that pl.iee of iiK-.isiiie, home 1 e.iine. 

Arid found yon married I Then — 


J>Yt.VI.SjR\. 


jano.YVMo. 


Alas' 


Then I 

fliew moody; and at limes, I fe.n, niv hiain 
Was feser’d . hut I < mild not ilie, SylvesU'a, 
And hid yiii no f.iiewell. 


SYIAKSTRA. 


.leioiiyino! 

Iheak not my he.nl thus they—they dnl dceeive me. 
They lold me llial the {pris of I'lanei' wiTe l.tir, 

.\iid you had semn’d your ptim and ehildisli love, 
Thrcaten’tl, .ind vow’d, eajoird, and tlicii—I inairied. 


rmoxYMti, 


.SYl.VESrAA 


I And Iieaiitifid efferl to 1>ei|ne.iih a lire 
j To that hii{;ht hall on wliieli the spii it Mlt' 
ihiuii(>h life, ami look’d iUit, in its vaiioiis moods, 
0| ifenilencss anil "piv, and love uiul ho|K‘, 

And {^aiiietl tins liail llesh ereilil in the worKI 
It is the ehaniu l of die soul its jjlanee 
lli.iws .Iiid reve.ds that snhlle power, that doth 
I UedcLMii ns from mir jposs nioiiahly. 


sYi.\ isnu 


Why, now you 'le eheeiful. 


J^ltUXfYMO 


\ es; 'l IS thus I'd die 


Now I must smile 


SYLVRSl'RA 


Jl-HO?IYMo 


Do so, and 1 ’ll simle ton 
I <!o, aiheit—idi' now my p.irlin|' words 
l.ie hi'.ivy mi my loii{pie; my hps obey not, 

I And—speej-h—etiiiies diiileult from me. While I I’un, 
I r.newell Sylvesti.i * wlu'ie’s \nur li.ind ? 


svMi'Srnt. 


lEnONYMO. 


Ah' eold 


What ’a (lie inaltei 1 

/(■imsYATO. 

Soft! The iii^lit wind sounds 
A funeral dirtju for me, sweet. I.el me he 
ll|>on thv breast; I will not eliill *l, iny lov«‘. 
ft h a shiine where Innoeeiiee mi{*hl die- 
Nay, let mo he there once, for onee, Sylvestra 

SYI.VI Si IIA. 

J*itY me’ 

I 

iERONTMO« 

So I do. 

* STLVFSTBA. 

Then t.dk not thus, 

T}ioii(;h but a jest, it makes me tremble 

lEaONYMO. 

Jest * 

Look in my eye, anti mark how true (be tile 
I’ve lold you.—On its surface lies 
Death, my Sylvettra. It is Nature's last 


'T IS so , iiiit scorn it not, my own poor {pil. 

'ihey’ve used iis li.irdly' Mess'<‘in llion|;Ii. Thou wilt 
rmi'.ive them’ One's.i itioilier, and mav IVi't, 

When ih.il she kiuvws me tlea I. Some an*—more air , 
\N h(>re are yon ' — 1 .iiii hinid— my h.mds .ire nuiiih’d: 
Tins IS a winlry ni(jlil. So,—eover mo. 


JULIAN Tin: .XPOSTATI’-. 


Mumy d"' ("t'is Hl3l<'<i nr rett-riHl In hi lliU Skcli li, iiiuy be tuiin<t 
in (iiM oil'' llfi line uml I nil i>t llie Itiininii l.inidre. On (lie iiiRbl 
iM-roic ilic hiii|>i>r<>r .luliHii r»ii(’lii Iuk l.ml iMillle, lii' liini lliii 
•Immiii tvliiili 1 liiive ih'liiileil in llif liiitl sceiM* i»f llii> Skcti li, 
1111(1 il K i(> unit'd I lull (III Itiii iii;;lii nl bis dcuili lie ildilrcHHcd liu 
k'diliiTk. Jii>iril)iili’(J rt-tviinU uiiioii|]si iliciii, nnd •■uivcrKi'il tviili 
ill)* »ii|ilii>.i', (iioiiiid bim, r>-k|>Riitiii; llie iminiiriulilj of tin* Suul. 
Till iitiiut'kul Yiiatohii*., Ncviiiii, on »(o oikt-ii hum liikiiiiy. 

SCENE I 

The Tent of the ^m/»eror Niylit-^nrar litty- 

brt'nk. 

JIJI.UIS [atone). 

To-,MORiunv '—aye, lo'inorrow. The hii('ht Sun 
Of my life will set in Jiloml. Duik heavy clouds 
Ate inlhii{' loiind .ihoiit me, yet my eye 
Can i-eaeh into the dun eternily, 

And ill Its Imisoih is —my (;rave. Oh! then, 

V.ilnur and War, farewell! Soldiers and friends, 

\\ ho 111 the tempest of the battle, once, 

\Mlh your loves ('iriled me like triple stci I, 

1 must be ('onc, M<u'nin|' and N>|;lit fari'well' 

And all the beauty of this visible world; 

And thou, fair Air! who music art and perfume. 

Colour and li^jlii.aiul in thy silent arms 

.Now niirsiwt with oohl dews the slc<.*pin{; Dower, 

And bidd’sc the fever’d benri for('Ct its pain, 

! Shall 1 Iiehold thee never ajj.iin?—Never! 

I A dull, protraclin{', melancholy word, 

TIuil ill an alien laii)>ua|;e, talks despair. 

« Nevci !>—then Hope is gone, and Tiiiio dcparl'»l, 

And lla])pmcs6 that Dies, and then returns, 
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Makinf; ics presence precious—all are (jone. 

-^Ts tliorc no armour of the soul wliercin 
I may array my thotijjhls and vanquish Death ^ 

It may not be: my hour is cuine—is conio: 

And 1 must tread upon that sliadowy strand 
A sliadow, a pale solitary thinf;, 

For ajfrs and for affes , and there be 
A Spiiir. nil'd with human iliou{'hts and p.iins, 
l.an^'iiisliinQ for some remote Elysium. 

Ore.it Mars, look down upon me: Am I not 
Thy son adopted! uh! my p.itroii M.irs, 

Mv father, and my (jod, 1 [Hoisli iuTe 
For want of sucrour. F.ile .iiul Death, it hand, 

Wait smiliui; for the dust of Jiili.in ; 

And the {;ravc opens, with a sickly smile. 

Its hollow home inviritq; iiii' lo rest. 

Away'—this iniist not he. IiM|terial Itumc 
Leans on my sword.—Who {,' 00 $? 

Anatoi.ils enters. 

A.VAroLius. 

My cinperm ! 

You are—— 

JULIAN. 

’T is nothiii{f—iiothlnj^: I am well. 

Come hither, Aii.itolms. sit hy me. 

To-morrow I—psh.iw! ih.it's for after thoti(;ht 
To-iriorrow we niiiit f’ive the Persians battle. 

\Yh:ii say yon. Sir? Is yoiii heart iirm, or have 
These Syrian suns withered your >>])ii it up! 

ANATOLIUS. 

It is the same sis ever. 

JUMAN. 

My itood soldier. 

ANtlUl.lUS. 

Let 11 s but oneu niei't S.ipur f.ice to face: 

Wc lly now. Oh! th.it we shoithi lly from slaves, 
Whom wu have fou{jtil and he.-U d.iy .ifler day, 

’T ill wc were faint with conqiiusl- 

JULIAN. 

l’*nr{»ot this. 

'T is true, indocil, W'e take less (iine for hnMthin(', 

Now lli.'it we maiT'h for Rome, than wheu we came 
Intent to see the Persian on his tliione 
And in our trumpets now the wailing; notes 
Sound lin^^orint; and pmlon{;’d. Well 1 't w.is not so 
When we did visit Antioch—no, hy Mai’s, 

Nor when wu rode llirou(jli Anatho, or imslied 
Our halicrinij; ciq'incs throu(>h the ('ates of Anbar. 
Tlinsti were good times—great times. 

ANATOLIUS. 

Aye, when wo shook 

Down to ilic dust their sixtcci) lowers of brick 
At Mjngamalrh.i, and did mine our way 
Benc.ilh the dark foundation of its walls, 

The Peisinn dhl not smilu: there was no lime— 

And yet (licforc) do you rpiuembcr how 
They laughed upon ns from iheic ramparts, and 
Sun;; out with lusty lungs triumphant songs 
About ibu glory of Sapor (then he hid 
llis lic.id in Gtesiphon), and—but you dnmp, 

My noble king!— 

JULIAN. 

(iood Anatoliius, you 

Have been my friend and hallow soldier long, 

From my youth upwards. We have fought together 


In Germany and Gaul, and on the banks 
Of the Mark Danube, when its waters lay 
’Tween us and Hope. 

ANATOLIUS. 

Like a dark rblling Hell. 

Oh! I rumemljcr it. 

JULIAN. 

My spirit never 

Quail’d in those times of peril, yet— 

ANATOLIUS. 

My lord ’ 

JULIAN. 

Nor doth it now: but there is on my soul 
A solemn fotebodiiig that to-morrow’s light— 

—To day’s—for even now the clouds begin 
To break aliotil the cast, and dawn is hero 
Before the sLirs have left tis: Be it so. 

My fate comes onward with a hurrying step . 

1 'Jl meet it as becomes me.—My old friend, 

Bear with me, and believe no idle fears 
Shake me at this great hour. Thou shall never 
Blush to Iwliold thine old companion die, 

\\ lio once fought well beside thee. 

ANATOLIUS. 

Oh! you hurt me. 

By the great Jovi: you tear iny heart away. 

Why will you do it? 

JULIAN. 

My dear soldier, this 
Is the last day of .fulian. Mouiii it not. 

Early 1 die, hut in my life 1 have 

Sci’H many things ih.it age hut hehlom looks on, 

Ple.isiirc and power and pi’ril. I have m.ide 

Myself a n.iine, and c.inied the Homan arms 

Nobly amongst llic ii.itiuns. I shall Ijo 

Known to far ages as man who liowed 

Befoie his aiieieul Gods, and left a path 

In wliicli he thouyht lie err’d, fur one more bright’ 

Noi, when posterity shall speak of me, 

Will it lorget to s.»y lli.il I—(I hope not) 

Was Auatoliii.V friend. 

ANAIOLtUS. 

I cannot st.ty. 

I shall be angiy with you—Oh! is it thus 
You tune my car for baitlc. 1 sh.ill not Hglu 
As I was wont: 1 know it. Faiewell nowj 
Wc ’ll talk of this lo-morrow. 

JULIAN. 

Oh! to-day 

1 must say somctliing, Anatolius; 

And you must listen, for 'I will ease my soul. 

Fear not for me to^lay. You ’ll sec my sword 
As busy as ever at its bloody work. 

And, in the van, my plume. I have a leaf 
From the groen crown of Victory. You shall sec 
How soon wc 'U tame the Persian spiriu down. 

ANATOLIUS. 

Ay, now you speak like Jiili.m. Oh ’ wc ’ll beat 
These brown barbarians to their sdkcii tents, 

As we were wont. Let’s talk of bettor times, 

(If we must talk)—of the old Roman times, 

When our rich veins fed Conquest with their blood, 
And fear was stifled in our hearts. Away— 

We ’ll flght as bravely as great Julius did, 

And feast to-Jay with Sapor. 
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JULIAN. 

Vog ttlmll do it. 

And now but listen to Die.—I have had 
A solemn dream. Mctliouf;lit there did appc:ir 
The Genius of my coiintiy by my couch: 
lie held the horn of plenty in his hand. 

And, cuveriiij; it with a veil funereal^ 

Shrouded liis head in darkness: Slowly then 
Without ,T. word—one word, he floated out, 

And left rac in my tent,—alone. 

ANATOLIUS. 

Go on, 

Go on. 

JULIAN. 

1 'woke and started from my bed, 

Dut there was nothin^;,—uou(;ht: So, I went forth, 
(Then wide .awake) to look upon the sky; 

For 1 have studied deeply the hi|>li art 
Of Divination, and c.in re.id the stars— 


ANATOLIUS. 


JULIAN. 


Yon jest. 


No; hy my father's .spii it. Until now 
You never heard me tell of this: lint, once— 
'T is lonj; aj'o—at xVihens—(csrc I ilreaiut 
Of Home or of the purple), I was wont 
To eoniiiiune willi lier (*rey phiiosoplieis, 

And they did hare the secrets of (he I'ran*, 

And showed iinro mine eyes CadiiitMii biTolls, 
Tom from the tombs of Kjtvpf* 1 hecaine 
An Klcusinian, and partook those rites 
MystciiniiH and suliliine, whieh no man knows 
Save only the elcet. 1 have listened to 
Tlio famous oracles; and, once a day, 

Ifare heard at Tlichcs the lonely marhie vein* 
Speak our unto Apollo. 1 have learned 
Illa(,de, and things that sinre the hirlli of lime, 
Have all been hidden from inferior minds, 
Which belter ibrive in darkness than in li^hl. 


And now— 


ANATOLIUS. 


JULIAN. 


And now, I can iliviuc my fate, 
hast nl(;ht I saw iny tutelary star 
(’T is Mars) rolling in the blue ririnanietit, 

Usiirpin}' all one ({iiartcr of the sky; 

At last be sccmc-d to shake, and left Ins orb, 
Streaming' athwart the llc.ivens. Metlioii(jht be went 
To meet the morn and died. By Serapis! 

I saw him vanish in the cast. 

ANATOLIUS. 

Away! 

And what of this? 't is iiotliint'. 

JULIAN. 

1 am now 

Deserted by my planetary God. 

All!—-the sun comes: tlien I must baste lo speak. 

—You must remember when ConstanUus died j 
He left u widow. 

ANATOLIUS. 

And a child. 

JULIAN. 

'T was so. 

Eiiscbia was—even while Constantius* wife, 

(iracioiis to me. In boyhood, when I was 
Once m (^acat daD|>er, she did plead my cause 


(You know how chupicnt she was), and saved me; 

And ever after, Ihroiii'h my choci|iicr’d life, 

She stood my fiiciul. BeiUMth her warminjj smile 
My fuitunes tloiirishuil, and I i»rcw to pov/cr, 

Who else perhaps h.id hvcil not. 

ANATOLIUS. 

Th.it was noble. 

I did not know what cause yon had to lose hei. 

JIILISN- 

She loved me; more pcrbiiiis than inip.hl heroine 
The Emperor's wife (for sshen 1 wedded Uoleim 
She was enstran(;ed awhile, and saw me noi); 

But niv wife died, and then Gnnhlaiitius fell, 
llaicd hy all. Somewhat indeed of hate 
(I'njuslly) elin(|8 upon liis widow still. 

When I hove perished, Anatolius, thou 
^Vilt be Eiiscbia's friend ? 

ANATOLIUS. 

1 will, 1 will. 

But you will live. 

JULtAN. 

Dut sliould I die, my soldier, 

(I nnisl) do thou he |>our KiiSf'hia's friend. 

Bid her retire lo Athens. Sin: will there 
Be s.ife, and (for 1 know her,) {'lad to shun 
The impel iai .splendor, Well! what say you, friend ' 
Julian to Anatolius speaks his Iasi. 

ANAI'UI.IITS. 

I swe.ir hy all*^hy these hot shameful tears: 

But—1ml I too limy fall. 

lUl.IAN. 

Look on thiK paripnd 
Be.iV it about thee, and li*st .iny haini 
(Tin: Gods keep h.iriii from thee) hinder lliee from 
Beiiieudini' the poor ({iiecn, tell to Nevill.t, 

Befoie tlie biillle, tins hi& ('eiieraVs wish, 
lie will do all, 1 think (but not as ihon) 

Kiisehia's (;loomier lortuncs .isk. Tell him 
To look nputi my .inn when I sun dead, 

And he 'll sec there a seal 1 ('ot in Gaul. 

It saved his life once: hid him think on that, 

And be my friend fur ever. 


SCENE II. 

Julians Trnt. — Eveuimj. 

•luLiAN (on/itj coucA, wounc^ci/), Priscus, Maximus. 


You ’i^‘ easier now? 


MAXIMUS. 


JULIAN. 


Much easier: many llinnks. 
—And 80 you think, Bood Priflcus, tliat the Soul 
Doth of necessity ijuit this feeble clay, 

When the poor breatli departs,—that't is not liiinB 
On muscle or nerve, or buried in the blood, 

As some will teach. For my part, I believo 
That there is (lood and evil, and for each 
Due punishment and reward. Shall wc not meet 
Our friends hciuafler, think you, Maximus? 


MAXIMUS. 


1 hope so, my dear lord. 


JULIAN. 


What think you, Sir? 


PRISCU8. 


1 must believe it. There is in the world 
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to lill ii|> llio witlr lii'art of man ; 

Ifc tani'tiislics for .soiiictlnii(> llic* {[ruM* 
lie lioix'h-'and Hope w.ih never Viunly I'Lvrn. 

M.VXIMl't. 

Hope Irc’udii Iiiit biiadowy ^p'ouiid, :it boKl. 

riuttCLs. 

I, li,- 

MAXIMLS. 

A ({UUIS. 

JULIAN. 

And yc'l, Prihcio* is liplit, f think 
And Hope liHS in the soul oIjmmih* 'din s— 

IteirioiM*, for evil arts, the die.id of ileaili, 
Anlii*i|i<ilive joy (llioni;li iIliI, iitdi ed. 
li Hope, more et il.du); ami as l‘iis ns says, 

That inward lan|piis|iineiil oI mind, wliieli die.nns 
OF stJine nonfili' ami lii{;li ai« oinphslniient, 

And pjelnres to onr f.iiieies perfei t sijjlits, 

Sounds and deli;;lils rehjsli.il, .tnd, aho\e all. 

Thai fi’rliiijf of a liiiolaiv |»o\\*’i, 

Whieli stiikes ,iml • iic miiM’iih<’s lli'- smd, iml s[i<mKs 
H inilv, lull III) .1 von e piileilli.d, o( 

Wolldi'l s lia'voiid the Uoi III, clt el iai, 

St.niy,and pore, and s\wel, and iie\ri-<‘iidin{; 

1 eniiiot ilimk lli.il the Mind of iiiaii, 

idi its arennnilalnl w isdoms too, 

Must peiisii; vvliv, the unids lie iltleis live; 

And IS die sjiiril uliieli ('ives hirlli lo lliln;'s 
l»e|ow ilH own eriMlions '—Who is there'’ 

.■in Ofjiccr enters 

OFVn’hR. 

My Lord, the eoininaiider Nevitta asks * 

An audience. 

JULIAN. 

flid him come. I have not seen 
Onr friend (how ih itAnatolius hen-. 

N'lvi rr\ enters. 

Your hand, iny (p>o<l Neviit i: Well ’ \nii siv 
We he.il die IVisian hiaiely to hiS4'ain]i, 

Von ’ll tell 'em yet, al honie, how uell they ride 
In Syiia, wlieti we spin Iheii hoiseson, 
indeed—Iml where is AiialtdiiLs.'—Hods' 

Home ne.ii, Nevitta. 

NI'ViTTA. 

He hath (;iveii to me — 

JULIAN. 

Then he is dead. Cnsit,Minos! Jud(’e him kindly 
He was die bravest soldier. 

NKViri'A. 

He IS {;nn«* 

Itefore us, my deiu lord, lie had a (ask. 

Winch I have sworn to do. 

JULIAN. 

Friend ' iiiuiiy thanks. 

I *11 look for rln*e hereafter, :is (oi one 
Who did me noble service. Maxinuis, 

We *ve Inst——— 

MAXIMUS. 

Wlio? 

JULIAN. 

Anntohiis—an old frieml' 
(Jiir fellow soldier; tiny, he was lo me, 

A tutor in the nif of war. In yonih. 

I fon|rlit hcncalli him, after a.s his fellow , 

I 

* 


j And last his klni;. He had |;re:it ronr.ij'e, Sirs ; 

I ] saw linn strike a lioiindinp, lion once, 

' WJicn taller nii ti ded trcmldinif. Ho fon(>ht well 
I At Aiialho, .md Aiihar, and in Gnul, 

I And Gei in.iiiv, .Old M.ioe.iinaieha, wlieu 
^ >V('w.islied oil! selves in hlood. Old S.ipot now 
^lay.siin him holdiv on his parelii'd ]dniiiH. 

Vet, p.irdon, jrood N«'Viira: tlioii art in.ii'e, 

As waiunr ni.iv lie—oh ' .iml many others, 
f.et It he An ilohiis' peih-et ]ii,iiv; 

T«i S.IV he well hei aim* his titles,—well, 

And (lied like a lUiiiian soldier. 

Ni-\ ri 1 \. 

I rejoice 

To si'C yon holler, iiolde lord. 

JIJI.1 IN 

I .im. 

The pains aie i;one, Nevitta, .nid J jiass 
l*ieas.ioily on the load le.ids to die skies, 

Ami mim; ’s .i snimiier’s join iiey.—^^llo are ilie> 
Th.ilwail widioiil' nieilinii;;}i( I heaid a sound 
i.ilu* ninrniiiis- 1 would f liii clep irt .it le.ist 
j With my lilends’sinih‘s aioiind. Oh' let me have 
No Wiiiiiii;; miefs to disfmh UiV sleep; 

No {;Imis|s 4i| in|in«'d iiieii lo t ome .iml shnek 
I'eidilion in my eiis, and bar im; fiom 
(iolden eteinilv 

NM ITI’V. 

Voiir .snldi.'fs .isk 
To set; oih'e more liiiii* Lnipeini. 

M VVIMIls. 

’I'liey rannot 

JULIAN. 

IhtI ihclii come in—1 thank \nii, Maximns, 

Foi yuir Kind iviio, hitl it will soothe my he.iil 
To look upon niv sohheis oiK'i* aj'.nn. 

Tlicie's Inile time to spare, and I would fain 
S.iy .1 lew woids.tl pariiii;;. 

NiiVii rv mils llie Soldiers in 

MAXIMUS. 

Thej .lie lieie. 

J1111 \ \. 

Welcome, mv fiiemN. Ah ' i.iise me lM{’lier ih.inks 
tlivi* me .1 iiiomi'iit for reeovciy- f / /mmvc 

I'l lends,» 

Vml fellow soldieiM, the (paid season of 
My de.ilh, is now .it hand, ami I (h.srliar{;e 
(As doth a readvdohloi) eveiy elaiiii 
(iiear n.Uiire in.ikes; for f h.ive ion(' hoeii t,nil'll! 

I»y itssoiLs of divine philosophy 
How miieii the soul is heli( r than the clay 
That holtis it, .ind lli.it in.m should moie rejoice 
Than {p leve when s< p.Tr.ires the nobler p.irr; 

And fiom re1i(;ion 1 have le.iixietl ih,itdeath 
Marly is proof die Gods tlo Jove us well. 

I Ji.ive son(>hi ever your Ii.ijipiness: Him pisiee 
W’.is my first aim, hut when iny country’s voice 
Did summon me lo arms, 1 hared niv heart 
To w.ar and all its d.inj'ers, knowing (for 
I coiihl divine iny fate) that I must die 
In battle.—Now unto jjrcal .love I offer 
AJy thanks that he hath saved mo froiii disc.isc, 
r.dse friends, and the darts of foul coiispiruturs. 

' Ttieac tre nenrix llie tvonU of Julluii 


t 
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He (fav4* me a e.ireer of j;|(hv,,uiiI now 

Aii'lionouialilc end ; ihns innch I've triect 

To sav, Init iiiv Nirem^iU fids in«*, ‘iiid I foci 

Dc.itli N ai CIhim; for yoiirM*lvc>, my friends. 

Another rmpornr now: tlio one \nIio slictls 

ills lilessin}' on you, is about to pass 

Hnto ilic stais. 

soLuiEns. 

Alas! Al.ts! 

JULIAN. 

Weep not. 

Oil! iny jjooil soldiiTs, wis-p not. You have hecii 
All lli.il join Iiin{{ li.ns ever wivlied—till now. 
Olilyoii unman ini*: lei iis s.iy f.irewell 
Befoie \vc sl.iiu our I'lii'eks wiih too iniicli te.ii’s. 

Yi'l—T *ve ii few l»e<[iu‘sts. I love \c* all 
Alike; hiil ilieie ai(> .stune (a feiv) lo wlioin 
'I he ell liters of the war h.ive m.ulc mo dehlor. 
id.iieus' 


SOI tuKn. 


My IoihI 


JIILIAV. 

Como hither, mvf'ood M.irriis. 
—Now, hy the (Jod of hallh*, I sli.ill \see]>, 

And sli.iiiie my di-.illi at once, tf ihiis joii play 
TIm- j'iil hoforc; me. Will \ou then tietray 
Your einpci'or, now so iiiiiiiy eyes look ini'* 

soi.iuhi: 

Oh* iny di;ar in.istei, 

JUI.IVN. 

IMaieiis. \oii have laid 
.\ nei{;lii of (iialitude upon iu\ soul, 

NMiieh iLeaii ne’ei sh.ike off : yei he <-outetii, 

0|<l M.ii<-us, iliat I now, in (his {‘le.it hour, 
ih'oel.iim thee my {'ood serv.iul.—Look ! this eli.iiu 
Hath hull]' ahoiit me like .iii iiinulel, 

I'oi many seasnu.s. We.ir it iieai ihy heart. 

As the I ist (pit of Julian. So, f.iieweli, 

I'ahrif ms, jon ha\e doii(‘ your p.n ( livilay 
(And lhrou(>h the I’etsiau w.ii'i, like :i irtu: sfildn r : 
lai<’ Iieueiforth a eentiiiiou. Hero is (;ohl 
Tor tlie»‘, and never m the alii'r lime-i 
(o Intel pOse thv*'hield hetsieeit 
A hot hail) Ilian .iinl ihy Iniii]' kill];. 

So h.ist thou done lo-day. iiclot'e je .ill 
I spe.ik tills of I'aiu lems . love him foi it 
Fatenell, ecmturlnii. >'o\v, come hillier, yuilli, 
h.ii is your n.uue? 

soi.nicit. 

'T IS .lulian, my jjre.il Lord. 
(Uf.ns. 

So then, my naiiie-sake ! I .im proud of jnu. 

Soldiers and fiieilds, he sure, wlien I am ];oue, 

You shelliT tins youu;' hlossom of llu: war: 

Altliou{;h he looks like Ifjl.is, he eauhfr 
A spi'ar like .M.irs. To-d.iy I saw him strike 
A l*crsi:in to the ]'rouml, of twin: his years; 

A yiaut ii-llow, who pirliaps h.id else 
Trimpled me down (for 1 was hleedinj; fast,, 

And Jsivedmc so much tilkini'.—Ah!— 


PCISCUS. 


You’re pale. 


(All friends and ntdde soldiersh faie ye well. 

Alav the (,e»ds smile on vi*, and \ ictory 
Sit on juui swonlsfoi ever. So, farewell. 

( Soldiers go out. 

—Piisi'US .Iiid M.ixmms, is it iioi sliauj'e 
Tli.it I who Imi kisi eN«-uin(', (ua\. hy Mar,, 

This vet j morn) w.iseheik.d for my sad talk, 

Un Anatolius in a lew shun lunus 
Shoulil, in my turn, .stdlc the woids of ]>rief 
lo olheis? 

MAVmtS. 

So It w. The mind is tidl 
(tf curious eli:iii(;es {hat peiplex itsi If. 

.Iiisi like the visible world ; .md ihe heart chhs 
l.iku the I’l'e.it sea, (ii'sl flows, and (hen letiies 
And oil the p..sslous doth (he spit it i ide. 

Throne'll sunshine and in laiu, fioiu ('ood to ill, 

Tlieii III <!ei'p tlee, and so on fiaek lo virtue; 

Till ill the I'lMve, that nuivei's.il e.iliu, 

We sks'p (he slecji elerii.il. 

JULIAN. 

You h.ive tioi 

'Hie wish (o live heieafler, Maximus, 

(tr >im would feel how poor to llu Soid'seje 
Ale lilt se oio eiiliiK (oj". H'ltealll Wcie sleep 
\Mi\ sliotilil we die.id lo shep. who ofleu eoiilt 
iioitii-d.iy's slumhei, .itid wlio h!e-<s (lie powei 
Til.it {;eiiil\ oil our i-m lids i.i\s Ins lom li, 

III limes of fiaer, iiinmh. ];i lel, or ])am ' 

<ill! is ii dins that je would hid me tliiuk, 

Now 1 .Mil {;oiii;' fioni >e»--Mij;lily Jove! 

1 do |m seei h (lice, .ind llioii, v.ili.ilil M.iis, 

Mn };ii.ndiau (inil, look fioui join hiniiiu]' (liioiies 
I'poii (lie l.niilliii; soul of Jnli.iu. 

Ila\e I iiol hoed .iiid wnisinpped y, .'itid turn'd 
I'lom oilier .ih.iis to how down (u yoilts, 

And w ill ye now drsi 1 1 me ’ I do ask 
Now .is I die, .1 word (1 .isk hot oito 
I'oi all (li.it I ll.l^e doiii') (u tell the world 
Mv filtli w.is {>ood. 1 ask ye—shall (lie {p.'ive 
(.li|> us for e\i r in its eliiHiMi' ai ms— 

.Viid .III* the stoiies of here ifler, f.ililes ? 

All.* (Iieie not ple.isuies ami eoiisininii(' pains, 

Lildless oi limited, for (;Ood illdill? 

.Uiil dreams—eni h.inimeiils for die eye .lud eai 
Of all who enn llir* i.ne i-'Ijsmm ^ 

And haiiiiled SiW, v\lii-ie rhsemhoilied shapi*s 
W'.iiidi-r; .lud T.iilaiiis, (h.il piofoiiiidi r (‘loom, 
rillM up widi wi'i lelies who weie (lii'ii own slaves^ 

And Fate, .iiid dail. Ah-eio and her Ir.itn, 

And iKadi, .nid Uli.idam.iutliiiH, mi{;liiv Judfp*, 

And (he most diear douiimoij of the d< .id ' 

O spi'ak ’—a wind, a [;lam e, a {,le.ain, to show me 
Hie W'old lo roiue. -They sleep, or answer not. 

.\iid M t will ihc‘V move Ironi lliuir iiu<;hty rest, 

To ll■•.llklu to my fr.iil peti!ioniii{;J 
I laiiiiiX hope it. Ihiseiis' .M.iximus' 

F.inwdl; I faitil, my (oitj'iie is withered up, 

It rhnp,s .if'ainsl my mouth. Some air—air. Ah! 

This IS death, Pri.sciis. Oh! Iiow like a child 
A soldier sinks before him. Jove!— — [Diet. 


Came, bid the men farewell. Nay*— 


MAXIMUS. 


He fain(s 


JULIAN. 


I believe 

It must indeed be so. l'un:w'eil, my friends 


PRISLLS. 

He docs indeed, for ever : ids lost brcatli 
Is mingled with the winds. 
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AMELIA WENTWORTH. 


SCENE I. 

A Room. 

Wkntwortu, Amelia. 

AMELIA. 

You have determined then on Kcndinj* Ciiarlcs 
To Tiulia? 

▼ KNTWOETn. 


AMEt.U. 

Poor hoy! Ik; looks so s.kI and p.ile, 
He MI never live there. ’T is a eriiel lot 
At best, to leave the land tli.il (jivc us birth 
And sheltered ns for many a pleasant year,— 

The fi lends that loved iis and the spots we loved, 

Tor siieh a ilislanl country, lie will die. 
nememher,—M is Auielu’s prophecy. 

Oh ! do not he so ii.irsli to the poor youth. 

T)o not desert your better nature, Nay— 

You will not send him, YV'cnlwni th? 


In twenty days. 


He shall not (;o. 


WENTWOHTH. 


AMELIA. 


lie will sail 


How can you be so cruel ? 


WENTWORTU. 

M.td.un,yoii iiiteresL 

Yoiirs<‘lf loo much, inutliiiiks, for thU young man. 
Ills doom is settled; lh.it he sure of. 


AMELIA. 


WENTWORTH. 


1 R.iy your tenderness, your—folly for 
This hoy heeoincH you not. 


AMELIA. 

Aw.ty, away. 

WENTWORTH. 

Hhul.iin, while you arc Godfrey Wentworth's wife, 
Theiie lender frieiidsliips luiisl he laid aside. 

Oh! you can Miiile. By—— 

AMELIA. 

Mr Wcniw’orth, you • 
(I must believe it) jest—you jest willi inc. 

WENTWORTH. 

(lO on, go on : you think ine quite a fool. 

Wiiiiiaii, my eyes are o])en, wide awake. 

To you, and alt my infamy. By Heaven ! 

1 will not he a hyc-word iiiid a mock 

In nil the mouths of men, for any-Pshaw' 

I still rcspei t your cars, you see; I- 


Insult me. Sir. 


AMELIA. 


WENTWORTH. 


Forgive me : I indceil 

Am somewhat of a prude; you Ml scorn me for it. 
i .still think women modest—in the mass. 


AMELIA. 


Sir—Mr Wentworth—you have used me ill. 
Yourself you have used ill. You have forgot 
All—wlial is due to me—what to your wife. 


You have forgot—forgot—can I forget 
All that 1 sacrified for you?—tny youth, 

My home, iny licart— (you know — you knew it then) 

In sad obedience to ray father’s word? 

You promised to that father (how you kept 
. Th.it promise, now remember) you would save 
His age fiom poverty: lie hnd been bml 
In splendour, and be could not liow him down, 

Like men who never fell the warmth of fortune. 

He gave mo up—a victim, and I saw 
Myself (ah! how I slnidder’d) home away 
By you> the Evil An(;el of my life, 

To a portentous splendour. I became 
A pining bride, a wretch,—a sLivc to all 
Yoiir host of passions; but I swore (may God 
Korgive me!) to love you—you, when I loved 
Another, and you knew it: Yes, you knew 
My hc.irt was given .iway, and yet you wed me. 
licave me! Sir. 

■WENTWORTH. 

Have you done? Woman, do you think 
This mummery is to work me from my purpose— 

My settled will. Mistress^ 1 leave you now . 

But this remember, that your minion—Oh! 

1 do not heed your frowning—your boy-love 
Will visit India slioitly, or, it m.iy be 
(Y'oii arc his guide) a prison heie, in England. 

Earewell. 

AMFMA. 

Y'et 8t.iy—a woid more ere we quit 
1 do beseech you (iliough my wrongs are great, 

And my proiul spirit ill can stoop to this), 

You Like your m.ilediclion from this youth, 
lie is .III iimoi'cnt—1 tJdnk he ’$ innocent 
or the liMSt ill toward you. For me, 1 am 
Too iimocent to sue; yet lot me say, 

Since the .sad hour I wed you I have been 
As r.iithful to mir cold communion, 

Ah (hou['Ii niy heart had fiom the first been yours. 

Or you been generous after. Once more. Sir, 

I would implore you, for your comfort—for 
Your honour, and my name, to spare this hoy. 

In the c.dm tone of one who has not eirud, 

I do require this of yon. 

WENTWORTn. 

You blit steel 

I My 1 • art against him. Woman, is yonr pleading 
A1 w.i>.h .is warm as now? By earth and heaven ! 

H.id^l hut w.ivercil in his destiny, 

This would have fixed me. Seek your chamber now. 

And ill your incdiLitions think how well 

Y'lmr name may sound {my name) held up to scorn. 

It may be worth your care. Thus long 1 ’vc hid 
My wrath, and let you wander at your will. 

Y'^ou have grown hold in guilt; be prudent now: 

Save a fair name or I must tell the world. 

How ill you keep your secrets. [Exit Wentworth. 

AMELIA. 

He IS gone. 

And I am here—oh! such a weary wretch. 

Oil! Father, Father, what a heart hnd you 
To cast me on the wide and bitter world, 

With such a friend as this! I would have toiled 
From the pale morning till the dusk of night, 

And lived as poorly, .ind smiled cheerfully. 

Keeping out sorrow from our cottage home. 
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That were you always).—Fair Amelia, 

Yon linten with .1 melancholy smile? 

AMELIA. 

Let me hoar all:'t is fit 1 should hear all. 

Alan! Alas! 

CHARLES. 

\N'ccp not for me, my love. 

I—I am nought: not worth a single tear : 

1 will depart—or may I kiss away 

Those drops of min? Well, well, I will uot pain you. 

And yet—Oh! what a paradise is love ' 

Secure, requited love. I will not go : 

Or we will go together. There arc liaimts 
For young and happy spirits : You and I 
Will thither fly, and dwell iHisidc some stream 
That runs in music 'ncath tli" liidiun suns; 

Ay, some sweet island still .shall he our home, 

Where fruits and flowers are horn through all the year, 
And Summer, Autumn, Spring, are ever young. 

Where Winter eoini'S not, and where nought abides 
But Nature in her he.iiity nivelling. 

You shall he h.'ippy, swinit Aiiieli.i, 

At last, ami 1—it is too much to lliiiik of. 

Forgive me while I look upon thee now, 

Ami swe.)r to iliee hy f.ove, and Night, and all 
The gliding Jiours of soft and starry .Night, 
flow much—how alisolutcly 1 am thine. 

My pale and gentle huuiity—what a heart 
Had he to wrong ihcc, or upbraid thee! lie 
Was guilty—nay, nay : look not so. 


Fly rather you. 

AMELIA. 

If you have pity, go. 

CHARLES. 

Farewell then : yet, should he repulse you— 

AMELIA. 

Then 

I will—but go : you torture me. 

CHAELBS. 

J am gone. [fxiV. 

AMELIA. 

Farewell, farewell, poor youth; so desolate, 
That oven I can spare a tear for you. 

—My liushand comes not: 1 will meet him, then, 
Armed in my innocence and wrongs. Alas! 

'T is hard to suffer where we ought to judge, 

And pray to those who should petition us. 

’ r is a brave world, I see. Power and wrong 
Go hand in hand, resistless and abliorred. 

And patient virtue, and pale modesty, 

I Like tlic sad flowers of the too early spring, 

Arc cropped before they lilassom—or trod down, 

Or by the fierce winds withered. Is it so?— 

But / h.ive Haunted in the Sun, and cast 
My smiles in prodigality away : 

And now, and now—no matter. I have done. 

Whether 1 live scorned or beloved—Beloved! 

Better he hated, could my pride abate, 

And 1 consent to fly. It may be thus. 


AMELIA. 

I have 

Been guilty of a cruel act toward you. 

Gliailes, I indeed am guilty. When to-day 
My hiisbaiiii menaced me, and told me of 
Public and broad disgrace, it met my scorn : 

But have 1, my poor youth, been so iinkiiul 
To you, us not to sec this—love before? 

Charles, I have driven you from your early home ' 

1 sec it now: i only—hate me for it. 

CHAHLRS. 

I ’ll love you, like bright llcavun. The fixed stars 

Shall never be so coustant. I am all 

Your own. Not sin, nor sorrow, nor the grave, 

Not the cold hollow grave shall chill my love: 

It will survive beyond the hounds of death, 

The spirit of (he shadow which may there 
Perhaps do penance fur my deeds of ill. 

AMELIA. 

Stay this wild talk. 

CnARLBS. 

Men have been known to love 
Through years of ahscncc, ay, in paiu and peril. 

And one did cast life and a world away. 

For a loose woman's smile : nay, Love has dwelt, 

A sweet inhabitant, in a dsmon's breast, 

Lonely, amidst bad passions; buniing there, 

Like a most holy and sepulchral light, 

And almost hallowing its dark tenement. 

Why may not I— 

AMELIA. 

1 thought I heard a step. 

How strangely you speak now—again, again. 

Leave me; quick, leave me. 

CHAELBS. 

’T is your tyrant coming; 


SCENE 11. 

A cooftidvraMo period of timo ii anpiiosi-d to bovo olapted betwooii 
ibis and Ibo piucodia(; Sc'Uae. 

A Chamber. Aight 

Amelia, Mahiah. 


MARIAM. 

Arc yon awake, dear lady]^ 

AMELIA. 

Wide awake. 

There are the stars abroad, I see.—I feci 
As ihongli 1 had been sleeping many u day. 
What time o’ the night is it? 

MARIAN. 

About the stroke 


Of ui'dnight. 


AMELIA. 

Let it come. The skies are calm 
And bright; and so, at last, my spirit is. 

Whether the Heavens have inllucncc on the mind 
Through life or only in our days of death, 

I know not; yet, before, ne'er did my soul 
Look upwards with such hope of joy, or pine 
For th.it hope's deep completion. Marian ! 

Let me see more of Heaven. There—enough. 
Are you not well, sweet girl? 

MARIAM. 


Oil! yes: but you 
Speak now so strangely: )ou were wont to talk 
Of plain familiar things, and cheer me : now 
You set my spirit drooping. 

AMELIA. 

1 have spoke 

Nothing but cheerful words, thou idle girl. 
Look, look! abovethe canopy of die skv, 
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I Spotted v^ith stare, shines like a bridal dress: 

A queen init[lit envy that so regal blue 
I Which wraps the world o* nights. Alas, alas! 

I do remcml)er in oiy follying days 

What Wild and wanton wishes once were mine, 

Slaves—radiant gems—and beauty with no peer, 

And friends (a ready host)—but 1 forget, 

I shall he dreaming soon, as once 1 dreamt, 

When I had hope to light me. Have you no song, 

My gentle girl, for a sick woman's earl 

There's one I ’ve hcdni you sing. uThey said his eye*- 

No, that’s not it: the words are hard to hit. 

■ llis eye like the mid-day sun was bright—• 

MAauN. 

Tisso. 

You’ve a good memory. Well, listen to me. 

1 must not trip, 1 see. 

AMELIt. 

' 1 hearken. Now. 

SONG. 

llis eye like the mid-duy sun was bright, 

Here had a proud hut milder light, 

Clear and sweet like the rloudless moon 
Alas! and must it fade as soon ^ 

His voice was like the breath of war, 

Uiit hers was fainter, softer fur; 

And yet when he of liis long love siglied, 

She laughed iu scorn—he fled, and died. 

MARHPT. 

There is another verse, of a different air, 

But indistinct—like the low moaning 
Of summer winds iu the evening: Thus it runs : 

They said lie dienl upon the wave, 

And his bed was the wild and bounding hillovv 
Her bed sball be a dry earth grave : 

Prepare it quick, for she wants her pillow. 

AMELIA. 

How slowly and how silently doth Time 
Float on his starry journey ! Still he goes. 

And goes, and goes, and doth not pass away. 

He rises with the golden morning, calmly. 

And with the moon at night. Methinks, 1 sec 
Him stretching wide abroad his mighty wings, 

Floating for ever o’er the crowds of men, 

Like a huge vulture with its prey lieneaih. 

Lo! I am here, and Time seems passing on : 

To-morrow 1 shall he a breathless thing— 

Yet he will Still he here; and the blue Hours 
Will laugh as gaily ou the busy world, 

As though I were alive to welcome them. 

There *s one will shed some tears. Poor Charles! 

Gharles enters. 


Did you Hot callT 


CHARLES. 


AMELIA. 


I am hen 


You come in time. My thoughts 
Were full of you, dear Charles. Your mother (now 
I take that titje), in her dying hour 


lias privilege to speak unto yotiryouili. 

Tlicre s one thing pains me : and I would be calm. 

My husband has been harsh unto mu,— 

—He is my husband, and you’ll think of Miis 
If any sterner fiH‘lin;» move your heart? 

Seek no revenge for me. You will not’—nay. 

Is it so hard to grant niy last request? 

He is my husband; he was father, li>o. 

Of the blue-eyed boy you were so fond of onee 
Do yon remember how his eye-lids rlnscrl 
* When the 6rst summer rosi; was opening ? 

’T is now two years ago—more, more; and I— 

I now am hastening to him. Pietly boy! 

He was my only child, flow fair he looked 
In the white guiiiieiit that encircletl him— 

’T was like a marble slumber; and when wo 
Laid him beneath the green earth in his lied, 

I tliou{;ht iny heart was breaking—yet I lived 
Rut 1 am weary now. 

MAHIAN. 

You must not talk, 

Indeed, dear lady : nay— 

CHARLES. 

Indeetl you nuist not 

AMALIA. 

Well then, I will be silent: yul not so. 

For etu we jotiiiiey ever should we take 
A swei’t l(M\e of our friends, and wish them well, 

And tell them to take heed, and l)e,ir in mind 
Oiir blessings. 8o, in your hre.isl, do.ir Cliarlcs, 

Wear the remenihianre of Amelia. 

She ever loveil you,—ever . so as might 
l{(?€<imu a molhei’s tender love,—nr> more. 

(Charles, 1 have livutl iu this loo hitter Avorld 
Now aliiiosl thirty seasons' you have been 
A ehild lo me for one third of that time. 

1 took you to iny bosom, when a hoy, 

Who scarce had seen eight springs come forth and 
vanish. 

You have a warm heart, Charles, and the base crowd 
Will fcG<l upon it, if—but you must make 
That heart <i grave, and in it bury dee]> 

Its young and U'iiutiful feelings. 

CHAnLSS. 

J will do 

All that you wish—all; but you cannot die 
And leave me. 

AMELIA. 

You shall see how calmly Death 
Will come and pri'ss his finger, cold and pale. 

On my now smiling lip : These eyes men swore 
Were brighter than the slurs that fill the sky, 

And yet they must grow dim; an hour— 

ClIAllLhS. 

Oh! no 

No, no oh! say not bo. 1 cannot lieai 
To hear you talk thus. Will you break my heart * 
j AMELIA, 

No: I would caution it against a change, 

That soon must liappeii. Calmly let ns talk 
When I am dead— 

CHARLES. 

Alas, Alas’ 

AMELIA. 

This IS 

Not as 1 wish : You had a braver spirit . 
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Did it come forth. Why, 1 have heard you talk 
Of war and dangcr->Ah !-» 

WsNTWOETH enters. 


UABlAIf. 

She's pale—speak, speak. 

CHABLES. 

Oh! my lost mother.—How!—You here 

WETtTWOBTH. 

I am come 

To pray licr pardon. Let me touch her hand. 

Amelia! she faints: Amelia I [5/(e dies. 

Poor faded fjirl! 1 was too hat's!)—unjust. 

CUABLAS. 

Look! 


She has left us 


Mother, revive, revive! 


MABIAM. 


CIItnLBS. 


It is false. Revive ^ 


It is In vain. 

CHARLES. 

Is it then 80 ^.—My soul is sick and faint. 

Oil! mother, mother. I—I cannot weep. 

Oh! for Mime hlindin(; tears to dim my eyes, 

So I mi{;ht not {'aze on her—And has Death 
Imlcod, indeed struck /ler,—so heaiitifiil ? 

So wronged, and never erring; so beloved 
Dy one—who now has nothing left to love. 

Oh ! thnii bright Heaven, if thou art calling now 
Thy brighter nngels to thy bosom—rest. 

For Id! the hrightest of thy liosl isgotic» 
Departed,—and the earth is dark lielow. 

—And now,—I ’ll wander far iind far away. 

Like one that hath no ronntry. 1 shall find 
A sullen ph-asuie in that life, and when 
1 say * I have no friend in all the world,’ 

My heart will swell with pride, and make a show 
Unto itself of happiness; and hi tiulh 
There is, in that same solilitde, a taste 
Of pleasure wliieh the snrial never know. 

—From land to lan<l I ’ll ro.im, in all a stranger, 
And, as the body gains ii braver look 
Dy staring in the face of all the winds, 

So from the s.ul aspects of different things 
My soul shall pluek n courage, and hear up 
Against the past.—And now—for Hindostan. 


TllK RAPE OF PROSERPINE. 


ThUsceao ii. wrllten In tmhntinn of, ntber than in •Irlctronformit; 
to, tlio mode orh’iuRtod by the Greek TraQir>writers. 


SCENE. 

The yaleof Ennu. 

PbOSEBPINE, VlRClRS. 
PBOSEBPlNB. 

Now come and sit around mo, 

And I ’ll divide the floweis, and give to each 
What moat becomes herbeauty. What a vale 
Is this of Enna 1 Every tiling that comes 


From the green earth, springs here more graciously; 
And the blue day, metliinks, smiles lovelier now 
Than it was wont, even in Sicily, 
fily spirit mounts as triumphing, and my heart 
In wliich the red blood hides, seems tumulted 
I By some delicious p.ission. Look! above, 

Above—how nobly through the cloudless sky 
The great Apollo goes!—Jove's radiant son— 

My father’s son : and here, below, the bosom 
Of the green earth is almost hid by flowers. 

Who could be sad to-day! Come round, and cast 
Each one her odorous heap from out her lap, 

Into one pile. Some we ’ll divide among us, 

And, for the rest, we *11 fling them to the Hours; 

So may Aurora’s path become more fair, 

And we be blest in giving. 

Here, this rose 

(This one half blown) shall lie my Maia’s portion, 

For th. 1 t like it her blush is beautiful: 

And this deep violet, almost as blue 
As Pallas’ eye, or thine, Lyeenin ia, 

I ’ll give to thee; for like thyself it wears 
Its sweetness, never obtruding. For this lily, 

Where can it hang but atCyanc's breast? 

And yet’t will wither on so white a bed, 
if flowers have sense for envy:—It shall lie 
Amongst thy raven tresses, (^ythcris. 

Like one 3t.ir on the bosom of the night. 

The cow'slip, and the yellow primrose,—they 
Arc gone, my sad Lcontia, to their graves; 

And April hath wept o’er them, and the voice 
Of March hath sung, even before their deaths, 

The dirge of those young children of the year. 

But here is hcart's-casc for your woes. And now, 

The honey-suekle floweiwl give to thee, 

And love it for my sake, my own Gyane: 

It hangs upon the stem it loves, as thou 

Hast clung to me, through every joy and sorrow; 

It flounshes with its guardian’s growth, as thou dost; 
And if the woodman’s axe should droop the tree, 

The woodbine loo must perish —Hark! what sound—7 
Do yc see aiiglit! 

cnoBUs. 

Rchold, behold, Pmserpina! 

Dark clouds from out the earth arise, 

And wing their way towards the skies, 

As they would veil the burning blush of day. 
And, look! upon a rolling car, 

Some fearful being from afar 

Comes onward. As he moves along the ground, 

A dull and subtemnean sound 
Companions him; and from his face doth shine, 
Proclaiming him divine, 

A light that darkens all the vale around. 

SBMiCHOBUS {Cynne). 

’T is he, ’t is he: ho comes to us 
From the depths of Tartarus. 

For what of evil doth he roam 
From Ills red and gloomy home, 

Id the centre of the world, 

Where tlie sinful dead arc hurled? 

Mark him as he moves along. 

Drawn by horses black and strong, 

Such as may belong to Night 
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Ere $he takes her momin(; flight. 

Tfow the chariot stops: the god 
On our grassy world liath*trod : 

Like a Titan stcppelh he, 

Yet full of his divinity. 

On his mighty shoulders lie 
Raven locks, and in his eye 
A cruel beauty, such as none 
Of us may wisely look upon. 

PROSSaPINK. 

ITe comes, indeed. How like a god he looks~ 

Terribly lovely 1 Shall I shun his eye 
Which even here looks brightly beautiful? 

What a wild leopard glance he has!—f am 
Jove's daughter, and shall I then deign to fly? 

I will not; yet, methinks, I fear to stay. 

Come, let us go, Gyane. 

Pluto enters. 

PLUTO. 

Stay, oh! stay. 

Proserpina, Proserpina, I come 

From my Tartarian kingdom to behold you. 

The brother of Jove am I. 1 come to say 
Gently, beside this blue Sicilian stream, 

Ilow much 1 love you, fair Proserpina. 

Think me not rude that thus at onre I tell 
My p.ission. 1 disarm me of all power; 

And ill the accents of a man 1 sue. 

Bowing before your beauty. Brightest maid ! 

Let me—still uiipresuming—say I have 
Roamed through the earth, where many an eye hath 
smiled 

Tn love upon me, though it knew me not; 

But 1 have passed free from amongst them all, 

To gaze on you alone. I might have clasp'd 
Lovely and royal maids, and throned queens, 
Sca-nymphs, and airy shapes that glide along 
Like light across the lulls, or those that make 
Mysterious music in the desert woods. 

Or lend a voice to fountains or to caves, 

Or answering hush the river's sweet reproach— 

Oh I I've escaped from all, to come and tell 
Ilow much 1 love you, sweet Proserpina. 

siMicHORiis (C^ane). 

Come with me, away, away, 

Fair and young Proserpina. 

You will die unless you flee, 

Child of crowned Cybele. 

Think of all your Mother's love, 

Of every stream and pleasant grove 
That you must for ever leave, 

If the dark king you believe. 

Think not of his eyes of fire, 

Nor his wily heart's desire, 

Nor the locks that round his head 
Run like wreathed snakes, and fling 
A shadow o'er his eyes glancing; 

Nor the dangerous whispers hung, 

Like honey, roofing o'er his tongue. 

* But think of all thy Mother's glory— 

Of her love—of every story 
Of the cruel Pluto told, 

Ani^which grey tradition old. 


s 


With all its weight of grief and crime. 
Hath plucked from out the grave of Time. 
Once ag.iin I bid thee flee, 
daughter of great Cybcle. 

PROSBRPINB. 

You arc too harsh, Cyane. 

PLUTO. 

Oil! my love. 

Fairer than the white Naiad—Fairer far 

Tlian aught on earth, and fair ns aught in heaven: 

Hear me, Proserpina! 

PROSBBPiai. 

Away, away I 

1 'll not believe you. What a cunning tongue 
He has, Gyane! has he not?—Away. 

Can the gods flatter? 

PLUTO. 

By my bunting throne! 

I love you, sweetest: I will make you queen 
Of my great kingdom. One third of the world 
Shall you reign over, my Proserpina; 

And you shall rank as high as any she, 

Save one, wilhiu tlic starry court of Jove. 

FROSBRPJNB. 

Will you ho true? 

PLUTO. 

I swear it. By myself !— 
Come then, iny bride. 


PROSEBPINK. 

Speak ihoii agsiin, my friend. 
Speak, harsh Gyane, in a harsher voice, 

And hid me not beliuve him. Ah! you droop 
Your head in silence. 


PLUTO. 

Come my brightest queen! 
Come, beautiful Proserpina, and see 
Thu regions over which your hiisliand reigns; 

His palaces, and radiant treasures, which 
Mock and outstrip all fable; his great power. 

Which the living own, and wandering gliosts obey, 
And all the elements.—Oh ! you shall sit 
On my illuminated throne, and Ih: 

A queen indeed; and round your forehead shall run 
GircIi'Is of gems, as bright as those which hind 
The brows of Juno on Ileav'n's festal nights, 

When all the Gods usscrrible, and bend down 
In homage before Jove.— 

PROSERPINE. 

Speak out, Gyane! 

PLUTO. 

But, above all, in my heart shall you reign 
Supreme, a goddess and a Queen indeed, 

Without a rival. Oh! and you hliall share 
My subterranean power, and sport upon 
The fields Elysian, where, 'midst softest sounds. 

And odours springing from immortal flowers, 

And mazy rivers, and eternal groves 
Of bloom and beauty the good spirits walk: 

And you shall take your station in the skies 
Nearest the queen of Heaven, and with her hold 
Celestial talk, and meet Jove's tender smile, 

So beautiful—— 

PROSIRPINR. 

Away, away, away t 
Notliing but force shall ever—Oh! away. 


T 
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I *11 not believe—Fool tliat 1 am to smile! 
dome round me, virj'ins. Am 1 then betrayed? 

<> fraudful king! 

PLUTO, 

No, by this kiss, and tliU. 

1 .am your own, my love; and you are mine 
For ever and for ever.—Weep Cyanc. 

CHORUS. 

They are gone afar->afar. 

Like the shooting of a star: 

See,—their chariot f.ides away. 

Farewell, lost Proserpina. 

• 

{Cyane is gratlunlly transjormed). 

But, all! what frightful rliange is here? 
Gyaife, raise youi eyes, .and hear! 

"We call thee—v.iiiily.—On the grountl 
She sinks, without a single sound, 

And all her garments float around. 

Again, ag:tin, she rihcs,—light; 

Her head is like a fountain bright, 

And her glossy ringlets fall, 

With a murmur musical, 

O’er her shoulders, like a river 
Tli.it rushes and escapes for ever. 

—Is the Fair Cyane gone? 

And is this fonni.nn left alone 
For a sad remcmbr.incc, where 
We may in after-times repair. 

With heavy heart, and weeping eye, 

To sing songs to her memory? 

Oh! then farewell: and now W’ltli hearts that mourn 
Deeply, to Dian’s temple will wo go; ' 

Hut ever on this day we will return. 

Constant to mark Cyaiie’s fountain flow : 

And h.iply,— for among us who can know 
The S(‘orets written on the scrolls of Fate, 

A d.iy may come, when we may cease oiirwoc; 

And she, redeemed at hast from Pluto's bate, 
llise in her lieaiity old, pure, and regenerate. 


THE FALCON, 


FrsdertQO, of tbs Albori|>hf fimily, lorod a ('ontlrifoinao, anil hsb 
lint reqiiiimt with like luvu ii|{ain. But, by bounlifal cxpencci 
Biui over Uheral invliationt, he wamod all bis bind* and goods. 
buMii5 aoibinit l«lt him I'ut n Hawk or Faulron. Ills ankiud inis- 
lrv«s happonolh in iximv lu Tlsit bint, and h« not linriBit any ttibrr 
rood for bar diuorr, niadi'u dainty dikb of bis Faiilcon for bi^ (o 
feed on. Boiui; lomtuerad by ibis exceeding kind eonrifsto, she 
<.biin|;od her former liairod lowanis him, accc|>Un(; biro as her bus- 
iMiid iu ninrria0e, nod made bia a man of wanllliy |»oisoss]oas, 

llo«.i.s<.ciu. (O/f/ froNffatiuN.) Fifth day : notel 9. 


SCENE I. 

Outside of a coftnge. Sunset. 

VHEOBBIGO (n?OM«). 

Oh ! poverty. And have I learnt at hast 
Thy bitter lesson? Thou forbidding thing. 

That hath Mich sway U|>oo this goodly e.arih. 

Stem foe to comfort, sleep’s disiiuicter. 

What have 1 done tliat thou sliouldst press me thus? 


Let me not say how I did bear me in 
I'rosperity ; much of the good we do 
Lies in its secret—but away with this, 

For here are skiey themes to dwell upon. 

—Now do 1 fee! my spirit hath not quite 
Sunk with my fortunes.—'T is the set of Sun: 
Ifow like a hero who hath run his course 
In glory, doth he die! Ilis parting smile 
ll.ath somewhat holy in it, .and doth stir 
Hegret, but soft .and unallicd to pain, 

To sec him quietly sink and sink away, 

Until on yonder western mountain’s top 
Lingering he rests at last, and leaves a look 
More beautiful than e’er be shed before: 

A patting present, felt by all that loved 
And flnurished in his warm creative smile. 

Nor unattended does he quit the world, 

For there’s a stillness in this golden hour 
Observable by all; the birds that trill’d, 

And shook their ruffled plumes for joy to sec 
Ilis coming in the morning, sing no more. 

Or if a solitary note be heard. 

Or the deep lowing of ilie distant beast, 

’T is but to mark the silence, lake to this, 

In the ga'at city the cathedral clock 
Lifting its iron tongue, doth seem to stay 
Time for a moment, while it calls aloud 
To student's or to sick-man’s watchful car, 

« Now goes the midiiight.n Then, I love to walk. 
And, lic.ii'k’ning to the Cliiiroh memorial, deem 
That sometimes it may sound a different tale. 

And upwards to the stars and mighty moon 
Send hollow tidings from this dreaming world, 
Proclaiming all below as calm as they. 

The sunlight ch.inges, and the tints are now 
Darkened to purple. Ua! a step: who’s there ? 

A Lady—0 (uana! 

Giana and her Maid enter. 


GIAMA. 

Yes, Sir: you 

Have cause to be sur[)rised. 

FBGUBRIGO. 

Not so, dear lady ; 

Honour’d I own that my poor dwelling should 
Receive so fair a guest. 

GIAITA. 

You do forget 

Past times. 


FRBIISRIGn. 

No, Madam, no ,* those times still live 
Like blossomings of the memory, kept apart 
For holier hours, and shelter’d from the gaze 
Of rude uncivil strangers ; and—and they 
Arc now my only comfort; so lest they 
Should fade, I use ’em gently, very gently, 

And water ’em all with tears. 

GIAMA. 

Yonr poverty 

Has made you gloomy, Signior Frederigo. 

FRIOERIGO. 

Pardon me, Madam:’t was not well, indeed, 

To meet a guest like you with sorrow: you 
Were born for happiness. 

GIAMA. 

Alas! 1 fear not 
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i FRSDBRIGO. 

GIANA. 

Oh! yes, yes: nnd you well l>ecome it, well. 

Nay, tell me; for some said you were ungrateful. 

May (frief ne'er trouble you, nor heavier hours 

FRBDERIGO. 

Weigh on so light a heart. 

I could not marry to his wish. 

GlAMA. 

giana. 

You well reprove me : 

Was it so* 

Light means unfeeling. 

frsukrigo. 

FRCDBR160. 

Thus simply : nothing more, believe it. 

Yet I meant not so. 

GIANA. 

Giana! let me perish by yonr hate 

I knew not this before. Adieu! [ Exit. 

If ever I reproach you: what .nm I, 

FRKPsnmo. 

Struck by misfortune, and the cliillint; touch 

She comes to dine—'to dine with me, who am 

Of l*overty, an outcast from my fortunes. 

A beggar. Now, wh.it shall I do to give 

Lavish'd and lost by folly— 

My Idol entertainment? not a coin : 

GIANA. 

Not one, by lloav’n, mid not a friend to lend 

'T was for me. 

The veriest trifle to a wreicli like me. 

FREDBR1CO. 

And she 's di^eendcd from lier pride too — no ; 

Oh! no, no : I liad many faults whereof 

No, no, she had no pride. — Now if I give 

The burthen rests with mu: then what am I, 

KxcuHiiigs, siic will think 1 'ni poor indiNid, 

That 1 should dare reproach you ? think no more on't: 

And say misfui fime starved the spirit hence 

Know me your truest servant, only that, 

Of an Italian gentleman. No more* 

And bound to live and die for you. 

She must he feasicf). Il.i! no, no, no, no, 

GIANA. 

Not that way : Any way hut th.if, Bianca ' 

No more, 

But let’s enjoy the present. 

Enter Bianca. 

MAID. 

This Lady comes to feast. 

My Lady, Sir, 

BIANCA. 

Is come to feast with you. 

On what. Sir? There 

GIANA. 

Is scarce a morsel . fniiis perhaps— 

'T is even .so. 

FHKnEHIGO. 

FRBDERIGO. 

Then 1 

f am too honour'd : Can you then put up 

Must take my giin and stop .i meal i' the air. 

With my (so poor a) welcoming ? if the heart 

BIANCA. 

Indeed could Lwish entertainment, I 

Impossible . there ts no tunc. Old Mars, you know. 

Would feast you like a queen : hnt, as it is, 

Frights every bird away. 

You will interpret kindly T 

IHkOEUlUO. 

blANA. 

All’ villain, 

Oil ! I come 

Shall die for't; biing him liiilier. 

To grace a bachelor's table; th.u is never 

OIAMCA 

Stored but with common viands. Now we ’ll go, 

Sir! 

And rest ns in your orcliard, Signior : 

The falcon ? 

The evening brccAt's must be pleasant tltcrc; 

FBEDERIGO. 

So, for an hour, farewell. 

Aye, that murderous kite. How oft 

FREOBniCO. 

Hath be slain innocent birds: now he shall die. 

Farcwel), dear Madam : 

’T is (it he should, if't were hut In requilal 

I hope you 'll find llierc some—ah 1 ’ware the step. 

And lie for once shall do me set vice—Onco! 

GIANA. 

Hath he not done it oft? no matter: Now 

'T is but an awkward entrance, Sir, indeed. 

1 'll wring his cruel head, and feast my queen 

FRSUBRIGO. 

Worthily. 

You 'll find some books in the arbour, on the shelf, 

BIANCA. 

Hplf hid by wandering honeysuckle *■ they 

He is here, Sir. 

Arc books of poetry. If I remember, 

FREDBRIGO. 

You loved such stories once, thinking they brought 

Where? vile bird, 

Man to a true and fine humanity, 

There—1 'll not look at him. 

Though silly folks arc wont to jeer them, now. 

BIANCA. 

GIANA. 

Alas', be *s dead: 

You *Te a good memory, Signior. That must be — 

Look, look! ahl how he shivers. 

Stay, let me count : aye, some six years ago. 

FRBDEBIGO. 

FRIDBRIGO. 

Fool ! Begone. 

About the time. 

Fool ! am not I a fool—a selfish slave ! 

GIANA. 

I am, I am. One look : ah there ho lies. 

You were thought heir, by many, 
Then, to the Count Filippo : you displeased him. 

Row was ’t ? 

By heav’n, be looks reproachingly; and yet 

1 loved thee, poor bird, when 1 slew thee. Hence. 

[ Bia nca exit 

FtBDIRlOO. 

Mars! my brave bird, and have I killed lltec, then, 

Qb 1 some mere trifle : I foiget 

Who was the truest servant—fed me, loved, 
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When all the world had left ine7<-»Ncver more 
Shall thou and I in mimic battle play, 

Nor thou pretend to die (to die, alas!) 

And With thy quaint and frolic tricks delight 
Thy master in his solitude. No more, 

No more, old Mars! (thou wast the god of birds) 

Shalt thou rise fiercely on thy plumed wing, 

And hunt the air for plunder: thou couldst ride, 

None better, on the fierce and mountain winds 
When birds of lesser courage droop’d. 1 'vc seen 
Thee scare the wandering eagle on his way, 

(For all the wild tribes of these circling woods 
Knew thee and shuiin'd thy beak), and through the air 
Float like u hovering tempest, fear’d by all. 

Have 1 not known thee bring the wild swan down 
For me, thy cruel master : aye, and stop 
The screaming vulture in the midille air, 

And mar his scarlet plumage—’ull for me, 

Who kill’d thee— murder'd dice, poor bird ; for thou 
Wast worthy of liuinanity, and I 
Feel with these shaking hands, as I had done 
A crime against my race. 

SCFNK 11. 

/t Room. 

Frbokrico. G|AN4. 

CUNA. 

You think it strange that 1 should visit you! 

FREDBRIGO. 

No, Madam, no. 

CIANA. 

You must: cv’n I myself 
(Yet I’ve a cause) must own the visit strange. 

FAEDERlGO. 

1 am most grateful for it. 

GIANA. 

Hear me, first. 

What think you brought me liidierT I ’vc a suit 
That presses, and 1 look to yon to grant it. 

FRBDERIGO. 

T is hut to name it, for you may command 
My fullest service. Oh! but you know this: 

You injure when you doubt roc. 

GIANA. 

That I think: 

So, to my errand. Gentle Signior, listen. 

I have d child: no mother ever loved 
A son so much: but tliat you know him, I 
W'ould say how fair he was, how delicate : 

But oh! 1 need not tell his sweet ways to you: 

You know him, Signior, and your heart would grieve, 

1 feel’t, if you should sue die poor child die, 

And now he’s very ill. If you could hear 
How he asks after you, and says he loves you 
Next to his mother, Signior— 

VRBDBBIGO. 

Stay your tears. 

Gan I do ought to soothe your pretty boy ? 

1 love him at my own. 

GlANA. 

Sirl 

rtiDiRieo. 

I forget. 


And yet 1 love him, lady: does that ask 
Forgiveness? Is my love— 

GUNA. 

Now you mistake me, 

I thank you for your love. 

VREDERIGO. 

Giana! How! 

QIANA. 

To my poor child: he pines and wastes away, 

There is but one thing in the world he siglu for, 
And that—I cannot name it. 

FREDBRIGO. 

Is it mine I 

GIANA. 

It is, it is: I shame to ask it, but 
What can a mother do? 

VREDERIGO. 

’T is yours, Giana: 

Aye, though it be my head. 

GIANA. 

It is—the fiilcon. 

Ah: pardon me: I see how dear the bird 
Is to you, and I know how little 1 
Have right to ask it. Pardon me. 

VREDERIGO. 

Alas! 

I do, from—from my soul. 

GIANA. 

1 feet my folly. 

You shall not part with your poor faithful friend. 
No more of it: I was cruel to request it. 

Signior, I will not take it, for the world. 

I will not rob you, sir. 

VREDERIGO. 

Oh! that you could: 

Poor Mars! Your child, madam, will grieve to bear 
His poor old friend is dead. 

GIANA. 

Impossible. 

1 saw it as I entered. 

VREDERIGO. 

It is dead. 

Be satisfied, dear madam, that I say it: 

The bird is dead. 

GIANA. 

Nay, this is not like you. 

I do not need excuses. 

VREDERIGO. 

Gracious lady. 

Relieve me not so poor: the bird is dead. 

Nay then, you doubt me still, I see. Then listen. 
Madam, you came to visit me—to feast: 

It was my barest hour of poverty. 

I had not one poor coin to purchase ff>od. 

Could I for shame confess this unto you ? 

I saw the descending beauty whom 1 loved 
Honouring my threshold with her step, and deign 
To smile on one whom all the world abandoned. 
Once I had been her lover, how sincere 
Let me not say: my name was high and princely: 
Hy nature had not quite forgot its habits: 

1 loved you still: I felt it—Cou/d I stoop 
And say how low and abject was my fortune, 

And send you fosting home ? Your servant would 
Have scorn’d me. I^dy, even then I swore 
That I would feast you daintily; I did. 
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, My Qobic Mnrftf iliou wast a glorious dish 
Wiiich Juno might have tasted. 

' OUN\. 

What IS lois ^ 

FREDERtGO. 

Wc have foastcsl on that matchless bird, to which 
The fabulous Phoenix would have bow'd. Brave biid 
lie has redeem’d iny credit. 

aikvk {a/ier (I pause). 

You have done 

A princely thing, Frederigo. If 1 e’er 
I'orget it, may 1 nut know happiness, 
bigiiior, you have a noble deiicntc mind. 

And such as in an hour of pain or pciil 
Methinks 1 could repose on. 

FREDERIGO. 

Oh! Giana! 

G1ANA. 

I have a child who loves you : for his mother, 

You’ve work’d a way iuto her inmost licurt. 

Can she requite you? 


And wander, hcart-link’d, through the busy world 
Like birds in eastern story. 

GIANA. 

Oh! you rave. 
rncnFRiGO. 

I ’ll be a miser of thec; v alch (hen ever; 

At morn, at noon, .it eve, .uul all the night. 

We will have clocks that with (heir siUcr uliiine 
Shall measure out the moments: and I ’ll mai k 
'I he tune, and keep Love's pleas.mi calendar. 
To-day I ’ll note a smile* to-morrow how 
Your bright eyes spoke-'how saucily, and (hen 
Bccord a kiss pluck'd from your currant lip, 

And s.ay how long't was taking; then (hy voice, 

As rich as stringed harp swept hy (he win«{s 
In Autumn, gendu as the touch that falls 
On screnader's monniil instrument— 

Nothing sli.all pass unheedixi. Thou shall he 
My household goddess—ii.^y smile not, nor sh.ikc 
Backwards thy clustoiing curls, incredulous: 

I sweat it shall be so; it shall, my Jove. 


FRRDKRIGn. 

How! what mean you ] Oli! 
Giana, sweet Giana, do not r:ii’>c 
My wretched heart so high, too liigh, lest it 
Break on its falling. 

UUNA. 

But it shall not fall, 

If 1 can prop it, or my hand requite 
Your long and often ttied ndehty. 

1 come, Frederigo, not .is young girls do. 

To blush .ind prcldly .iffecl to doubt 

The heart) know to he iiiy own. 1 feet 

That you have loved me well. Forgive inc tiow, 

Th.'it circumstance, which some day I’ll make known, 

Kept me aloof so long. My n.i(iirc is 

Not hard, although it might seem thus to you. 

FRfeOBRiGO. 

What can I say^ 

ni.\NA. 

Nothing. 1 rend your heart. 

FREiieniGo. 

It bursts, my love: hut 'l is with joy, with joy. 

(lianat my Giana! we will have 

Nothing but halcyon d.iys; Oh! wc will live 

As happily as the bees that hive their sweets, 

And gaily as the summer fly, hut wiser: 

1 'll he thy servant ever, yet not so. 

Oh! my own love, divinest, best, 111 be 
'Iliy 2$un of life, faithful through every season, 

And thou shall he my flower pcrcnniul, 

My bud of beauty, my imperial rose, 

My passion-flower, and I will we.ir thee on 
My heart, and thou shalt never, never fade. 

L’ll love tliee mightily, my queen, and in 
Tliesultry hours I'll sing (hcc to thy rest 
Witli music sweeter than the wild birds' song: 

And I will swear thine eyes arc like the stars 
(They are, they arc, but softer), and thy shape 
Fine as the vaunted nymphs’ who, poets feign'd, 

Dwelt long ago in wo^s of Arcudy. 

My gentle deity! 111 crown thee with 
The whitest lilies, and then bow me down, 

Love’s own idolater, and worship thec. 

And thou wilt then be mine? My love, my love! 

How fondly wilt we pass our lives together; 


Giana. 

Why, now thou 'rt mad iridciHt: mad. 

FHKDElllGO. 

Oh! not so 

There was a sfatiiary once, who love<l 

And wnrsliipped the while marble that he shaped . 

Till, .I*, (ho slory goes, the Gypnis' (|iiceii, 

Or smile such fine kiiid-hearlod deity, 

Touch’d the pale stone with life, and it became 
At List Pygin.ilion'H bride: hut tluH:—on whom 
Natuie had l.ivish'd all her wo.ilih before, 

Now love has toiirirdwith beauty: doubly lit 
For human wot ship thou, thou—let rnc pause, 

My breath is gone. 

GIANA. 

With ulking. 

PREDEftlGO. 

With delight. 

But I may worship thcc in silence, still. 

GIANA. 

The evening’s dark. Now I must go; farewell 
Gnul to-ruurrow. 

FREUERIGO. 
oil! not yul, not yet. 

Behold! the moon is up, the liright-eyetl moon, 
And seems to shofi her soft delicious light 
On lovers re-united. Why, she smiles 1 
And bids you tarry: will you disobey 
The J.4idy of the Sky ? beware. 

GIANA. 

Farewell. 


Nay, nay, 1 must go. 

FRBUBRtCO. 

Wc will go together. * 
GIANA. 

It must not be to-night: roy servants wait 
My coming at the fisher's cottage, 

F&BDBRIGO. 

Yet 

A few more words, and then 111 part with thee, 
For one long night: to-morrow bid me come 
(Thou hast already with thine eyes) and bring 
Aly lo.id of love, and lay it at thy feet. 

—Oh! ever while those floating orbs look bright 
Shalt thou to me be a sweet guiding light. 
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Once, the Chaldean from hia topmost tower 
Did watch the stars, and then assert their power 
Throughout the world: so, dear Giana, I 
Will vindicate ray own idolatry. 

And in the beauty and the spell that lies 
In the dark azure of thy love*lit eyes; 

In the clear veins that wind thy neck beside, 

Till in the white depths of thy breast they hide. 
And in thy polish’d forehead, and thy hair 
Heap'd in thick tresses on thy shoulders fair; 

In thy calm dignity; tliy modest s<;iKe; 

In thy most soft and winning eloquence; 

In woman's gentleness and love (now bent 
On me, so poor) shall lie my argument. 


TARTARUS. 


ni, qailiot impArlttm uit aninarnra, Umhrv^as Bilenle*. 
KiUiaoi, (>t I'lilvQfdiun, loca nuciu luM'oliaiate, 

Sit mlbi fa* andiiti lo(|uJ, Bit, nuniine vustro, 

Paodcre run altS lerrS vt lalifsiou luerBBB. 


The fint region of Tartarus is seen. In the distancr 
are tfie Jvttr riversi and nearer, just viiihte through 
Hie gloom, are the monsters asleep. A Spirit of 
Death is ivatc^'n^. 

SPIRIT. 

He lingers. Is the Sybil's spell so weak! 

Or doth the haunted darkness breed great fears, 

Which shake his manhood?—Hark! our Furies howl, 
Lock'd in Avcrnus, deep, lest their snaked hair 
Should hiss strange terror; and grim Cliaron lies 
Palsied by charms, and dumb; and there the wild 
Flamc>brcathing Hydra, and the brood of Dreams 
(All chainutl (o pillars of Tartarean bl.\ck) 

, Lie still,—save some, let loose to point the path 
Which skirts Cocytus' shore, and give the stranger 
Welcome from Proserpine,—our Queen. I[.trk!—No: 
Tis but the lazy Styx, whoso muttering waves 
j (Sadder than silence) to tlic populous strand 
Talk till the ghosts are moved. Again!—Away, 

It is the vexed flood of Acheron, 

Scattering its broken billows, till the din 
Touches the arched Hell, and moans, beside 
Its waters rising, discourse tab’s of sin. 

And human pain, and hope which will not die. 

Ho! who art thou?—the Moor? 

Guiomar enters. 


The Moor? 


GUtOMAR. 

The Sybil’s friend. 

spiaiT. 


GUIOMAR. 

The Spaniard, Spirit; though descended 
From the Miramolin, half,—the rest through veins 

Which blush’d to mix with Mauritanian fire._ 

Look! I have here a rare and glittering branch, 
Plucked from an Indian mine, where once it grew. 
Downed with precious fruits,—the emerald green, 

And the flushed amethyst, white pearls, and rubies 
Red as the dragon’s blc^, who watched (for Jove) 

The fruit all gold in gardens far away. 

Hesperian centincU— 


I 


SPIRIT. 

You come to see— 


GUIOMAB. 

1 come to visit 

Your kingdom, Spirit, where the ghosts abound 
To look upon yniir pale society. 

Already have I o’crmutchctl the Sybil's art, 
l(y darker spells that spotted the clear moon; 

And now I come to svllahle iny power 

Here,—in your Idack domain. That liag—SIic caiigltl 

Her incjniations from (he dreaming winds, 

B ibbicrs of common tales* bill / have words 
The wealth of an Araliian wizard's brain, 

Accents diaw'ii from the thunder,—from celipsc; 
Infcrprciniions of the rebel lulls, 

When Farth was in her .'inaieliy; from blasts 
Tliai blow hot deutli: From waves that kiss the clouds; 
From clouds that spit their spite out on grey hairs ; 
From the dumb ice, from rains and hurricane :— 

Thus am 1 armed, dull Spirit: and beside 
With poisonous unguents, which no man uncliarmed 
Can touch and die not; and with drops, like gall, 
Wrung from the adder when its hate was highest; 
Parricide tears; and rich Kgypli^n dust 
(Stol'n from a pyramid)—which once was flesh 
And bore on 'ts swarthy brow a jagged crown.— 

What more?— 


SPiniT. 

1 claim the word. 

GUIOMAR {mutters a word). 

Hal hearest tliou^— 

SPIRIT. 

1 obey. 

GUIOMAR. 

Come, then: We *11 look 
Upon your monstrous boasts and giant lies, 

And shadow.s made immortal hy great pain,— 

Dcalli .ind the howling Titans, and proud kings 
Who shook their heads nt Ilcav'n, and beasts that covt-r 
Acres of Hell,—insolent prodigies. 

Whose fables cheat us into feur. 

SPIRIT. 

Behold'— 


{The shadow ofTyphon it seen). 

Wli.it see’st thou?— 

GUIOMAR. 

I see the shadow of a dusky snake, 
Curling its leagues of scale, and writhing hiHier ,— 
Away!—'t is dragon-headed, with bright eyes 
Fiercer than fire. 

SPIRIT. 

This was the famous son 

Of Terra, wlio once scared the Gods from Heaven, 
And planted terror on Olympian heights. 

Begone! 

GUIOMAR. 

T is gone; and from the oozing earth 
A man comes upwards. 

{The shadows of Tantalus and his children rise.) 

SPIRIT. 

Ay,—this was the Lydian; 
(Pluto’s dear ofl^pring too)—the same who sate 
At the God’s golden tables, and drank life; 
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But stoic tliu ambrosian cheer aod nectarout wiuc: 
And so he fell from Heaven 

a 

UUIOMAK. 

Hush those hoarse voices. Hark! 

spiaiT. 

They wtU be heard. 
Ghobus (f'urtei). 

AriseO waters, rise I 

While we sin^;, and mock his eyes. 

Touch his chin, and tempi his lips, 
Quick!—and vanish ere ho sips. 

Let the fruit before his eyes 
Wither as the shadow Hies 
At a touch, until he scream 
Maddened at tlie hungry dream 

CU10M4B. 

Why, this is mockery base cnoii{'h for earth. 

\o more, no more. Melhinks his p.illid cheeks, 
bean and dr.twn inwanls, move my p.iin. Away! 
Sec, from his children how he turns his eyes, 

Struck ))y the liLssing scorn. Alas, (•rcat (eajb' 

SMBIT. 

Pass; and come onwards thou,—Son of the Winds'. 
Who married the AtLintcan Mcro{M!,— 

Who brake immortal oaths,—who tried to chain 
Death in thy palace—— 

(77ic Shade of Sysiphus is seen.) 

GUfOMAR. 

All! Sec where he (oiU. 

Hark! how his sinews crack: and wli.it a load 
Of stone he slru{>gles with—he straius —Away ! 

Look' where it thundem down. 


SPIBIT. 


T' is Sisyphus. 


6U10MAB. 


Let the sad shadow (;o. 


SPIRIT. 


'T is pone. 

{It passes, and the Torment of Ixiott appears ) 


SPlBlT. 


lie looked 


Lust on the airy Juno,—the sky queen, 

And on her white breast fed his fiery eyes 
•Till sense forsook him. In mad ravishment 
He clasped her- 

GUIOMAR. 

O a brave villain! Clasp her’ what? 

* SPIRIT. 

Her shape—a cloud it w'as, no more; and yet 
Fairer than Iris when June rains arc pone: 

And thence was born the Centaur. 


GUIOMAS. 

T is enouph. 

And inoK‘, hut for her name, (beautiful name I) 
Apave! 

SPIRIT. 

llisc!—Arise, dauphter of Cadmus! 

Nurse of the son of Semcic! (AAe appears.) 

gviiimar. 

Is this 

Apave?—Oh ! where is her cruel eye? 

Where is the flushinp cheek,—the rape,—the lips 
Stained black by Bacch.vnalian revelry?— 

Delicdt'st tliinp! has story done thee wronp, 

; Flower of llermionu, and Hod away 
Thy whilcncsii? Oh! no purple drops am here * 
Nothinp, save beauty which miplit shame the skies, 
And lustrous looks softer than starlipht.—Hush! 

She fades—she fades: a phantom then?—She’s pone 
Where is she pone,—oh! where? 

CaoRUS. 

Into llie air—into the air; 

Whuie the stricken shadows fly 
Who must never face the sky. 

To her ciidlcs-s tusks of woe 
Sad Apave hies 

Downwards, as the plummet flics 
Throuph the watery worlds below. 

GUIOMAR. 

Did the scene alter. These pale siphls oppress me 


What comes? 


SPIRIT. 


GUIOMAR. 


GUIOMAR. 

Wlio'she, 

That turns for ever on you anpry wheel? 

There—? 

SPIRIT. 

The Thessalianlie who his friend decoyed 
And burnt to dust; and when preat Jove took pity 
Upon his pain (for lie was scorn’d by men) 

And raised him to blue heaven, and pave him to drink 
Olympian wine, prow mad. 

GUIOMAR. 

How mad? 


Oh! perilous crowds:—By scores, and scores,— 
Hundreds,—and thousiinds,—on each other's heels 
Treadinp like madmen or swart idiots, 

Sliriekinp and hellowinp; some, some with their hands 
Clasped on their hearts, some with fixed eyes, and tccUi 
Clenched like a vice.—Ila! look! 

SPIRIT. 

The mad Cassandra:— 
And he who follows, clad in shininp arms, 

W.as madder: lie could drink, and fiplil, and conquer. 
Beyond his fellows:—He,—who tears his beard, 

Was yet most wise; and be who, foMuwiap close, 

Sn.irls like a hound and spits upon the wind, 

Was a proud fool,—no wpc. 

GUIOMAR. 

! Diopencs! 

' A iicppar in his dtink were belter. Ha! 

Onw.irds rom<is a blind man with hoary hairs. 

By a fair child attended. 

SPIRIT. 

Antipone. 

GUIOMAR. 

Matchless Antipone I 

Kven in Hell thy feme is beautiful. 

Why is she hei%? 

SPIRIT. 

She fuels no pain ; but lives 
Hear to her father, here, wlio else would piue 
Thouph in Elysium. 

! GUIOMAR. 

' *T is a pracious doom. 

I Minos hatli judged ihcc well. But who is this’ 
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(77te shadow of Ctesar conie«.) 

Hethinks 1 8cc a bald and laurcU’d crown, 

And fierce sad eyes beneath it. 

SPiaiT. 

This was he 

Worshipped the dark Bellona. Wlien he trod 
Past tlie red river with ambitious step, 

Home, his ^rcat country, fell. 

GUIOMAR. 

ll.i!—Few like he 

Honour'd the purple, and with sword and pen 
Writ their so proud renown. A sadness lies 
In his sunk eye, white lips, and temples pale 
Is it remorse? 

SPIRIT 

Despair. 

GUIOMAR. 

He never knew 

The coward pain on earth ; hut your foul air 
Engenders the bad passions,—craft and fear. 

SPIRIT. 

He is but what he was. Your earth hath bounds 
Wide enough for all passions. Like great Hell, 
Mounting Aiiihition has dethroned your Gods, 

(Your (Jods of dust) and laid them prostrate,—thus. 
Pass to thy home. 

(77ie shadow fades.') 

Tliou muscst, Guiomar— 

Thy thoughts are away,—on earth. 

GuioMsn. 

Give me to sec 

Adramalech,—my father's slave, who uiiight me 
First how to grasp a lance; and my brown cheek 
(Then scorch'd by fifteen summers) smoothed in praise 
Whenever I struck the ring, lie was a fellow 
Fit to unlearn the Gods. Throat-<lecp in sin. 

He led me with him, through tlic frantic dance 
And the red revel. As the Trojan once 
Waked Palinurus fnmi hisdre.im of death, 

And bade him tell why he, a pilot s:ige. 

Tumbled amongst llie billows, so will 1 
Ungrave the swarthy Moor. 

SPIRIT. 

Arise, arise! 

{A shadow rites.) 

GiriOWAR. 

^y>—this is he: Yet his rich colour’s gone. 

And he’d a speaking eye,—hut these are dumb. 

Sorrow has Iniich’d him, here, perhaps despair. 

Speak! fiow is't with thee now, Adrainalcchl 
Was'there provided no Elysiaii home 
For thee, old master,—none? 

ADRAWkLECIt. 

None, Guiomar. 

GUIOMAR. 

Wliat hast thon done for this? 

ADRAMELECIl. 

Oh! spare me, spare me. 

CUIOMAR. 

Speak! what hast done ? Hast made insolent love 
To the black queen?—no matter; thou 'rt forgivn. 

ADRAMBLBCn. 

Oh! ask me not. I slew— 


GUIOMAR. 

Be dumb. A horror 
Numbs me'T is hut a guess,—but such a guett! 
Adrainclcch!—slavish Adramclccli, 

Whom my great father spared from'stripes and chains! 

ADRAMELECH. 

My kin had ransomed me, but that he chose 
To buiy my life— 

GUIOMAR. 

Thou base bloody slave: 

He saved tlice, cherished thee. 

ADRAMELECn. 

He gave me gold, 

But kept back freedom: Then I swore to cast 
Vengeance U|>ou him Thee, his son, I train'd 
To devilish arts, and turned thy blood to sin; 

Thy thoughts to wishes which good men abhor; 

Thy love to lust; thy hopes to unbelief; 

And him—1 murder’d. 

SPIRIT. 

Go. 

(The shadow fades.) 

GUIOMAR. 

Begone I Fine spirit. 

Lend me thy fire—thy fire. Where is my sword? 

Gone! then may the sharp pangs- 

SPIRIT. 

His doom is writ; 

Burnt on the iron books, us firm as fate. 


GUIOMAR. 


O murderous villain I— 

SPIRIT. 

I«ook! 1 change the scene. 
Awake, bold Guiomar. Lo 1 we have sights 
Shall shame thy Spanish boasts. Look up! 

GUIOMAR. 

I scarce can look.—What is’t?— 

1 sec a city which some moaning flood 
Clasps in its fretful arms: and now—words, like 
The arceiiis of .i drowning swimmer's longue. 

Gurgle into mine e.tr, and Htifled shrieks 
Seem horn amidst the liillows, and then die. 

SPIRIT. 

List' In this pool (upon whose unsunn'd waves 
The city of Deulh is built, a h.iuriicd isle), 

'J he spirits of the damned are, doomed lo waste 
An age. Its troubled waters, which no wind 
Ever did fawn on, are stirr'd up by groans, 

And struggling wretches whom the torment stings. 
Look! The white foam thou see'st—is theirs. 


GUICMVR. 


SPIRIT. 


Alas 1 


Pity not, thou whose art darkens the moon. 

Did not the crafty Sybil teach thy soul 
Courage as well as truth? 

GUIOMAR. 

1 tremble not. 

But on my human cars some sounds will fall, 
Which sting me into pity. 'T is the curse 
Of my compassion that it meets with scorn. 

Swear thou some monstrous oath and bid it die!— 
Methiiiks my soul, which now was bound about 
By dauntless strength, shrinks in this evil air. 

Look! how the blasted flowers and curling shrubs 


DRAMATIC SCENKS. 


45 


SPIRIT. 

They sleep,—and drcajn, 


Droop their black heads; and blood-rcd poppies weep, 
And horrid drops stand like Marcn^ma dew 
Upon the sweatin{; boii{;:hH, and from hiifyc roots 
(Crook'd like a vulture's claw), the poison runs. 

I tread on ashes—Faithless, faithless Hell! 

(live foi ill your fra^’rance! Kid your winds blow out! 
Uain balm on me, and in my faint ears pour 
Sidohian music, and the moonlit sonjjs 
Of Syria,—till I sleep. If {pims he here, 

Fume the dull ether with their sweets, and let 
Rise incense,—tlioti(jli to llen\cn. 

O Granada! 

Where are your njotinlains now, where arc your (jrceii 
Forests and dawniuj; slopes, on which the day 
Kisses his pearly food and odorous dew? 

O Grianadu, my country t in whose arms 
Sleeps the rich blessing that once filled my life 
With love (such love!}—upon what frightful shore 
Am 1 forsaken ?— 

SPIRIT. 

Droop not, Guiomar. 

Slill hast tlioii much to sec in these dark realms.— 
Thou hast adopted us and our p.ile race. 

Wc 're hrolliers; think oil Ihiit. For the base earth— 
Forget It. 

GUIOMAK. 

Ha'—1 sec a man who (lies, 

And one who like a Fury follows him. 

SPIRIT. 

That is a Dream. 

GUIOMAR. 

No more! 

SPIRIT. 

What would’st thou more ? 

Spirit to spirit is as (IcaIi to tiush. 

Ilis torinunt is as great as theirs whose backs 
Arc cut by tin; kriolli>J sc«urg<s and he thou sec'st, 

Who by yon llaine-likc* vapour wastes for davs. 

Suffers us martyrs do, when htood-fed crowds 
Choke lip the streets of Seville. There, look there ! 
Slmdows are touch'd hy pily. They hut dream 
Of that fierce acting which now mocks Uimc eyes, 

And yet they weep. The lean* of Spain are hoarded : 

But these—ha, iia, ha!— 

GUlUMAR. 

Stop thy hollow laugh : 

It rings like a dcath-pcal through me.—Why rejoice 
That the dull Spaniards feed thy God with blood ? 

SPIRIT. 

They feed the fools who sway them, priests and kings. 

GUIOMAR. 

Rail not, infernal! Thoiigli the iaxy blood 
Of the gross prelate and the filthy monk 
.Stagnate, unless't is moved by sbiieks and tears, 

The time jfcall come—1 see a glorious time, 

When the weak nursling, who hath fed on groans 
From his red cradle up, no more shall stanch 
flis diivelling folly with the mourner's hair; 

Nor tlie fine patriot's spirit be trod to dust. 

Ila! look I—wliat scarlet sliarnc steals along,—there ? 

SPIRIT. 

It is the Cardinal- 

CUIOMAB. 

Ho, ho! Justice has caught 
! A saint at la^t. But where are all your kings? 


Bound down to liery beds by golden chains. 

We pay due honour here. 

GUIOMAR. 

llastt/iou no king* 

SPIRIT. 

Ay,—if thou darcst behold. 

GUIOMAR. 

1 dale. 
sPiRir. 

Then My — 

Shadows and spirits; and ye towers, vloiid-biiill, 

Sliakc into air! Open your liaimtcd giiies 
Palace nf the great Uc.ith! Tnrinuiils .iiul PaiiiB, 

Who rack the hody. and make mad the mind, 

Appear, appear! And llinu, hy whose gruiit will 
I am, Prince of the grave I wlinm shape or spare 
Never encompass'd, but ihroiigh Karlh and air 
And the orb’d stars dost reign, and here in Hell, 
Appear!— 

Now, Spaniard, brace tliy heart, and gaze! 

GUIOMAR. 

I Kt'cm to look on 

A sh ipcIcsH cluiul,—yet somi'iliiiig mocks my sight 
Ikdiiud. And now, niciliinks, npiise tv>o ilironcs. 

And fiom the hark of one onl-llamrs a stiir, 
t)'ei that a phosphor ghny hangs,—a ciiiwn, 

Alt studded like Oi ion's hla/iiig hidl; 

'T is laicifer’s—I know 'l:—ihe ollirr's hid, 

(dnmhvl,—yri, midst the gloom, a hrnlish shape 
(lake a shiuiik iimmniy) sits. Is In- your king? 

spiRir. 

Re patient, thou shah sir. Mr.inwliilr, look here. 

GUIOMAR. 

Ha! On each side,—in ranks, like courlirisdrawn, 
Refoic home w.u-propp'd monarrh, stind iiercr Shapes. 

SIMr.lT. 

•Mark me; Yon figure with the .ulder’s longue 
And tiger-headed, isihc Pam whose lonch 
Rages lik«.‘ fire: That thin shape, pale as stone, 

Is P.ilsy. that—Despair, with cold blank eyes; 

And he who shakes is Ague, hand in h.uul 
NYilh the flnsh'd Fever and blue IVsldnice; 

And there, smoIIii like a bull, the Dropsy lies. 

That—that is Madness. 

GUIOMAR. 

Which? 

SPIRIT. 

That beast, whose brain 
Is stung he hornets, till he niwks the rnonn 
(Far ofQ witli howling. Il.'irk! dost thou not hear 
How the w'olf laughs? 

GUIOMAR. 

A shuddering sound. No more. 
SPIRIT. 

How! Dost thou tremble ere thy time be comc^ Guiomar! 

I GUIOMAR. 

i My Lord! 

I SPIRIT. 

I Ha, lia! thy lord is here. 

I OUIOHAR. 

t 

I 1 do not hear your Furies. Rid them howl. 

. Methinks their voices, though so fierce of late, 

I Would soothe me. 
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SPIKIT. 


Dost tliou ftiar>—The ground thou treadst 
Is holy. In the presence of great Death 
Nmm conic« save these (his court), and I who hunt 
Myriads before liiaii—>for his food is flesh. 


oniOMAa. 


bet's go. Stand thou aside, insolent slave! 
I ML force my path. 


SPtBlT. 


Uy me ?—Look well upon me. 


GUtOMAH. 


Tlinu—tbou art changing: Ha' 

Thy bulk is swelling to a giant’s size,— 

And thy face blackens.—Ah! thou Vt Deaths 

srinir. 

I am his minister. Once,—when I drank 
Numidian air, I was a jinni'e, anointed, 

Crown’d, worshipped like a tear. Thousiinds of slaves 
Iteiit at my footHilnol, and 1 built up towers. 

And razed great hills, and cut deep lakes that chain’d 
Se.i unto sea. 1 foiindeil pyiiiiiiids, 

Wliirli shook, when thunder spake, tlieir pointed heads 
At Heaven, and through the eloudy midnight lead 
Itliick secrets, and did act alarming spells, 

Av, tempted the bright siai^ (they waned) and dragg’d 
A planet frniii its path, which rnsh’d aside 
Flashing and flaming, mining orlis and worlds,— 

/ tiiil it ;—hut the pale Sickness liow’d my soul. 

And I, who was adored and call’d n Goil, 

Felt myself fading:—then I pray'd to Death 
To linger,—and he linger’d : while I swore 
To yield to him my immortality, 

If that 1 was immortal,—and he siriiled; 

.\nd lie agreed,—and In! I am his slave. 

GUIOMAB. 

A potent slave: alas!—Now let us go. 

11a!—look! The shadows fly—the Riius—they fade, 
'fhey arc not real! 

sriniT. 

Nothing is real, save Death. 


OUIOMAR. 


SPIRIT. 


And thou—? 


I am the frenzy of thy brain, 

A mockery:—See! 

GUIOMAR. 

Thou fadest—Suiy!— Diabolus! 
Thou cheater—Ha! what storms are these let loose? 
What raging! Hush!—I hear sounds like a whirlwind 
Sweeping along; and oaths that drown the thunder; 
And the gloom trembles where the lightning looks; 
And the parch'd ground doth quiver as 1 tread. 
Spirit!—lie *s gone: aud ail are gone—sstve One 
Curtain'd behind you cloud.—False Spirit!—Ha! 

Look at his fiery track ! How lie Itcsliides 
The Iiurricaiie, and through the thick air darts 
Back his bright scoin! Hush!—Hark!—the Horror 
laughs. 

A void is heard. 

Guiomar! 

GtllOMAR. 

Ha! who whispers! 


VOICE. 

Guiom.ir!— 

Re ready! Thou bast earned immortal life 
And I, thy Lord, expect thee. 

GUIOMAR. 

Ilcav'n! 

VOICE. 

Prepare!— 

Thy home is made : Thy labours are appointed : 

Thy name is writ amongst my pomp of slaves, 
behold! I bid thee welcome Death, thy king ! 

(T/ie Jigure o/Death ii seen.) 

GUIOMAR. 

11.11 Ghastly Phantasm !—Turn iliy pallid leer 
Away: it sickens me. Meihinks 1 stand 
Full in the leopard's eye:—What arrowy light 
He shoots out—Ha! begone, thou blasting dream! 
Touch me not—come not—Ah! niy limbs .ire lock'd. 
{The arrow strikes tiim us the figure fades). 

Oh!-'T is a wintry bolt,—colder than frost: 

but rankliiq;,—rankling. Oh’-Who laughs above?— 

1 hear thee, spiteful Spirit: and 1 come. 

Down to the lower gnivos, o'cr-scaled by crime, 

I go, to make thee mirth,—leaving for aye 

This strange and melancholy wilderness.- 

From the rich Spain I came (a bright blue air) 

Tu look upon these heaths and sunless shores, 

With no companion : —but a wizard’s step 
Must stop not, till it treads the lowest depths. 

Oh! how I drcained that I might spread my name 
(Once—once!) amongst a wide posterity, 

And build up a renown, like lasting brass; 

And be hereafter told of, as a man 

Who sold his birthright (pleasure) for great fame— 

And now 1 die,—wither'd: yet will 1 die 
bravely,—for so I lived. 

Infernal Halls! 

Yc everlasting halls of Grief and Shame! 

Where arc your crowds, your shapes, your wild array 
Of dictnons, and Tartarian chivalry? 

Whereare yoiirGods,—crown’d Sin and thcgaunlDcath, 
To herald me?—I claim all sovereign pomp. 

For to your cloud-black kingdoms never came 

A mightier than to-day.-lla ! look!—I see 

A flam< of horsemen rusli against the wind; 

And bony crow'ds pass by with clattering feet; 

Hydras and giants, and wide-gaping suakes; 

And hissing dogs, and vultures that drop blood; 

And the wild women with their crawling hair,— 
Avaunt!—and look ! the enormous Briareiis 
Comes, and foul Typhon drags his scaly train 
Here,— here! —Away!—Dash down your burning rain! 
Stifle me,—slay me,—quick !— {he fetlls.) 

-O Lucifer! 

Prince of the mormng, to thy radiant arms 
Take me, for now 1 die. To tfiec—(who wast 
Banished from all the Heavens to tread dark Hell) 

Star of a stormy world! alone I yield. 

If there be pity left 'midst tliy despair, 

I Pity me. I have erred—and—dared—like thee, 
j Ambition was my God;—and it was thine. 

! Pity me—fallen——fallen. [Diei. 
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Mivatmola ; 

A TRAGEDY. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Trb fact of a father having married the lady betrothed 
to his son, occurred in the case of Philip the 11 of Spain, 
and of D'Kste, one of the Dukes of Ferrara. This fact I 
have borrowed, as well as the rireiimslaiicc of the father 
condemning his son to death. In other resperts, (he 
Tragedy is, as far ns 1 know, original. Tiic charncaT 
of the sensitive Mirandula, more particuhirly, i.s unhor- 
rowed. 

I must not let this opportunity pass of saying (hat I 
owe much to Mr Marready, the tragedian, whose kind 
.and valuahic suggestions induced niu to concenlrate (lie 
incidents in the latter p.irt of the play more than 1 had 
originally intended to do. 


DRAMATIS persona:. 


JouN, Dukr of .Virandoln. 

Guido, his Son. 

IItcomto, Son of Isabella. 

Tuiio j 

Ghkhalui, n Monk. 

Curio. 

Marc.o, an Innkeeper. 

Pksaro, Andrba, PtFRO, Noblef, Servnntiy etc. 

IsiDORA, Duchess of Afirandola. 

IsARKLLA, .Sirtcr of the Duke. 

Beatrice, IVifc of Marco. 

SCGNE~’//C and near Afiran<fo/a, tn Italy. 


MIRANDOLA. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

The Outer-yard of an Inn on the Road to Mirandola. 
Beatrice entersfx^m the Inn. 

BEATRICE. 

I thought 1 lieard the trampling of horses. Marco!— 
There arc so few travellers who pass this road, that really 
we must make (he most of .ail who come. Hark! (hat 
'was certainly a horse’s step.—Marco!—There, again : 
somebody is certainly coming. {She listens). 

Marco enters. 

* MABCO. 

By Saint Peter, this will be a rare day to go to sleep in. 
There 'll be nothing awake to day but the sun, and my 
wife. Why, Beatrice, what’s the matter ? An* you bent 


double licforo your lime? She looks like Fine-ear, in 
the Fairy talc, who listens to hear the grass grow, llca- 
trice! 


UKATRICk. 


Hark! don’t you hear? 


MARCO. 


Hear? no . and yet<—lla! 1 do hear something now. 
Suiiiu travellers, I suppose : yes, they are now almost 
rinse to mk They slop. Ah! (here they arc at the i-inl 
of the orchard.—Go in, {;u in and prepare hreakrasl lor 
them. There never yet was a traveller who had'nt a 
gooil appetiic. (Beatrice goes in). A good clever gii I 
that, though she talks more than she need at times; 
hut, what!—there 's no one perf<‘Ct. Now if thesi; 
gall.inis should hr roming to the mcrry-riiaking at 
Court, whirli was held yesterday, in Iioiior of llir Duke’s 
marriage (hat happeiUNl some lime ago, why they 'll br 
a day (oo late, that’s all.—So, who is this? 

Anroea enters. 

A'S l>H kA. 

Are you (hr landlord of ihis house? 


MARCO. 


ANDREA. 


I am. 


Thi‘Duke’s son, I.nrd Guido, is hrre on his way hoiiii: 
from Naples. Get some refreshment irady, and he 
fpiirk. 

MARCO. 

The Dukr's son? 

ANDREA. 

Yes.—Why what’s (hr matter? The Duke's son, I a.'iid. 

MARCO. 

What, he w)jo died? 

ANDREA. 

Died [—Nonsenne! how could lie he here if he died ' lie 
was only wounded. 

MARCO. 

Not dead? that's odd. Is he coming to the Court feast? 

ANDRFA. 

W'c've heard of no feast, Wliat is it far> Is any body 
married, or dead’ 

MARCO. 

[lush! your master’s here.—Beatrice! 

Guido, Casti, and Jvlio enter. 

JULIO. 

Ah 1 Signior Casti, you were gallant ever, 

At home and in the field.—Here, fellow; show 
Our servants where the horses may be housed. 

Bbatbicb enters. 


I will, my lord. 


MABCO. 


CASTt. 

Take care of mine,—a grey. 

GUIDO. 

This is the prettiest girl that I have seen 
Since I left Naples. 
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nBATRICE 
Oh! my lord. 

C4STI. 

You have forgot poor Bayard. 

GUIUO. 

No indeed, (lood fellow, 
Go with tliift man, and he will show you wheie 
A herry-brown horse is panting, wet and white 
With foain.—C-arlo *s gone onwardsl 


JtlLlO. 


SERVANT. 


ouino. 


Yos, rny lord. 


That horse—he is a friend of mine (the best 
j That ever bore a man through blood and death); 

J Take carcllenl raie of him as yuu expert 
Ucquiul. |3 Iaiico and Servant eAreunt. 

Thanks, good Casti, many thanks : 

Old Bayard too should ih.iuk you if he could. 

JULIO. 

Now, hostess, wo are hungry travellers : go 
And strip your l.inlcr of its best: we come 
With desperate thoughts against it. 

GUIDO. 

Pretty hostess! 

Are^ou the hostess of tins pleasant place! 


I Yes, iny lonl, yes. 


UKVrRICE. 

cASri. 

You make her blush. 
JULIO. 


Xo more.—Good hostess, hie thou in and quickly make 

'I hr host of preparation - we shall be 

With thee anon. [Beavrick exit. 


GUIDO. 

^Yu shall come to thee soon. 

JULIO. 

Why, my dear loid, tliis peasant seems to take 
Your fancy. 

GUIDO. 

Oh I 1 like a pretty face 
At court or in a cottage. 

CASTI. 

And in camp* 

GUIDO. 

No; there one's thoughts are taught to swerve 
Froin their more ii.itural hent.^l hate the camp ; 

I hate it's noi.seiind stiff p.ir.ulc,—it's blank 
And empty forms, and sLitoly courtesy. 

Where betweea bows and blows, a smile and a stab, 
There's svarce a moment. Soldiers always live 
I la idleness or peril: both are bad. 

CASTI. 

1 fear that you are right, indeed. 


JULtO. 


GUIDO. 


How! right! 


1 am— 

Give me an intellectual nobler life; 

Not fighting like the herded elephants, which, 

Bcckou’d hy some fierce slave, go forth to war, 

And trample in the dust their fellow brute. 

But let me bvc amongst UigU thoughts and smiles 
As beautiful ns love; with grasping hands, 

And a heart that flutters with diviner life 
Whene'er my step is lieard. 


Why, what is this! 


CASTI. 

A picture of a happier lot, dear friend, 

Than you and 1 have known. 

JULIO. 

Mad I not seen 

You both fight liravely,—better than myself, 

I should have doubted you.—What! rail at war— 
IJright-eycd Bellona?—Oh! for shame, for shun . 
I must forswear your company, my lord. 

For me, I like all folks who follow war, 

Down to the very s uttler ; 1 am even 
Friend to the commissary. 


GUIDO. 


Ay, when you run 


In debt. 


CAST!. 


With empty pockets. 


Me feasts his friends. 


GUIDO. 


CASTI. 


Or—or when 


Or falls in love, and wisliis 
To give a (rifle to some girl. 


GUIDO. 

Indeed, he is too much addicted—while I speak, 

1 grieve to talk thus of him— 

JULIO. 

Afornl Lord! 

Oh! this is well. Goon; ind.bignior, you 
Who smile but once a week (then not for j«y),— 
‘» You smile now; yet, you must lemember Ct is 
Scarce two ^ears since), at Baia:, a pale girl, 

Who lived so iniioli in private! 


Slio was unfortunate. 


CA6T1. 


JULIO. 


Spare her: nay. 


And you! 

GUIDO. 

Wax kind 

I know the story: touch not on it now. 

It is a melancholy ulc, fit only 
! For the (ire-side and winter. some dull day, 

> Whcii the clouds leave .i shadow on your brow, 
1 *11 tell it to you. 

CASTI. 

Be content; I was 

Her friend,—a father, but no more; believe *t. 

JULIO. 

Must I! Well, be it:»—but this hostess stays 
A long time ere she summons us, methinks. 

If 1 eat double't is no fault of mine. 

1 may as well go in,—and- 


GUIDO. 


But be civil. 


JULIO. 


Civil? I '11 be as loving. 


CASH. 


Ay, and brief 


' The realtor U re(|aMied to obterre that tbe pait8({ee between 
inTerted coumai ifani « a are omitted on the repreteatatioD of 
ihe Tragedy. 


DRAMATIC SCENES. 


In your discourse. 


And th' hostess! 


curno. 


I shall keep watch o’er you. 


JULIO 


GUIDO. 


' Ay; over both wolf and lamb. 

[Julio exit into the inn. 

C^STI. 

I ncvcnii^ you in so {jay a mood : 

Have yoii heard news? 

GUIDO. 

No;—-no. 

C4STI. 

I fear I've marred 

Your {jaiety. 

GUIDO. 

Ah ! no:’t was but a trick 
To cheat away sad folly.—I have heard 
Nothing: my courier never, as you know. 

Returned: my letters are unanswer'd:—From 
My father (yet he was kind once) I might have borne 
This fearful silence; but from her—Oh! her 
Whom like a star I worshipp’d—Pshaw 1 my eyes 
Arc like a girl’s to*ddy. I've no doubt 
Rut all is well. 

CASTI. 

I hope so. 

GUIDO. 

Ay; I hope. 

Why should I fear?—you do not fear? you know 
Nothing, good Casti, of my love ? 

CASTI. 

Nothing ’ be calm. 

GUIDO. 

I know not how it is; 
• But a foreboding presses on my heart 
At times, until I sicken.—1 h.ive heard. 

And from men learned, that before the touch 
(The common, coarser touch) of good or ill,— 

Tliat oftentimes a subtler sense informs 
Some spirits of the approach of * things to be.’ 

Fate comes before its time; like Hope or Fear 
Reverting on the soul, with surer aim. 


CASTI. 


GUIDO. 


What more?' 


Oh! I've a deep dull sense of pain to corns 
Clinging upon my heart. 

CASTI. 

So lovers talk; 

And feel, perhaps. • Suspense to them is as 
A hideous ghost, changing its shape for ever. 

Thus, in wild evenings, children’s fears, you Know, 
Shape devils out of shadows.t—Oh! he gay. 
Morning will soon he here, and she you sigh for 
Will smile these dreams away, 

GUIDO. 

May it be so! 

Let’s talk no more of thU at present.—Where 
Is Julio? 

CASTI. 

Likeliest by the cottage fire, 

Helping the pretty hostess. 

GUIDO. 

Let us go. 

You think, t^ien, she—~ 


CASTI. 

Oh! I think 

Not of her; save that she is fair and true. 

Stifle those fe.ir8 ; why, in some three hours hence 
You 11 see her. 

GUIDO. 

So 1 shall, indeed. 


CASTI. 


Her health in purest water. 


Let’s drink 


GUIDO. 

No: in wine. 

CASTI. 

In wine, then, be it. High Falemian? 

GUIDO. 

Ay, 

In nectar. Why, mctliinks, these dreams of mine 
Are almost banished. 

CASTI. 

With yourself remains 

The power to do't. Be lord of your own mind. 
The dread of evil is the worst of ill; 

• A tyrant, yet a rebel, dragging down 
The clear-eyed judgment from its spiritual throne. 
And leagued with all the base and blacker thoughts 
To o\erwlicliu the soul. » But come, our friend 
Waits, and—the pretty hostcmi. 


GUIDO. 


Is firm as't is in battle. 


There: my hand 


CASTI. 


So it is. 

Now then: nay, go you first. 1 ’ll follow. 

SCENE II. 


[fxeunt. 


ji Garden of the Dukes Palace, 

IsiDonA, Isabella, IIypolito. 

* ISABELLA. 

Cheer ihcc, dear sister: nay—these mournful looks 
Shame all our smiles. 

BYPOLITO. 

Dear aunt' 

ISABELLA. 

Were I the Duke, 

I should be jealous of your grief. 

IS I DOHA. 

Madam! 

ISABELLA. 

Indeed.—A jealous thing is happinets,— 

And delicate too, for round it all must be 
Warm like itself and pleasant, else it flies, 

Like summer birds from winter. 

ISIOORA. 

Yesterday,— 

Its ceremony and toil have worn me down. 

Forgive me for it: 1 am scarcely used 
As yet to your court splendors.—I shall I>e 
A Duchess shortly, such as you could wish. 

I was not born, you know, to princely pomp. 

And it sits ill on me. Hypolito! 

Why are ^ou sad, dear boy! I thought I was 
The only mocker here. 

ISABELLA. 

'Wake, dreaming child! 

: Your aunt, the Duebeas, speaks to you. 
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HYPOLITO. 

Dear lady. 

[ Takes hiDoaVs hand. 

ISABELLA. 

A pretty gallant: time he ’ll break 

A promise smoothly. -- ^ 

isinoBA. 

1 hope not; yet there are 
None of hit faithless sex who cannot feign. 

ISABELLA. 

Except my brother 7 

ISIDOBA. 

Ay : except the Duke. 

But come, HypoUto; 1 never hear 
Now how your falcon llieK, nor of die barb 
Your uncle gave yon.—flow is tliis 7 it was 
A true Arabian, was it not 7 

UYPur.lTO. 

Indeed 

I scarcely know. I have not rid of late. 

ISABELLA. 

He keeps lits ch.imbcr. like a l.tnguid girl, 

And reads romance.--* Indeed, I scarcely know—* 
Why that was lisp’d forth like a girl.—For shame! 
What do you know then, sirrah? 

avroLiTO. 

Oh! I know 

By heart, by heart, those gentle stories which 
My Aunt (before she was my Aunt) gave to me, 

And told me witli a smile, such as I never 
Saw on her face again,—‘ Tliesc lines were strung 
By frenzied Tasso whom a princess scorned, 

And tltese flew forth from Ariosto's quill. 

And these sud Petrarch, who lamented long 
haura his love, once writ; and some there were 
Inscribed by great Boccaccio’s golden pen. 

Mirthful and mournful, fit for every heart.* 

ISABELLA. 

A pretty list: .ind is this all you read? 

Oh! 1 must look to you.—The father comes; 

In haste, it seems. 

Gberaldi enteri. 

Well, father? 

OBERALDI. 

The fair blessing of the day 

Best on you all.—Madam, my duty bends 

Before yQU. 

isiboaA. 

I am thankful, father, for 

Your blessing. 

ISABELLA. 

Thanks, Cberaldi; but you came 
In haste. Sir: how was this? Have any news 
Reached our so quiet place ^ 

HTPOLlTO. 

I do not like the book you gave me, father. 

ISABELLA. 

Silence 1—You do not answer, father. How! 

ISIDOBA. 

Gome here, Ilypolito, come. 

[IstPOBA and Uypolito tatk apart. 

ISABELLA. 

In your look 

I read a—something that 1 would not read. 

The Ducheas hears us not; you need not drop 


Your eyes thus cautiously. Speak freely to me; 

What is’t? 

OaSSALDI. 

Be patient, Madam: you will need 

Great store of patience. Guido-' 

ISABELLA. 

lid! spe.ak lower.—llypoliio! 

IIYPOLITO. 

Talk kindly to'me. 

ISABELLA. 

Well; 

Kiss me, and now begone: the father has 

Some words for me. Perhaps, dear sister, you—— 

ISIDOBA. 

I was about to leave you. 

ISABELLA. 

Du not think 

I wish that: but some busincM, such as you 
Would think but tedious, calls me hence. 

ISIDOBA. 

Farewell I 

[IsiDOBA and IIypolito exeunt. 
ISABELLA. 

Father, if 1 can read your mind (and now 
I oQght to read it), you have news will call 
My spirit into action :—Is it so? 

Well! I can act. How I can think, you know. 

How I will give my cunning force, and weave 
Tlie subtle threads of many a project ’round 
My victim's bruin, thou—thou sIuiU sue. 

OHERAI.D1. 

I have 

Not told my news. 

ISABELLA. 

I see it ere you speak. 

It is of Guido: he has then discovered ? 


Not so. 


GHEBALDl. 

ISABELLA. 
Then all is well. 

GBRUALni, 


Why, still not so. 

lie has not yet discovered— 

ISABELLA. 

Father, speak. 

Am T to guess .and guess and still mistake, 

Whin' you, with ail the tidings on your tongue, 
Keep all from me? What you know, boldly speak. 

GRKBALDI. 

Lord Guido, then, is wellth.it is some news; 
j for when we last heard of him, he lay sick 
; Upon his bed at Naples. 

ISABELLA. 

Yes,—go on. 

GRSRALDI. 

He knows not of his father’s marriage yet: 

But being impatient at the silence which 
ills Isidora, and his father kept. 

He left the South (forgetting smaller ills) 

And conies straight to Mirandola! 

ISABELLA. 

Indeed! 

He most be stopped. 

GHiaALDI. 

He should have been, had I 
Known of his emning; but he is here already. 



MIHAIVDOLA. 


What! not arrived ? 


Before hU foUier. 


ISABBtLA. 

■ 

GUBBALDI. 

In two tiours hence he 'll stand 

ISABBLLA. 


His coining. 


Has the Duke yet learned 


No: I *ve kept the secret; but 
It musS^c known, and quickly. 

ISABELLA. 

And those letters— 

Those letters of the Duke; they never reached 
Guido at Naples—of this you are sure! 

GBBBALDl. 

Never; nor those he wrote unto the Duke, 

Except that one first telling that he lived; 

(Dead Gaspero was an honest knave to us—') 

I hold them safe: for in them lies my life. 

ISABRLLA. 

Why then go bravely to the Duke ; 

And tell him Guido comes: tell him, at once. 

That all the hri(>ht tears Isidora shed, 

Dropped for his son. 

6BKRALD1. 

lla! bnt I cautioned her 
(Because the Duke was jealous) when she heard 
Tiiat he still lived and loved her, to conceal 
The name of Guido.—[low shall this be answered ? 

ISABELLA. 

Wlio can betray? Wliy did she marry him* 

GnBRALIH. 

Nay,—'t was her mother’s want— 

ISABBLLA. 

Well, well: now gi> 

Dnlo the Duke (I know his humour well) 

And tell this. Of his marriage you can 8ay~— 


GHBBALOl. 


What» 


GHCRALDI. 


ISABBLLA. 


You can hint that Imply Guido may 
Clothe him in ignorance,—perhaps pretend 
He wrote to say he lived, and so forth : ha? 

Tell him of Guido's friendship for those men— 

Those men who did rebel: and you can show 
How good a casuist you are, father, when 
A doubt springs up; and you can pour a balm 
(You have both sting and honey, like the bee) 

If there be need, and—pshaw! I school my muster. 

GHERAI.DI. 

You Hatter, gracious lady: you are still 
A keen diplomatist: you surely cannot 
Need my |>oor service. 

ISAOELLV. 

What is this’—Gheraldi' 

W’but 18 it you ask? 

GHBRALDl. 

Nothing: no, though you said- 

ISABELLA. 

i say so still: my interest at Borne 
Is great as ever. You shall have, be sure, 

The Cardinal’s hat, when old Galotti dies. 

GHBRALDl. 

Have I your wonl for this? 


ISABBLLA. 

Sir, be content; 

I give my honourable word. 

GBIRALDI. 

Enough. 

ISABELLA. 

And now farewell. Be careful. Sir; 

: Hitd successful, and the conclave shall 

Have Its most subtle spirit to boast of yet. [Exit. 

I GHBBALDI. 

Dear lady, fare you well.—Now for the Duke. 

11c is as shifting as the April wind: 

I And how to break this news I know not. Guido 
By this has got my letter, and knows tluit 
His love is here; no more. And now—and now. 

Shall I go on ? Pshaw! rather shall 1 doubt? 

Do 1 not see those earthly gods mine own, 

Power, wealth, high reputation T (holy clieatl) 

Like dazzling sun^beams on my stricken eye 
They lilind, yet lead me onwards. 1 shall be 
A Cardinal: Aye, Pope perhaps. What more 
Need I to teach me wisdom ? Now for the Duke. [fxit. 

SCENE Hf. 

The Duke’s private chamber. 

Duke and Isidora discovered —Ute Dukb writing. 
Curio uiaitinjp. 

DVKB. 

Here; send this pacqiicl, niy good Curio, 

Unto our brulhur Mantua: this dispatch 
Unto Modena, You have nothing else 
To speak of? 

CURIO. 

Nothing, gracious Sir. 
nUKB. 

Farewell. 

Yet stay, if—no, 't was nothing; fare you well. 

[CuBio exit 

Forgive me that 1 thus neglect you, love. 

—Why, my dear Isidora, yesterday 
Has worn you to a shadow. 

ISIDORA. 

Oil! not so. 

DUKI. 

In faith it has.—Dear girl, 1 know you hate 
These empty piigcantiies. Jove! so do 1. 

1 'd rather lie in battle, and weighed down 
By Sled and iron than by these idle gauds. 

But we must play our part, my sweet one, in 
This silly world. Could I order things here, 

Half of the moon 1 'd waste in war: the rest M 
I *d give to Cupid. ' 

ISlDOBA. 

So : not all to love then ? 
nuKB. 

Why, no—yet I am wrong; for Oli I with you 
Who could desert the chamber for the camp 
Not I. 1 would be with you ever—ever. 


That were too long. 


ISIDORA. 


DUHB. 


Too long, my Isidora? 
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ISIOOSA. 

ISIDORA. 

Ay: * Eyer* w a long time, my dear lord : 

I am glad you are so calm. 

Lore haa no auch eternity. 

DUXB. 

DVKB. 

Why are you glad—why glad, 

Indeed! 

My Isidora? You can ne’er have cause 

ISinOBJL. 

To dread my anger? 

Indeed, 't is so. Life even liaa its end ; 

ISIDORA. 

And love cannot be longer sure than life. 

Ohl I hope not. 

DUKE. 

DUXE. , ‘ ' 

It is: or else *t is nothing.—Did I think 

Yc ' 

That in the narrow limit of this world 

Could never dread me, Isidora? 

Sweet love were bound—■ Did / fear that beyond 

ISIDORA. 

These earthly barriers (which our winged thoughts 

Never. 

Still strive to over-fly, and still in vain), 

For never could 1 do you wrong, my lord. 

Lore were no resident,» I would—but you— 

DUKE. 

You are a traitor to the rose-crownM God. 

iMy own sweet love! Oh! my dear peerless wife! 

1 'll kiss you in revenge. 

Ily the blue sky and all its crowding stars 

ISIOOSA. 

I lore you better—Oh! far better than 

You should not punish 

Woman was ever loved. There’s not an hour 

One who is ignorant only. 

Of day or dreaming night but 1 am with thee: 

DUKE. 

’I'licrc 's not a wind but whispers of thy name, ' 

Punirii! Mow! 

And not a flower th.it sleeps beneath the moon p 

Will that be punishment? I said that I 

Hut in its hues or fragrance tolls a tale 

Would kiss you, love. 

Of thee, my love, to thy Mirandola. 

> ISIDOSA. 

Speak, dearest Isidore, can yon lovo 

1 I know it—in revenge. 

As I do? Can—but no. no; I shall grow 

DUSE. 

Foolish if thus I talk. You must be gone, 

True; In revenge. Revenge is bitter sweet: 

You must be gone, fair Isidora, else 

And in its rich completion lies as well 

The business of the Dukedom soon will cease. 

Gall ns oblivious biilm: a paradox 

I speak the truth, by Dian. Even now 

Of passion is revenge. ’Tween you and me, 

GlierahU waits witliout (or should) to see me. 

Fair Isidora, let it never live, 

Ill faitli, you must go: one kiss, and so, awayT 

ISlDOnA. 

ISIDORA. 

1 hope not, Sir. 

Farewell, my lord. 

DUKE. 

DUKE. 

It shall not, Mark ! 1 speak 

We ’ll ride togeilicr, dearest, 

More boldly here than you. I know my heart. 

Some few hours hence. 

And yours too can 1 read. 

ISIDORA. 

ISIOOSA. 

Just as you pl(^sc; farewell! 

What! read my heart? 

[Exit. 

DUKE. 

DUES. 

I spoke in jest: you tremble: I am calm 

Farewell! With what a waving air she goes 

(You see’t) as conscious love—or fate—or death. 

Along the corridor. How like a fawn ; 

ISIOORA. 

Yet statelier.—Hark! no sound however soft 

I'm often thus: pray take no heed of it. 

(Nor gcnilcst echo) telleth whea she treads; 

You trembled too, I thought. 

But every motion of her shape doth seem 

DUXE. 

Iluilnwed by silence. Thus did Hebe grow 

Feel that I do not. 

Amidst the Gods, a paragon: and thus— 

[Puts out his hand. 

Away' 1 'm grown the very fool of love. 

ISIDOBA. 

I did not note your hand, but through your voice 

CuRio enteri. 

There ran a tremulous chord which made me—think. 

CURIO. 

DUXE. 

The father— 

Of what? 

nURK. 

ISIDORA. 

Bid him come. [Curio exit. 

That you were angry; nothing more. 

I never saw 

DUES. 

My beauty look so well: ■ the summer light 

Oil! then you far mistake me. I am not 

Becomes her, though she shames it, being so fair. 

A leaf blown to and fro by every brcatli; 

Metliinks 1 've cast full twenty years aside. 

1 am as stedfast as the oak;—ay, more. 

And am again a boy. Every breath 

• As little to be shook or turned aside 

Of air that trembles tlirougli the window bears 

From my vowed purpose as the band rock, 

Which when the blasts of thundering winter tear 

The pines away from Uicir strong rifted holds, 

Unusual odour. ■ 

1 

GBsnALDi enters. 

Loolu calmly as though't were sunshine still,—and 

Welcome, father, welcome: 

sm^.B 

If you have any good to ask, be quick, , 

_ • 


mirandola. 


For I am bountiful to-day. The tide 
Of my free humour cannot last—nor ought, 

Else should I soon be beggar’d What's i' the air?— 
Some subtle spirit runs through all my veins. 

Hope seems to ride this morning on the wind, 

And joy outshines tlie sun. Why, what is this! 


My gracious lord! 


Speak out. Your tone is cold 
As the i;^^ing sound a footstep strikes from out 
The frosted earth. 1 am like spring, rejoicing. 
Father, I hate these mournful moods: I hate 'em. 
Be joyful, Sir, or look so. 

GHBBALOI. 

My dear lord, 

1 have some news, which, while this spirit lasts, 

1 almost fear to tell. T will strike cold on 
Your mind, my lord; hut—but it must be told. 
Your son, my lord.- 

DUKE. 

How! wcllj go on. 

GUERtLDI. 

Lord Guido will be hui'c, my lord, witliin 
An hour. 

DU KB. 

Again, Sir,—speak again. 

CIIERALDI. 

Your son, 

Lord Guido will be here within this liour. 

DUKE. 

I *m glad to hear it. 

Hu uses little ceremony : well! 

How learned you this! 

CHERALDI. 

Uis courier has arrived, 
Who left him scarce two hours ago: he then 
Was coming lather straight. 

DUKE. 

lias he not written! 
GDRRALDI. 

He has not; hut—(and this indeed seems strange), 
His servant say.s—(hough this must he surmise— 
That his young master still is ignorant of 
Your higlmcssT marriage. 

DURR. 

That 'a impossible ’ 

1 wrote to him twice—more. 

GHEKALDt. 


GnEEjaDi. 


DUKE. 


Yes, Sir; but—— 


Speak! 


DUKE. 


GBBKALDl. 


GEBBALDI. 


Never! 


DURE. 

Never. 1 feel a faintness o’er me. Never. 

Did he—did he— 

gberaldi. 

Another lime, niy lord, 

i^el s speak of this. As to your son’s return— 

DUKK. 

Monk I 1 must have your answer. 


My lord, that he- 


GaERALDl. 


DUKE. 


Well. 1 have heard 


I listen : go on. 


CIIERALDI. 


That he 


Once loved the Duchess. 


DUKE. 


Awake! 


How I great Heaven! am 1 


CDFRALDI. 


But what? 


Did your highness ever hear the name 
O' the friend the Duchess mourned so? 

DUKE. 

Never: she 

Wished not to tell it; so, although my mind 
Dislikes such secrets, 1 have never asked. 

GHKBALDl. 

Lord Guido then never confided his— 

Attacliment to you T 

DUES. 

Uis—bis! Never. 


I would not have disclosed this talc 
To your Highness, but- 

DURR. 

Be Hifcnt. Can it be 

That he (I know not wliut I suy) has been 
Deceived ? 

CHERALDI. 

Your Highness wrote Ui him before 
Your marriage !—No. 

DUKK. 

No, not hefore '(: we thought 
That he was dead; yet when the news (glad news 
I thought it), came that still he lived, 1 sent 
Direct to Naples. 

CHERALDI. 

True? hy Casp^jro. 

DUKE. 

hut whercrore,—nay, how was’t you dared conceal 
I'i'om me that he had loved her? Speak to that. 

GHEBALIII. 

I thought it a boyish fancy. Soon to change. 

Yet that he loved her once (madly) I can 
i\vouch. 

DUKK. 

Hu is not upt to change. 

GHEIlALIil. 

Why that— 

When first I knew he had not written home, 

Struck on my mind. 1 own iU 

DUKE (aAi’de). 

—Upon mine 

D falls as cold as winter. You should not 
Have kept it from me. 'T was a fault. 


GHBBALOI. 


DUKE. 


Nay, Sir,— 


O Heaven! had 1 but known for whom those tears 
Were shed;—but still she weeps; Ah! wherefore ilill! 
He is alive. 


GBERALDI. 


My lord! 


DUKE. 


Derhaps he comes 



54 


BARRY CORNWALL’S POETICAL WORKS. 


1 




Here to reproach, or make a show of grief: 

Perhaps—Did you not speak ? 

OBIKALDI. 

Yes, Sir; your son— 

DUBK. 

Did I not watch him through his headstrong youth; 
This fault forgiving and forgetting that— 

His friendship with that false Vitelli, whom 
f hate as I hate shame—his strange request 
For those three rebels (that was never cleared), 

Marni, Saletto, Hossil you know this. 

GBSaALDI. 

If 1 might but advise— 

DUIB. 

Do dumb, Sir. 1 
(^n he my own good counsel. Did I not 
Write, and so kindly tool • Did—did lie come 
Quite straight from Naples ? 

GBBEALDI. 

Yes, my lord; I hear 
lie only staid at Count Vitellis house; 

And there not long. 

DUKB. 

At Onint Vitclli’s? He 
Can never pass that traitor's den. What spell 
Doth drag him Chore? 

GRKBALni. 

None that I know of, Sir, 

Rut,» M.iy I now advise? If aught lie wrong 
Touching Vitelli's friendship with your son 
(Tliough 1 hope nothiug is wrong), or—or if 
He loves the Lady Isidora still,- 

DUBB. 

Death! thou false monk!—Sir, if your tongue but utter 
A word of that—What I love her? love! 

GHERAbOl. 

1 meant——— 

DUKB. 

You said he loved. 

GRBSALDl. 

Did I ? ])ray pardon me. 

This news has ruffled me, my lonl. 1 heg 
That you 'll forget. My mouth is Hllcd to^ay 
With errors. 

Duxe. 

Yet should he indeed love her? 

GIIBKALDI. 

if then, my lord, your son should but pretend 

To love, and urge you to injustice- 

DUKB. 

^ Ha! 

That’s well—well thought of. Oh! there's many aknavc 
About me (that 1 feci) too ready still 
To second oid Vitelli's bloody hand. 

C’an he be foe to me ? 1 will not think it. 

Yet I 'll be ralr^ and wary. 

oassALDi. 

’ Some one comes. 

Carlo enters. 

0 

CARLO. 

Your Highness! 

DURR. 

Speak! 

CARLO. 

Lord Guido will be here 

Almost—— 


___ ■ 4 .' 

DURR. 

Go to him, good Gheraldi. Leave us. 

[Carlo exit. 

Receive him, father, and before he comes 
To me, inform him (mark if honestly 
He take the news), that 1 am married.—When 
You have told this, sny that I wish his presence : 

Yet, first announce him; so 1 may learn how ^ 

Uis soul is bent to cunning. «. - ** 

GBRRALDI. 

1 am gone, 

DURR. 

Take good note, Sir, 

GRBRALOt. 

] will. 

DUKI. 

Be sure you do! 

[Exeunt separately. 


ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

A CourUyard before the Palace. 
GaRRALDr 
GHBRALDt. 

He must not sec the Duchess yet. These scenes 
Of tears .and quarrel but ill suit a court, 

And the Duke loves decorum.—Now have I 
Been confidant to father, and to son,— 

To her (by virtue of my calling)— her, 

And the proud Isabella. Had 1 uot 
A cowl, 1 fear a blush at times might tell 
A story. Guido knows his love is here; 

(Thus much I've written to him), but that she 
Is Duchess here, he knows not: so,—he comes. 

GUIDO (wic/tout). 

Hal lial—well, as you please: I shall expect you. 
Giai )0 enters, and is passing over in haste. 
GRERALOI. 

My lord I lord Guido ! 

GUIDO. 

Ha! Gheraldi, you? 

Where‘s Isidora! Is my father well? 

GHBRALDI. 

Your father bids- 

OUIDO. 

1 '11 see him presently: 

But where's my love? 

GHERALDI. 

He has commanded me— 
OUIDO. 

Not now, not now. 

Where is she? 

GUBRALDI. 

First, hear tlie Duke's message; nay. 

GUtDO. 

Now by my soul, I sbatt be angry with you. 

Say to your lord some ten,—five minutes hence, 

I ’ll seek him in his study. You oppress me. 

Whut do you mean that thus you shake your head 
In silence—or is't sorrow!—Ha! she's dead ? 

GHERALDI. 

Not so, my lord. 


DttAMATIC SCENES. 


GUIDO. 

Why, all is well thenyet 
(What do you mean?) you seem to mock my joy, 
And lay a leaden band upon the win{js 
Of all my hopch.—Oh! Isidora, where, 

Where are^ou loiterinj; now when Guido’s licre? 
ItyTlTB bright pod of love, I ’ll punish you, 

Idler, and press your rich red lips until 
flies. 

GBEEALDI. 

✓ My lord: nay, do not frown. 

I have a story of deep interest, Sir. 

It is my duty (my sad duty now), 

To break unto your ear some tidings. 


GUIDO. 

GBSsaLni. 

Your father, my dear lord, is married. 

GUIDO. 


Quick! 


So'- 


Reasons of state- 


GnERALDI. 


OUIDO. 


Keep 'em, good Monk, I have no stomach now 
For any food but love. 


Gi[BllAf.DI. 


Strong rcason.s did induce my lord (’t was when 
You were reported dead) to seek a hrirle. 
lie left the common courw* that nionarchs use, 
And chose from out the land he govern'd, one 
Who might have shamed the world. 


At least. 


GUIUO. 


GHEKALDl. 


That was not well, 


I mean she w<is so fair, my lord. 


I mark you. Well ? 


GUIDO. 


GBERALDI. 


Cliosc his daughter? 


GUIDO. 


GHBRALDl. 


Not; not—not thus. 


GUIDO. 


How then ? Speak I Is my heart 
Bursting ? What is't I fear? My very soul 
Is sick, and full of some dismay, as though 
Fate were upon me. If—I dare not ask: 

I dare not, though a word would end it all. 
Ghcnildi I no, no, no: silence awhile: 

I will not hear thee now. Oh! heaven and eartli! 
If it were so—it cannot be: it shall not. 

Yet if it were—— Oh! Isidora, you, 

^What^uu—She is as constant as the stars 
That never vary, and more chaste than they. 
Forgive, forgive me tliat 1 slander thee 
Even in dreanu. Gheraldi, now I 'll listen, 

And you shall tell your tale. 1 was a fool 
Just now. Forgive me, father:—now. 

GBERALDI. 

I said your fatbw did desire a bride 


From out his realm. Navarro's daughter then 
Was woo d: now she is married; but he had 
Two nieces. 

GUIDO. 

Ay, I sec't. My f.ither saw 
The lady Julia: yes, 1 see how 'i was; 

It was so, was it not ? 

CaERALDI. 

He saw licr there. 

GUIDO. 

Ay, ay : she was a pretty girl when Inst 
I was at home : and so he mairiurl her? 

GUSRALDI. 

He saw them both, Sir, with a favouring eye. 

The lady Isidora (hen iii tears— 

GUIDO. 

True; they might not become her: yet she's fair. 
When joy is in her eye't is like the light 
Of llenven: blue, deep and ethercul hiiie. 

I would not wish a wife more hentiliful; 

Ami, were she hut a Saint, I'd worship her. 

S,ul Isidora I Did thine eyes indecti 
Shower diamond drops for me? My gentle love! 
k But Cmdo (thine) is come at last to kiss 
The Ic.irs away for ever. Ilappiriem 
honks out to find ihcc ; shall it look in vain? 

GHbUALDI. 


May I proceed, my lord ? 


GUIDO. 


Where were we? 


I had forgot. 


GBEnALDI. 


I Wiis telling ilintt) Your fatlicr 
Saw Count Navarra's nieces, ami preferr’d 
The cider. 


GUIDO. 


You—you said he married Julia. 


My lord your father (urged 
By some state policy, and fearful lust 
Your death should snap the link yourfriendship formed 
'Tween him, and Count Navarro,)— 


No, my lord: no. 


My lord! I- 


GBERALDI. 

GUIDO. 

Whom then? it cannot be. 
CUERVLni. 

GUIDO. 


Monk! speak out: Curse on my trembling. 

One word—a single word. Now:—though your breath 
Carry damnation (as I think it does) 

To every hope of mine, he quick, quick.—Now. 

Stun me with sorrow, lest 1 feel too much, 

And slay tlice. What's her name—my father's bride? 


'T is Isidora. 


GBERALDI. 


GIItDO. 


Thou has done't. 

GBERALDI. 

My lord! 

Look up, my lord! So—there: you 're very pale. 
Nay, for your fathcr’K sake. 


GUIDO. 


Ha! ha! ha I hal 


GBERALDI. 


Lord Guido! I—Gheraldi—speak to you. 

Oh ! well: I see you know me now. Not so. 

Nay, look more cheerfully.—You 're better now? 
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GUIDO. 


Thou*~thou kncw’ftt all my love. Thou busy priest- 


My lord. 


CaBBALDf. 


GUIDO. 


Thou pander to my fathor’s wish 
(He is no father, 1 disown him). Thou— 
Thou busy meddling Monk. 


GUBRALDl. 


This is not well! 


My lord, my lord, 


GUIDO. 


Away! my mother? Oh \ my mother was 
As pure as purity. I will not talk 
Of her who it —yet oh ! what pity *t is 
That one so fair shonid now b(> full of blots, 

And tiiat a face which love had breathed upon 
Should now be scarred all over. Once, I thought 
That in her eyes (how beautiful they were!) 

Her soul shone out. 

GRBRALDI. 

If you will let me speak— 
uuioo. 

But she is grown a harlot in my sight. 

IrVhat! married to my father, to my father! 

What! smile upon the son, and wed the sire, 

Because—there's some strange cause. What blinding 
spell 

Is there now hung between us and llie Moon; 

That dims the sights of women ? There’s a cause : 

I dare not guess : 1 will not. 

GBEBALDl, 

ftlay I speak! 

GUIDO. 

Father Gheraldi, you have done your errand. 

Tell the Duke of Mirandola, his Son 
Is now at ease.—Say that the news at first 
Was somewhat stirring: hut that he~ay, he 
Forgives—forgets; no, never, never can 
That son forget that all his life was blighted. 

Say what you will, Sir. 

GHERALDI. 

But your father, now, 

Espects you. 

GUIDO. 

I'm too gallant, Sir; so tell him. 

I *11 pay ray duty to the Duchess first; 

Unto my—mother, since it must be so: 

And when we have discuss’d some words, why then 
I il meet him. Ho more words. Sir.—Now, farewell! 

[Exeunt at different sulee. 

SCENE IT. 

A Hall in the Palace. 

Enter Isabella, meeting Casti and Julio. 

ISABELLA. 

Welcome unto Mirandola. 


CASTI. 


Many thanks. 


ISABELLA. 


Ah! Signior Julio! give you welcome, Sir. 


JULIO. 


• 1 thank you, Madam, thank you heartily. 
A little leisure is welcome even to mo. 


ISABELLA. 

You liavc not lost your spirits in the wars I 

lULlO. 

No, Madam, much the same; I *m still, at least. 

Your servant ever. 

ISABELLA. 

Oh I Sir,» we shall try 

Your gallantry to-day: the Duke hath ordered 
A feast in honour of his son.—Count Casti, 

You’ve seen my brother ? ' 

CASTI. 

Madam ? 

ISABELLA. 

You arc wrapt 

I In study, Sir: some fosse, or counterscarp, 

; Or siege, or ambuscade then filled your brain. 


No, Madam, none. 


CASTI. 


ISABELLA. 


My brother yet? 


Brief answer.—Have you seen 


CAST!. 

I have not. 

ISABELLA. 


He will be 

TVcjoiccd to sec you. Ah!—yes, it is he. 


JULIO. 


Faith, 't is the Duke: he looks more young than ever. 


CASH. 


Now, to my mind, his eye is filled with care. 

Duke enters. 

DUKE. 

Ha! gentlemen, and friends, I'm glad to see 
Such faces at Mirandola. 

CASTI. 

My lord, 

Wc arc your son’s companions. 

DUKE. 

So I hear: 

Therefore, ye are more welcome, Signior [To Julio]. I 
Have heard of your good acts. Your sword is dulled 
With carnage, I am told. Fair faces here 
Have bmiled, and gentle hearts have wished you well. 

JULIO. 

My lord! 

DUKE. 

Indeed I hear’t vras so. 


ISABELLA. 


DUES. 


'T is true. 


Signior, your deeds have filled the mouth of fame, 

And you too have admirers; none more true 

Than I. [Takes Gasti’s hand. 


CASTI. 


My lord, you do me honour. 


DUKE. 


I do myself much honour thus to take 
A good man by the hand. You are not all 
Soldier, and yet enough: I do not Jove 
All courtier; 1 myself, you know, was once 
Something (not much) o’ the soldier. 


JULIO. 


CASTI. 


Oh!— 


My lord, 

You have fought bravely; that the woiild well knows. 


MIRANDOLA. 


JULIO. 

Your foes especially, my lord. , 

OUKB. 

Oh! no. 

I drew the sword for pastime: you for right. 

Shall I not see my son I 

ISABRLLS. 

Ho will be here 

Cipecdily. 

, JULIO. 

If 1 am right, I saw him talk 
Just now with the confessor, old Ghcraldi. 

1 'll bid him come to you. 

DUKB. 

Not so: slay, Sir. 

I ’II wail for my son’s leisure. He is tired, 
Perhaps, and his too sensitive nature asks 
Some quiet ere lie secs me.—You have been 
>Yith him throughout the war, Sir, have you not 1 

CASH. 

1 have, my lord. 

DUKE. 

I mean, attached to the same 

Batuilion? 


’T was so. 


cASrt. 


DVRB. 


W.ih he sad, or gay? 


ctsn. 


lie has a natural gaiety tlmt sits 
Pleasantly on him, when no ill *s at hand. 
But ho IS soon dupressctl, and latterly- 


DUKE. 


Well? latterly—you stop. 


[Isabella draws Julio aside. 


CASTI. 

Of late. 

He has Ijcen ill (wounded, you know), and grief— 
Some secret sorrow wearing down his heart, 

Has pahnl his cheek, and thinned It' and at times, 
I've seen him fretted much beyond his custom. 

DUKE. 

indeed! then must it be 
The sun (there is no cause beside),—the sun 
Hath burnt these humours on him, and perhaps 
Quickened the wholesome current of his Idood, 
Till it outruns its channels: u tliun, you know, 
Come fevers, and iu the abused brain 
Distraction; so, before the sight diseased 
Shadows will stalk, and ghosts of unreal ills, 
Filling the bloated fancy till it bursts: 

These things 1 knowL»—But Guido-? 


CASl'l. 


Grow fresh again, now that bis father's arms 
Arc open. 

JIILtO. 

And his love’s. 

DUIB. 

True, Signior,—as you say. 

I sec Gheraldi-True; my arms are open. 

Eicuse me, Signior Cast!; I shall soon 

See you again. Once more I bid you welcome. 

You will not fail my banquet. 


CAST!. 


We are much 


JULIO. 

My lord, we———— 

ISABELLA. 

Come, Signior, you’ll go with us; 

1 have some things to siiy, 

DUKE, 

Why doth the Friar loiter? Sirs, farewell! 

JULIO. 

We take our leave, my lord. 

[ EAfUMf IsABElLA, Jui.IO, flud CMTI. 
IlUXB. 

He motions and retires.—Well, for tlic present 
1 must shake hands with patieure, and be still. 

■ The d.ay is lowering. What a beamiitg morn 
It was (ay, so w.ih mine) ; .ind now the tdouds 
Hang rnuud about like some fierce accident 
Wliicli comes upon us as we tliink to reach 
Safely our )ioiiic.»—Now,—should this hoy have been 
fjheiited—it caiiiiolbe; old (iaiipcro, 

When he relumed to die, gave fair account 
Of the delivct'Y of my letters.—When 
1 see him 1 will look into liis soul : 

And yet, wheUi'’(T 1 see him 

(True son of dead Itiaiica), her pale smile 

And scornful u)e shoot iliroiigli my very heart. 

I would lliat I could think he meant me fair ; 

Why hhoiild I think him ('uilty—is he not 
My son ^ Ah! did 1 mean his Mother fair? 

And yet iny will has made him now my heir? 

Passing iny Sister’s son.—Can he still love her? 

Hii! the Monk passes. So, now for the news. [EaU. 

SCENE III. 

/fn apartment of t/ie Duchess. 

IsiDOEA enters. 

ISIDORA. 

He comes, lie comes; and 1 must see him, too. 

Oh ! that I must.—Not yet.—I must, I mujt. 

Hark! no, it is not he ' It is my heart. 

Will it not burst? My throat is full and choking. 
God! look upon me now, uiid save me'—Save! 
lie ’ll come and curse me—and it will he good; 

For I have stolen his heart away, and flung 
Mine own to ruin.—linin' Oh ! that f 
Could tell him all about iiiy cruel lot, 

An<l how 1 was betrayed, and lost for ever. 

That Monk advisiMl me—Oh I nn more of that. 

Ha! some one comes. 

Guido enters. 


Oh! he will 


My duly to you. 


GUIDO {after a pause). 

Madam, 1 come to pay 


ISinOBA. 


Welcome; you arc welcome. 


GUIDO. 


I come to see how well her bridal dress 
Becomes the Duchess of Mirandoln. 

iSlDORA. 

You have been well, I hope? 


GUIDO. 


Since when ? 


ISIDOEA. 


Since you— 


Honoured, my lonl. 


You and I parted. 
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GUIDO. 

That '§ a lonjf time, nov. 

I liavc forgot; how i» *1 that^ou remembiT* 

ISlDOaA. 


I—I—Oh! pity me. 

GUIDO. 

Weep, lady, weep. 

Tears (yet they *re bitter) purify the soul, 

But your’s is fair?—I know they ease the heart- 
Mother! 

ISIDORA. 

Oh! Guido,—cruel, cruel, cnicl! 

GUIDO 

By Heaven, my courage begins to fail; and I 
Grow womaDish. Now let niu wring her heart, 
As she wrung mine.—A)i I there she wcejis away 
Almost to dissolution, (low she bends, 
hike one who sickens with remorse or love; 

And she, perhaps, has been betrayed.—Alas' 
Poor Isidora! 

TSIDORA. 

Ah!—you spoke?—you spoke? 
GUIDO. 

’T was nothing. 


ISIDORA. 

Nothing? It was all to me. 

'T was happiness— no, that is gone:'t was Hope: 
'T was pardon. Oh! my lord (Guido no morp), 
Wliat have I done that you can use me thus? 

I would not for the world, for all the world. 

Put you to such great sorrow. 

GUIDO. 


Shall I tell you? 

ISIDORA. 


Yes. 


GUIDO. 

Listen to me, then. Wltcn you were young— 
You are young still, and fair; the more’s the pity: 
Hut in the time I speak of, you were just 
Bursting from childhood—with a face as fair 
As though you had look’d in Paradise, and caught 
Its early beauty: then, your smile was soft, 

As Innocence before it learns to love. 

And yet a woman’s passion dwelt whhiii 
Your heart, as warm .is Love.—But 1 am wrong * 

ISIDORA. 


Oh! no. I loved— 


GUIDO. 

Indeed? 

ISIDORA. 

Indeed, indeed. 

GUIDO. 

Well!—There was one who loved you too. He said 
That every hope he had rested on you. 

He worshipped you, as Idols are adored 

In countries near the suo. He gave bis heart 

So absolutely up, that had he thought 

Then, that you would desert him, he *d have slain 

Himself before you. You were bis home, his heaven, 

His wealth, liis light, his mind, and life substantial. 

But then he went .iway to the fierce wars 

(Uis honour was pledged for it), and he left 

You witli an oath upon your soul behind. 

*T was said he died— 

ISIDORA. 

One said he saw you fall. 


GUIDO. 

'T was said he died, and that she grieved awhile, 

In virgin widowhood for him. At last, 

A Duke—a reigning Duke, with wintry hair, 

And subtle spirit, and—without a heart, 

Gime wooing to lier, and so—you do not heed me— 
And so she dried her tr.irs, and (though the youth 
Wrote that lie lived), she laugh’d, and left the son, 
To marry with the father. 

ISIDORA. • 

And you wrote ^ 

To me? 

GUIDO. 

To you, and him. 

ISIDORA. 

I feared’t was so. 


« Now Heaven help me; for I’m wound about 
By their strong toils, and there is noescaping: 
Oh! I am worn, and broken down by grief.* 

I dare not hope that you’ll believe me, yet 
That letter, Guido—Ob, I never knew it I 
1 bad no letter—saw no letter. 

GUIDO. 


What! 

! wrole to you from Naples; from my bed 
Where I lay languishing, by Gnspero, 

My father's servant. Why, I wrote—(has there 
Been cozening here!)—unto my father : he 
Will not deny’t. Where is that slave? 

ISIDORA. 

Gaspero? He is dead. 


GUIDO. 

lie was my father's servant. Could he he 
Unfaithful? No. 


ISIDORA. 

Your father prliied him much. 
Oh! it is too clear; we are both undone. 

GUIDO. 

It may be;—nay, it is. But, ere I sink, 

I will be righted some way, nr revenged. 

What! does he think to cheat me now, and wear 
His prize abroad so boldly—before me? 

I’ll have revenge. 

ISIDORA. 

He is your father, Guido. 

Nay- 

GUIDO. 

I disown him. He has lost his son. 

Some parents shut their children from their homes 
(Young boys and gentle girls), but I abjure 
My father in his age : let him go down 
Into his grave alone. 

ISIDORA. 

Do not incense him. 

GUIDO. 

Whom? 

ISIDORA. 

The Duke. 

GUIDO. 

You 're right. 

Call him no more my father. No; I 'll talk 
As one man with his equal; or, perhaps, 

I may wear something of superbr scorn, 

And drop a word or two of cliari^; 

But thiit will be for thy Mkc, my poor girl! 

Nay, dry your tears: and let us part awhile. 



mirandola. 


Farewell. 


191 DORA. 


GUIDO. 


oil! not farewell yet. 1 but go 
To see the Duke. When sliall w'e meet again? 


We muiit not, yet— 


ISIDORA. 


GUIDO. 


We will, we will, once more. 


ISIDUHA. 


Hark!—hush ! your father comes. 


OIIIOO. 


Why, that is well. 

We will (I’m glad of’t) say at once good morrow, 
Without more cciNimony. 


ISlDORA. 


That every petty whuipei' of the wind 
C.in scare me? Once^btit that is passed, and now 
Each sound is laden and each sliadow Hlled 
With fears; like exhalaiions In the dusk 
1 hey rise before me, wheresoe’er I tread. 

Who ‘s there f 

Curio enterir, 

GUBIO. 

Iiord (luido 

Is now williour, tny lord. 

DURE. 

Bid him come in. [Cuaio raiI. 
There is a strange confusion in my mind: 

Perhaps my son, like a fair morning light, 

May dis|)c] all. He is here:—how pale he looks' 


No; not now, 

Not now, 1 cannot bear it.—Nay, for me. 


Guido enters. 


GUIDO. 


That is a charm I cannot disobey. 


I am come, my loid. 


GUIDO. 


DUKE. 


isiDORt. —1 rejoice to see you. 1 am proud 

To know my son lias won so good a name. 

®*^**’°* Your lionotin* will sImiiic mine. Well, well, so be il. 

We’ll meet again. Reinenibcp’ f jjfj 

[IsiD. CAit. Jim full-and great name of Mirandola. 


tjuick, quick, he comes! 


GUIDO. 


I Well, Sir» 


Curio enters. 


CURIO. 


You have been absent long: too long. 


GUIDO. 


My lord! 


My lord, his highness waits for you. 


nuKR. 


Where is lie^ 


GUIDO. 


CURIO. 


I am your faiher, Guido. 


In his private chamber, Sir. 


You are ihu Pnnee. 


GUIDO. 


Tell him, I come. [Curio exit. 

Now, tliou false Fortune, am 1 still lliy fool? 

Shall 1 see him, and, like a cheated child, % 

Believe each word he utters?—-He was kind Soon ru»t. such is res 

Once, amidst all liis pride, to me; but now Brings to the memon 

He lias (has he not?)—robbed me—stolen away '' 

Tlic gem 1 love beyond the whole vast world. 

And with a scllisli vanity, here, before 

Wy very eyes, he wears it to my shame— between us. 

Jlis shame, and my deep sorrow'. Now, my heart, 

I have known Uiuc firm in danger, droop not now! 

^£xit. humour 


GUIDO. ^ 

Oh \ much more: 

DUIE. 

But still your father: nay- 

GUIDO. 


My lord, iliete are some ihinjpi which, little used, 
Soon ru»t. such is respect. The uaiiie of Prince 
Brings to the memory of many men 
What they might else forget. 


ACT III, 

SCENE I. 

The Duke pacing up and down his room—ui larC he 

stops. 

DURK. 

Hark! He stays long—1>ut Isidora is 
Prudent, I think,—1 hope, llis lilood is quick, 

But 1 will not doubt. Why should he loiter at 
Vitelli’s house,—that traitor’s?—He stays long, 

—A month ago and I was happy! No; 

Not happy, yet encircled by deep Joy, 

Which though’t was nil around, 1 could not touch. 

But it was ever thus with Happiness: 
ht i^ th c nay, to-morrow of the min d 
^hat never comes.—Hark! no! ’t was hut a door 
I liliat shut. jnA is my sou) in such dismay, 


DUKE. 

Tlici'C is no cause 

For this helween us. 

CUIItO. 

Pardon me . foi uneo 

Give me my humour. 

DURE. 

As you please,—for once. 
(k)mc let us sit. What cause have you for Uiu? 

GUfOO. 


Cause! but—but let it pass. 


DUKE. 


Dear Guido. 


I do not understand- 


ouioo. 


BUKI. 


GUIDO. 


I And yet it is 

, As plain as day—as the full risen day 
i But let us sit: with all my heart 
j DUKE (sits). 


I am 


Distrossed, my son, to hear— 


GUIDO. 


Ha? have you heard* 
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nuXB. 

I hear the words you speak. 

GUIDO. 

But understand not. 
Was it no so, my lord T You hear— 

DUKB. 

1 hear, 

And see, and feel thnl now my only son. 

And the first subject of my Dukedom, dares 
To spurn his Prince,—liis father; putting off 
The (pirb of love, and— 

Gl/IDO. 

Bight: it is a cloak, 

Under whose folds, fathers ns well as sons, 

. Do •tliip 4 ;Uo sliamc. the stars. 

DUXK. 

Guido, by Heaven !— 

But this—this is not well, my son, no more of it. 

1 sent for you by the Confessor— 

GUIDO. 

Ay. 

That you may in my car unload your mind 
Of some dark serrcl; what h't 7 Speak, my Lord. 

If you have done aught that may leave a blot 
On the bright annals of our house, confess, 

An<l I will be ns secret as dcrcit. 

IF you have been a tyrant, •> and enslaved 
The bodies or the minds of noble men, 

Why, let me know it: or, iF yon have luicn 
As poisonous as the serpent, or have mined, 

Alolc-likc, vour way beneath your neighbour's house, 
A|ul shnoK down all liis happiness, confess it ; 

Or if, like the wihlerg.ess creature, you have preyM 
Kven upon your yoiuig, I hid you still 
To tell me and take comfort.* 


DUXB. 


Silent, my son— 


1 have been 


GUIDO. 


DUKE. 


Guido, you go too far: nu more of this. 


Mo morel 


GUIDO. 


DUKE. 


You *1! anger me—I tell you this 
For the last lime. My blood is hot as yours. 


Guido. 


Much hotter. N'oble lord, if 1 may speak— 


DUKE. 


You may not, Sir. Death! shall I stand and sufftf 
These insolent taunts from you, my son, my slave, 
Aly~ 


Slave! 


GUIDO. 


DUKE. 


Ay, Sir, whate’er may suit my humour. 


GUIDO. 


Your highness's humour changes, that I know. 


DUKE. 


Sir, though it shift as often as the wind, 

T is not for yon to mark it. T is my humour, 
My spleen, my will. • 

CuHio enters. 


CUBIO, 


Did my lord call 7 


DUXB. 


Begone. 

If then another word—I s:iid, begone. [CuRto exit. 
But no, no, no: no more of this: no more. 


Then, you deny-’ 


GUIUO. 


DUKR. 


Not 80 , not so; and yet you were in trutli. 
When sl.indcr came abroad, and I was absent, 

Vuii kept a politic silence; thus 1 've heard : 

And, when I fell, you Wijpi and kissed aw.ay 
The bright warm tears from Isidora's check. 

But I rose up again:—I rose, my lord, 

Up fioui iny ]>od of b.itllc, and while the blood 
Harden’d upon my wounds, 1 traced, with weak 
And shaking fingers, a poor scrawl, reminding 
Her of our love: you gt.irt7 our love, I said ; 

And you—you kept it from her. Speak? was *t so? 
There's no one to betray you: should you blush, 

I ’ll husli your virtue, like a murder, up. 


All! Guido, this will bring 
nitter repentance, in some after day; 

Till then he silent—still. 

GUtoo. 

Oh! 1 will be 

As silent as the grave you've dug for me. 

■ 1 ’ll be as wary as the fox, and subtle. 

But like the adder, when I ’in (|ucslu>ncd, deaf. 

And should you fall ( Princes may fall, tny lord, 

As the red leaves in autumn,—nay, in spring) ; 

If your own tyranny, or otheis' hate, 
l\e]>els at homo, or cozening friends abroad, 

Or open foes, should cast you down at last,— 
i'ear not: 1 will be there—close at your heart; 

Just like the canker when the tree decays.» 

DUKE. 

When you have ended- 

GUIDO. 

I have said,—have done. 

DUKE. 

You h.ive ; and had 1 not 

Some of that kindly blood, which you deny, 

You must liiive spoken less. Guido, you 
IT.ivc done me shameful wrong; hut 1 have been 
I’.iticnt,—as patient as my nature might^: 

I have borne words; such words as never prince 
Yet bore before from subject, or from son. 


GUIDO. 


Perhaps— 


DUKE. 


Speak out. 


GUIDO. 


Rut, no,—no. 


Perhaps, 1 have been warm; 


DUKE. 


As you please. Your humour turns 
Quickly as mine, it seems; but it shall be 
My humour to forget.- If, after this. 

In your distemper'd judgment—but no more. 
—Your mother— 


GUIDO. 


Ah I indeed no more, no more. 


DUKE. 


The Duchess of Alirandola expects 

To see you. Come, 1 will go with you,—now. 
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cuifio. 

I—1 liave Men her. 
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nURB. 

So : *t was well. 

GUIDO. 

I bade 

(ilicraldi tell you that I had gone thither. 

DURB. 

'T is tnie; he told me ( I remember now) 

That you Ij^d gone to pay your duly there. 

She was rejoiced to see you ? 

GUIDO. 

Xo; not much. 
DURR. 

How ? not rejoiced ? it was not well to meet 
My son, and not rejoice j but you must pardon. 
She has been ill, and the full summer moon , 
Sways at will women's fancies. ^ ^ 

GUIDO. 

You are gay. 

nuRR. 

Why not? I have my wife here, and my sou : 
The one is beautiful, the other brave. 

I I1.IV0 no curse that clings 10 me : no fear 
1 hat enemies or « friends can do me h.irm. 
There's not a traitoi iu the realm could live 
Now undetected. 

GUIDO. 

Traitors! (hero arc none. 

DURB. 

(Ml! be not sure. Wlien first the snake puts on 
Ills suinmcr-skin, he looks not loathsome :'t is 
Wlicii he ’» contract and wrinkled, we begin 
To fc.ir or hate him.*—But these tliinj^ are not 
Fit for a day like this. We should be gay. 

GUIDO. 


1 '11 do my best. 

DURR. 

Who can ask more ? Come then; 
• We 'll speak no more of the serpent; yet it >»as 
Tlie circling emblem of eternity, 

And in its terrible folds this world and all 
Its host of strange and proud inhabitants, 

With proud men at the head, was compass'd once. 
If't were so now, it would he well, inelhitiks, 

If the lithe thing would draw its sinuous shape 
(iloser and closer, till—'hut I forget 
The festival. 


GUI no. 

You do iu truth, my lord : 

That was a curious fancy. 

DUKE. 

llocd it not: 

I speculate at limes, as well as yon.« 

But you must alter. You must be gay, 

In di*css as looks. Now let us part. We II meet 
Presently, in the feasling-room. 

GUIDO. 

I will 

Be with you presently, redressed. [ 

DURE. 

Farewell. 

iTcdrcss'd!—Now, wliat a querulous boy is this, 
(ihealing bis spleen with words. Insolent words! 
Vet he's my son,—poor, poor Bianca’s son. 

Shall I not cyrb my fretful nature, wlicn 


I think of him T—Ah I yes—I 'll strive to tliitik 
Not ill of him.— Ue bears an honest show. 

Were this a time for questioning, I *d iisk 
Touching those leiten., and Vilelli's plots— 
r is not;—perhaps to-inuirow. If he shoulu' 
Have been abused.—How iniich hi.s p.illid smile 
Shone like Iti.iiic.rs ! Oli! I ’ll |o\e him yet; 
And he sli,ill love me too : uud yet—and yet— 
Ah! thus iny fiery and Mispiri<ius nature 
Preys ever on itself.— I luiH bo calm. 


SCKNE II. 

A Chtouber in the Palace. 
IsiDoiiA and Isabella enter. 


ISABELLA. 

Dear sister, had your face Utile more mirth, 
Uow mueh you'd grace the feast 1 

ISIOORA. 


Must 1 theu wear 

A mask, my lady? 

laAORLU. 

No: no need of ihal. 

But what has troubled you? 


ISlDUnA. 

O, iiotliing, nothing. 
IjADEI.LA. 

Nay, now you deal not f.iiily with iny love. 

ISIDORA. 

Well, lie—Lord Guido li.is been with me. 

ISAUELLA. 


Yes. 


ISIDORA. 

He *8 full of grief. that's all. 1 did not weep 
For that. 

ISABELLA. 

He must not show this sorrow at the feast 
To-day: The Duke is <|uick, and apt to doubt. 

Bid him be cautious there. 

JSIDOIA. 

We will not meet 

Again, though we hud purposi»i. (hiido has 
Told .ill: one word imlo Ins old regard 
He gave, and so we purled. 

ISABELLA. 

This I know. 


ISIDOKA. 

You know ? 

ISABELLA. 

Ay, my sweet sisu-r: I have seen,— 
(lad yon but seen liim, loo, and heard liiin sigh, 

It would liave moved you. When lie said he had 
.Not even a token to remember you, 

I promised— 

ISIDOBA. 

What? 

ISABELLA. 

Be not alarmed, dear sister. 
But I believe, 1 promised one: Indci'd, 

Some message you should send, for if a word 
(An idle word) escape by chance to-day— 

The Duke is jealous. 

ISIDOaA. 

Ahl whom can 1 trust? 
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ISABELLA. 


True;—ali about the Duke are cunnti)|r; stay— 
I *11 be your musseoger: but you must 
TIic token for him: else he 'll not believe. 

What bauble shall it be, sister? Ila! tins,— 
Tins will be eacellent. 


Is jealous;—that s the word : and you must not 
Awaken him. Sue; do you know this ring ? 

'T is kidora's. 


GUIDO. 


ISABELLA. 


I81DOEA. 


Not that. If you 

Must have some pledge, take this: that ruby ring 
>> as the Duke’s gift, and't is a favourite. 


ISABELLA. 

Shame! 

lie will not recognize so poor a thing 

As tliis for your’s. Give me your hand; in faith 

It is a white one. Now, were I a man, 

1 '<1 kiss it, sister, thus. \^Takes the Ritifj. 

ISIOORA. 

Niiy, nay; return 
That ring to rau: I pray you—do return it. 

ISABELLA. 

W hat shall I say to him ? 

ISIOORA. 

Give me the ring ~ 

Thu ling. 

ISABELLA. 

1 *11 trust then to my thoughts; and 1 
May strengthen your entreaties with my own. 

Sliouhl he look sad on you, or smile, the Duke 
Would madden with strange fears, liclievc't. 

isidoba. 

Indeed! 

1 did not know that he—Hark! hark! who comes? 

ISABELLA. 

Perhaps the Duke. 

ISIDORA. 

Ila! then I’ll leave you—nay, 1 must. [Exit. 

ISABELLA. 

I'arewcll. I hate her not, though her pale face 
kuproAches me. Poor victim! she is in 
My toils,—but *t is to make iny child a prince. 

That basc-horn, be lias been preferr’d to mine, 

I Sind my rights were trampled down—ha’ now for 
My message. 

Guido enters. 

GUIDO. 

Musi I then put on a look. 

And say 1 am content to all that is,— 

To all that has been? Well, *t is for her sake; 

And what would I not do for her, though she— 

She has abandon’d me. Poor girl, poor girl! 

It is too late to grieve. 

ISABELLA. 

What study’s this’ 

Dear Guido, arc you plotting T 

GUIDO. 

liow! 1 am 

As innocent— 

ISABELLA. 

Against the Duchess and the Duke? nay, nay, I know 
All, Sir; your meetings, and her tears. Beware 
The Duke. 

GUIDO. 

My heart’s as innocent— 

ISABELLA. 

1 know it, but the Duke 


She sent it to you. 

I told her of your grief—(Nay, do not chide), 

And got this—it will serve, though love is over. 

To bind your friendship fast. • 

GUIDO. 

She sends me that? 

ISABELLA. 

She sends you this, and bids you smile to-uiglit. 

ouino. 

ril do’t: but 'twas not needful. 


This for— 


ISABELLA. 


GUIDO. 


You will do 


For friendship, Madam, and no more. 


ISABELLA. 


Take care o' the ring. 

flush! here comes one who need not know it. Well!— 
Well, father? 

GnsBALui enters. 


GBERALUI. 


Madam, i*t the Duchess here ? 


She's gone. 


ISABELLA. 


GBEBALDl. 


The Duke is waiting, and the feast 
Prepared. My lord, your friends are there already. 


GUIDO. 


1 shall be with them, Sir. 


ISABELLA. 

Gome hither, father. [They ttUk. 
GtJino. 

A feast—for wliat? And yet *t is always thus. 

Why do I quarrel with't? W'hen a mau dies 
They feast and shout—and when a child is horn . 

And when a father thrusts his last pale girl 
into the arms of ago, (ah, death') they feast, 
llevel, and dance, and laugh, and mock the night 
(The modest car of night) with riot!—Oh! 

Why should 1 quarrel with it? I am now 
The puppet of the day—but I forget: 

Now for liis liiglioess' feast— 1 will remember. [To Isab. 

Exit. 

ISABELLA. 

1 ‘11 follow you. 

GBBRALUl. 

'Twas a bright star that guided you to-day. 

ISABELLA. 

But should wc not—Ha ! let me think. 

GHEBALDI. 

I have 

Been with the Duke; he thought himself at ease. 

But with Q word 1 started him: he tried 

To laugh away his doubts, and 1 agreed 

That they were nought; and then supposed a case— 

ISABELLA. * 

Ila! that was well. 

GRBRALDl. 


But he sprung up , 


MIHANDOLA. 


CASTI. 


Slyly, and bade roe go: and swore he was cash 

^nfcm; and then re-echoed my awn words. You are, and you must honour it. 

On tins I essay d 0 (;ain, but all his spirit ouiuo 

Burst forth, and 1 was order'd straight to quit him. I . 

ISABELLA. ft is the last.—Hark! hark! I hcara sound 

He says he's satisfied ? Oh! she is coming. 

GRBHALDl. CASTI. 

Hadum, his tongue ^ I hear nothing—notliii 

Proclaims it; but his hand and troubled eye Come, be a man. 

Give fierce denial,—there's that in his heart, fitnoo. 

Which some day must uproot it. But for the ring’ ^ wretch. Now, ilicn, yoi 

[.Wmsic without. . . . 1 

Ay, now: you re quick of car. 

Como this way, and we’ll talk: the feast is ready. . . , 

rp . Ila! ha: a man who s flayed alive will feel 

___ ^ ’ The merest touch :’t is tiuis with inc: mv c< 


Come, be a man. 


I hear nothing—nothing. 


OtllDO. 


A wrcich.—Now, tlicn, you hear^ 


CASTI. 


Ay, now: you *re quick of car. 


cuiuo. 


SCENE III. 

^ Banquetting Room.—Nobles and Ladies assembled. 
Julio and Casti entering. 


JltLIO. 


This is a gallant show. 


CASTI. 

Indeed a fair one: 


And yet, 't is but a show. 


iULtO. 


Ilow do you mean? 


PASTI. 


Oh \ nothing; merely what 1 say, no more. 


JULIO. 


In faith, you purzle me: ha! what a fare! 

Look, iny dear C.isti. Do you see tliat girl 

Whose hair is hound with pearls? her cheek is like- 

Pshaw!—like—like- 


iiic merest loucii: i is imis wiiii inc: my car 

Hath drunk in burning tidings ; scalding words 

Have been thrust near my brain.* [Music is heard. 

CASTI. 

Yotir father romrs. 

JULIO. 

Bifadam, the Duke is coming. Gontlemeii, 

His Highness— 

Durk and Isidora enter. 
nuRB. 

Sit; 011 1 sit.—No more of this: 

Authority puts off her slate to-day, 

.\nd for oiipc, wo arc eiju.d.—Wlierc 'smy son? 
Gentlemen! Fiietuls! 1 give you all a welcome. 
Where is my son ? 

GUIDO. 

My lord! 

I DUKK. 


Kissed by the breath of May. 


^ uarv IS ail ohl 

Acquaintance, Isidora. Give my son 

ciSTi. Welcome. He smiles upon us ? fy4j£ 

Like a young rose opening slowly, isidoka. 

jf May. Welcome, my lord ! 


[Aside. 


iULIO. 


I love a rose. 


Madam, 1 thank you. 


CASTI. 


GUIDO. 


DUKB. 


u sir, she was fashioned hy the self-same hand, 
And with more prodigal beauty tlian the rose; 
Look at her, she will hear a closer glance. 

'T is old Cornelia’s child, Cimiola— 

You ‘ love a rose ?’ Kiss her, she ’ll taste as sweet. 


Ha 1 Count Casii! you 
Are known unto my wife ; is it not so. 

CAST 

Slightly I h.ive been lionoiired^^ 

^ ISIIiORA. 


I dare not. 


JULIO. 


CASTI. 


night : 1 am her cousin, Sir; 

But 1 will make you known.* Lord Guido comes 


My father? 


Your hand. 


W’cleome, Sir, 

SABELLA c rs Unto Mirandola. The Duke and I 

JULIO. glad to sec so kind a countenance here. 

DUXB. 

CASTI. ()|j! bravely. I sli.ill teach you soon to Know 

night: 1 ara her cousin, Sir; y'lm customs of a court: but, rest yon now.— 

ke you known.* Lord Guido comes. My friends! I pray ye, sit, and taste your welcome. 

Guioo enters. But how is this ? There should be music here, 

To greet my son after liis battles. —Bid 

The trumpet speak, and the fine thrilling harp 

Chime in his ear, till every nerve is touched; 

CASTI. And let the flutes (like gentler voices) lend 

i not come yet. t me touc Their pleasant tones, and the rich viols make, 

With all their strings, harmonious noise to-night. 

GUIDO. Strike forth musicians, while the feast proceeds. 

Excellent Cast!!—«JuliO, look! My aunt 

If you this minute. Clutrtis. 

Welcome, welcome from ahir; 

1 am gone. 'This is thy own festal day. 

QUioo. Welcome from the toil of war, 

a of this fete, dear Casti ? Son of great Mirandola 


Guioo enters. 


GUIDO. 


CASTI. 


Is not come yet. Let me touch 


GUIDO. 


Has smiled for you this minute. 

• JULIO. 

1 am gone 

GUIDO. 

Am I the hero of this fete, dear Cast! ? 
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JULIO. 

That was a pleasant strain. 

LADT. 

Most pleasant, Sir. 

DUKE. 

Stir not. [Duke and Tsidoea rtV.] 0! fair 
Camiola, take hml.—You do not wear 
The ritit; I gave you, dearest. How was this? 

ISIDORA. 

The ring? 

DUKE. 

Aye, love: the ring 1 chose 
From out .i hundred, ruby rased in gold, 

Shaped like a cross; 1 kissed it on your hand, 

And swore upon lh.it cross to love you ever. 

Where is it?—Rut no matter; when we feast 
Again, rcmuiiibur it—my favourite ring. 

isinonA. 

I will, my lord. 

nUKR. 

Now sit.—(live me a Ik>wI 
Of wine!—There is a troubled spirit still 
Ilnngiii(; about iriy heart. Some wine—enough. 

1 ’ll drown it quickly.—What .i spai kling rrow'n 
(Bended too roy.illy) goats on tlie top 
Of this clear liquid now, and tempts iny taste. 

Guido, my son, health and f.iir life be yours; 

Your father speaks it with an earnest voice. 

Guino. 

Rut, for the heart- 

CAST!. 

Nay, now' 1 disagree. 

Methinks his heart is in it. 

GUIUO. 

Excellent friend, 

You always teach me well.—Father, I thank you. 

nuKR. 

There is a cordial something in that word. 

Father*t was thus he spoke, for the lirst time 
Since his return, ) think: ‘ Father!’-~IJow lovely 
My young bride looks. Beautiful, beautiful love I 
How fair—how utterly without a peer 
She is!—Apostate that 1 was! to doubt: 

And yet I dul not: no, no, uo: I did not. 
ts that Ilypolito? 

HTPOLITO. 

Yes, my dear lord. 

DUKE. 

Oh! reveller I— 

Sister, 1 have not noticed you; forgive't. 

My he.irt was full of trouble and deep joy; 

Strange conip.ii}y, you ’ll say, for one so wise 
As I am thought to be: but so it is. 

ISABELLA. 

What was the matter with my sister? 

DUKE. 

When? 

ISABELLA. 

Just now: she seemed to shrink. 

DUEB. 

From me? from me? 

Oh! you mistake. More wine: fill high! 

Gentlemen, a brave welcome to my sou! 

Guido, may discord never, never come 
Between us.—Bring a goblet hither, Sirs, 

And let him taste bis welcome. Let the health 


Pass round, and no one slight it. My dear son, 

Give mu your hand.—At Mantua ouce this-Ah!— 

[He sees the tin^. 

ruLto. 

Look!—W'hat's the matter with the Duke? 

GUIDO. 

My lord! 

HTPOLITO. 

Look at my uncle, mother! 

ISABELLA. 

Sir, be still! 

LOBD. 

Gome forward—How? 

ISIDORA. 

My lord!—Ha! 

GUIDO. 

Father, speak, 

What means this? 

DURE. 

Nothing. I am quiet—calm. 

The heavens arc o’er us, and it may be—nothing. 

It may be—Ila! begone!—Now, uow, forever 
1 cast aside goodness and faith .ind lo\c. 

No mure tu lie pul on—masks .as they arc, 

To hide the base and villanous tricks of men. 

Break up ilio fe.ist! All leave us!—() bright Heaven! 
Laugh you in scorn upon me! See it shin(.*s 
Bight ibrough llic windows, and the nodding pines 
Shake their black beads and mock ini*.—Shall 1 swear 
Tukill? [The quests yo out. 

GUIDO. 

Father! 

DUKE. 

Tliat is- 

GUIDO. 

My lord! 

DUKE. 

A lie. 

Monstrous and foul, not to be said or thought. 

ISIDORA. 

My gracious lord! 

DUKE. 

False painted thing, begone! 
ISABELLA. 

Nay— 

DUKB. 

Sister, will you drive me mad—outrageous? 

I am abused—abused, 1 tell you. Ha! 

Now do you start? 

ISABELLA. 

Betire, sweet Isidora* 

And you, dear Guido, bid Gheraldi come. 

GUIDO. 

Poor Isidora!—What a fate is thine? 

[Guido and Isidora exeunt 

DUKE. 

Just when T had forgiven—almost forgot 
All his most insolent taunts, all, and her cold 
Unwilling smiles that made—that make me mad. 

I could have loved her—like .'i fiery star, 

1 could have bent before her from my path, 

And worshipp’d bur as something holy.—Now, ' 
Oh, now!— 

ISABELLA. 

Dear brother! 
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DUKI. 

Sti!| Rin I the Duke. 

Muse you too put oside resport? No matter. 

1 II keep my way uloue, and buru away— 

Kvil or good I care not, so 1 spread 
Trumundous desolation on my road 
I 'll l>e remembered as huge meteors arc, 

From tbc dismay they scatter. 

Gbbbaloi enters. 


GnLIiALDI. 


Gracious Sir!— 


DIIKK, 

I wish to be alone. 

O earth and heaven ! so fair, so lovely, yet 
To be a—-wreteb. Now for all future time 
I *11 hate all things which seem as they were true, 
For then they 're false, I know. What I am 
i care not.—Father, draw yon curtain down ; 

Those sycophant branches with their bending leaves 
Mark me: they mock my misery—my pain. 

O how my heart aches! 

ISAOBLLA. 

Brother, be composed, 
butts. 

I cannot.—Will you pour upon my brain 
Oblivion, or sweet balm over my heart? 

No: then you jeer me when you bid me still 
Be calm.—Would 1 were dull ns Lethe is! 

Or dead—dead : that were belter; yet not so, 

For 1 will live to be a terror still. 


GHBRALDI. 


DUKE. 


« My lord I— 


And yet,—were it not better, now, 

To leave the world at once, and pass my age 
In cell or forest?—this has been.* 


GUESALbl. 

My lord' 

Perhaps the lady Isidora- 

DUKE. 

Slave! 

That word destroys me—tears me,—heart and soul. 
Cannot I dream, or sleep, but thou must bo 
(My black familiar) at my elbow? Monk! 

I bate your fawning—(Sister, stay your speech), 

I hate your sly insinuating smiles. 

Your tongue that mocks your eyes, and fells a tale 
As foul as nighL I will not trust that tongue; 

No, nor your eye, for both may be—arc false. 
Audacious slave! 

ISABELLA. 

Dear brother, I rou.st speak. 

DUKE. 

I've heard of men who in a moment have 

Done deeds of blood; but I-*1 will not thus 

Redden my memory. Leave us, Monk—Begone! 

[Gbbbaldi exit. 

ISABELLA. 

Dear brother, you—— 

DUKE. 

And you too go. 

jGo, Isabella:—Nay, it must be so. 

Leave me to think. 

ISABELLA. 

I Farewell! f 


DUEB. 

To think—of what? 

Of liell and nil its horrors; for this earth, 

It seems, may have a hell as full of pains 
And burning (orturn as was ever hid 
In the dark bowels of the loUing world. 

Places there lire, ’t is saiil, wlieiu dt-slarred souls 
Pine uinon^pti ll.imcs. My (lames arc in the heart, 

And in the head—the brain, and every nerve, 
j And every trembling muscle of my frame. 

! O this liot ague! and my parching tougiic 
I Clings close and closer still, and through my eyes 
[ Bun blood and fire, and—Ah!—O false, Lilac, false I 
I Hush! some oiiccomes. What! shall the Princebcjcercfl? 
I 1 'll fly into some corner dark as night. [Farit. 


ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

The jdnte^roofn of the Duke’s Apartments. 

CuEio waitiny. 

ISABELLA {entering.) 

Where is the Duke? 

CUBIO. 

Now in his chamber, Madam: 

But he lias given orders ih.it no one 
Shall have adniiltaiice. 

ISABELLA. 

I must go to him. 
cunio. 

Madam, you know how violent is the Duke: 
lie bade me keep tbc door. 

ISABELLA. 

Go in, go in, Sir, 

And tell him that I wish to see him siraiglit: 

The matter's urgent. Go, Sir. [tlURio exit. 

cASTi {without). 

Where is Lord Guido? 

ISABELLA. 

flow! 

Casti enfers witti a letter. 

Well, Sir?— 


Where is he,—Guido? 


CASTI. 


ISABELLA, 

Where? 

CASTI. 


1 must 

See him directly. Can you not tell mo where ? 


Perhaps— 


Yes, yes. 


ISABELLA. 


CASTI. 


ISABELLA. 


And yet he will not walk 
To-n^ht, though't is his hourhut he may be 
In the confessor's chamber. Do you know 'i? 


I ’ll find it, Madam. 


CASTI. 


ISABELLA. 


[Exit. 


Yet it were as well, 
If you should try Uic terrace first. 
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rihfo't. 


CASTl. 


ISABELLA. 


[Exit. 


I GUIDO. 

It cannot br.—Poor fallier! 


Tlial was well thouglit: now we have time at least. 

Guido enters. 


May I come in ? 


Admittance. 


GUIDO. 


ISABELLA. 


Come in: I cannot gain 


GUIDO. 


I must see niy father. Madam, 
Ta!t what will follow it. 


ISABELLA. 

Do you know yet 

What caused my brother's frenzy at the feast? 

’T was strange! 

GUIDO. 

Strange! It w.as madness. 

[ Half of the ills we hoard within our he.irts 
I Are ills because we hoard them. A fair Uile 
Will ever put down scandal, and the Duke 
Wants but an open story, f will see him, 

By Heaven! 

ISABELLA. 

Be patient! 

GUIDO. 

Shall my heart be wrung 
At every turn, and I know not the causi^? 

I were a fool indeed—Well, Sir, the Duke? 

Curio re~enters. 

cunio. 

Madam, 1 dare not enter. 

GUIDO. 

Fool!—then 1 

Will go myself. 

ISABELLA. 

No, no; I *11 see him first. Trust me for once. 

A woinno’s words- 

GUIDO. 

Then linger not. 

ISABELLA. 

How ‘s this? I 'vc heard no noi^. 


CURIO. 


Madam, nor 1. 


For the last hour. 


GUIDO. 

Great Heaven! what can it mean? 


Has he not spoken ? 


ISABELLA. 


CURIO. 


GUIDO. 


Nor moved ? 
CURIO. 


lie has not. 


GUIDO. 


I will go in, let what will happen. 


ISABELLA. 


CURIO. 


Stay! 


I '11 venture, since it must be so, my lord. 
But may 1 beg you to withdraw.—This way. 


CURIO. 


And I entreat your silence. 


This way. Madam: 


ISABELLA. 


Come: tliisw.iy. 


[Exeune. 


SCENE II. 

The Duke's Chamber. 

The Duke is sitting alone. 

CURIO (enfertu^.) 
fic sleeps* Hush!—no, wide aw.tke. 

My lord! the lady Isabella is berc. 

My lord!—He docs not answer me. My lonl! 

11aI Madam, Madam, enter—Look' 

ISABELLA enters. 

ISABELLA. 

What's this? 

Leave us. [FxitCuRio.] Dear brother, will you be the talk 
Of your own servants? Give me your hand: how cold ' 
Speak!—why arc you alone? 

nuKR. 

Alone—alone. 


Nay, this 


ISABELLA. 

Is idle. 

nuKE. 

Who—Ah! sister, is it you? 
'T is .*1 cold d.iy^dull as Dcremher. 

ISABELLA. 


Indeed a wretched day. 

nuxe. 

Indeed? Ah! now 

I recollect.—Oh! mercy! mercy!—Hear 

Heaven and earth and air, if I-if 1- 

But no, 1 will not curse them: through the world 
A ciirw; will follow ihcm, like the black plague 
I Tracking their footsteps ever,—day and night— 
Morning and eve,—summer and winter,—ever, 

I would not ]>e a wietch so followed for 
The wide supremacy of all tlic air. 

1 'd not be such a wretch—0 Heaven! O Heaven! 

Am I not worse than they are? 

ISABELLA. 

Worse,—how worse? 

DURE. 

Oh, more—more desolate. 

ISABELLA. 

Guido. 


DUER. 


ISABELLA. 


No more. 


He asks to see you. 

DtTEE. 

We will meet hereafter: 

In the world, never. In the grave perhaps— 

In (he dark common chamber of llie dead 
We Tl visit, where upon his shadowy steed 
(Pale as a corpse) the speechless phantom rides. 
Our king and enemy: there, friends and foes 
Meet without passions, and the sickly light 


MIRANDOLA. 


glimmun throii[]h die populous homos of death 
Will be enough to find us. We shall know 
Each other there, perhaps. 

ISABBLLS. 

Ills was indcc<l 

A gricvniii, fault; hut lie may mend, lie's shrc>^d, 
he may clear himself. Shall he come ini 


DUKE. 


No: and when 1 talk thus—thus calmly, you 
Know well I mean my words. 


ISABELLA. 


Nay- 


DUKE. 


Nay; I am 

As firm as marble: fixed as Fate: no more. 

« Now, what's the day's amusement! Is't to hunt. 
Or fish, or sail, or fly Che falcon?—wliat? 

Or shall wc drop upon our knees and pray?* 

ISABELLA. 

lie says he must he heard. 


SUEB. 


He must? Must!—Tlien 


Ihd him come in. 


ISABELLA. 


You jest. 


DUKE. 


Not I, by justice!—So—[sits] that’s well. 1 si*cm 
To sit in jiidgmeiil. Were the world before me— 

The sinner, and the saint,—the prodigal, 

And he who hoards his gold, and they who give 
Not even a thought in cli.irily,—l>axe slaves, 

Stabl>ei>. and thieves, .'ind |Mrri(‘ides, 1 'd hold 
The halanrc firmly. Isahcllii, go. 

Sirs, bid my son approach. 

ISABELLA. 

1 fear—well, well. [i?Ait. 

PURE. 

There was a Homan who condemned liis son 
• To de.itli. 1 'll pass a gentler seiitenec, though 
1 am myself the victim. It is str.ingu; 

Hut I do feel witliiii me a calm glow, 

As llioitgh the words I am about to say 
More oil their sound conviction. Can it be 
Tli.ii 1 have errcil 7 Away, awayif ever 
1 rise to hn|)c I shall grow wild ag.iin. 

I)esp.iir is better.* Hark! he comes; iny blood 
Is half ill tumult,—yet I will be calm. 

Guioo enters. 


CUIliO 


DUKE. 


Eatlier' 


Lord Guido, I am told you wish 
An audience; is it so? 


GUIOO. 


DUES. 


Speak oil. 

If you have suffered wrong and pray relief, k 

Why, you .should have iL—If you have done wrong, 1 
The church is open, and the gale of Heaven 
^idc for a true repenter. 


GUlDO. 


Oh! my lord, 

1 beg you to ^ast off this garb. 


DUII. 


Tlio garb of justice; treat it with honour. Sir, 
As you may hope to thrive. Well! 


GUIDO. 


DUKE. 


Why is this? 


WMiy! have yon aught to nsk 1 if so, speak on. 


GUIDO. 

My lord, I know not how it is, hut you 

Who (if I must speak tiutli) have wrong'd me much, 

Assume the injured man. What have I done?— 

You will not answer?—no? 

DUKE. 

Goon, go on. 

I like your boldness,—not your spirit. Well! 

GUIOO. 

What have 1 done, my lord? 

DUKE. 

What done I —butspeak. 

GUIDO. 

You thmk me traitor, as I hear; hut surely 
I were a sony knave, to plot against 
The st.ilc \>litch will be mine. 


Proceed. 


DUKE. 


GUIDO. 


Be not too sure. 


Tii.it's.isyoii will,iny lord:—Imtaway with this. 
My lord ! my loid! 1 ask you, can 1 be 
Tlics.iiiie in soul .is when wc fought at Mantua— 
Togcilicr,—side by side? 1 hate to name it. 

But, thd 1 not—*1 ask you, did 1 nut 
Once du you service^ 

DUKE. 

Yes : I own to that 

You speak it doithlfully : you saved niy life. 

Pray, he not sjiaring. 1 can bear it all. 

GUIDO. 

Have 1 deserved this, Sir? GriMt lle.iven' 


DUKE. 


Silence! 


You have affronted llciivcn; and the h,ii( d.iy 
(Now dying) le.ives a hliish upon the face 
Of the great sky, faint as your honour.—You 
Have praeiised against Heaven,—against me. 


GUtDO. 


1 have not, by my hojuai: nay, hear me swear— 

If 1 have done—done what? I know not what. 

But if 1 ever gave you cause to hate me,— 

If 1 have .vroiigcd you by myself, or e'er 

Conspired widt others,—plotted, writ, or thought,— 

Nay, if I ever heard of foes to you 

And lent them help, or countenance—strike me down ! 

I call on you, bright Heaven! 1 call on all 

Your terrible thunders and blue darting fires 

Quickly to come upon me. If my words 

Are falK, strike me to nothing! 


Have heard. 


DUKE. 


GUIDO. 


Well, Sii, I 


And doubt me still? 


DUKE. 


Doubt! 
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If you have said ? you have; why then good-even. 

Can serve you, let me know, and't shall he done. ] 

Now wc may go and pray. 

This from my old affection will I do. 

otriDo. 

Some one bus used me ill—some one has struck 

Once more.—That ring— 

And tortured me. Let me look on you.—You 

(The Duchess' ring) was given me as a pledge 

fl.id always a brave look;—ay, from a boy. 

Of a pure friendship. 

GUIOO. 

nuXB. 

I wore my innocence there, and in ray heart. 

Ilii! 

OUXB. 

GDIDO. 

WclLw’cll: no more: you’ll sec theDuchess ere 

Oh! my lord, do not doubt me.—Once more, Sir, 

You leave us. 

] ask you to remember what 1 was, 

GUIDO. 

And now believe.—My lord'.—Nay,—not a word? 

No, my lord. 

Not one?—Then is my purpose strong. My lord, 

DDKS. 

] see that’t is in vain to hope to stay 

You'll sec her? Nay- 

In quiet at Mirandola. Each hour 

GUIDO. 

Would bring a host of troubles and of fears 

'T is belter not. I leave Mirandola 

On me,—or both, perhaps • and I've enough. 

To-night. 

Therefore, unless your liighness orders that 

DURE. 

I must remain, I purpose speedily 

But first- 

(To-night, indeed) to travel. 

GUIDO. 

DUKB. 

Pr.iy, spare me. 

Tra vel!—wh ere 1 

DURE. 

Where do you think to travel? 

Then—why then 

OUIDO. 

Fare you well, Guido; for it must come to that 

1 know not where: somewhere about the world. 

At last.—Farewell! yet, wheresoe'er you go. 

Wliat matters it where I am ? 

Still do not quite forget Mirandola. 

DUKB. 

Yon have hud happy hours and pleasant thoughts, 

This ts sudden. 

And I—I liave had some: in infancy 

Your resolution *s sudden,—hut’t is wise. 

I—(though I w.'is H prince) would not confide 

You have my full consent,—my wish: what more? 

My son to hirelings. I have stood and watched 

GIIIDO. 

You sleeping, (then I dared not own you, for 

Will you not say farewell ? 

My father lived), while poor Bianca wept. 

uiiRK (rtsiNi;.) 

Oh! I liave watch’d you with a cotter's care, 

Shall you stop first 

Through many and ni.iny a night •—’t is .so; and now 

At Naples? 

Mountains and stormy seas will come between 

GUIDO. 

Our hearts. While you arc wandering, 1 shall be 

First at Rome. 

Shut in my palace,—prisoned up,—a slave: 

nUKR. 

What else are princes ever? but I *11 write 

Perlitips you may hear fiii iher from me there. 

To Rome. 

GUIUO. 

GUIDO. 

Yet say farewell. 

1 shall expect it. 

niiRB. 

urxB. 

Farewell. 

Confide in me. 

GUIDO. 

1 thought I had a word or two to say, 

Oh, Ftather, I 

But they are gone;—the common things, perhaps, 

Am going far—forever. This cold Imnd, 

Men S 1 V at parting: likely nothing more. 

Which now 1 stretch abroad towards you,—now, 

You m.iy return: if not, why let us part 

You *11 never toucii again. 

iLikc friends at least: hate is a galling load 

Duxe. 

[To bear in absence; so—farewell. Oh! Guido! 

Farewell!—Mountains and seas 

[Embraces him. 

Must rise and roll between us: then, perhaps, 

And now no more. Farewell! 

W'e may be friends again. 1 loved you once— 

GUIDO. 

Once for your mother’s sake; ay, for your own. 

Once, more, fare^'oll, 

1 had bnivo hopes, but you have blighted them;— 

Farewell! [fA'it. 

But I may write to Rome. 

DURE. 

GUIDO. 

Farewell! The kindest breath of Heaven 

1 hope you will. 

Rest on your head and hallow it.—My son ! 

DUKE. 

My only son I and is he gone for ever? 

If what I think is wrong: no matter, you 

How I have loved him let these tremulous hands 

Shall hear from me at Rome. 

Proclaim, and these my weeping woman’s eyes, 

CUJOO. 

Not often stain’d with tears.—Farewell, once more, 

At Rome, then. 

Son of my youth! And now I ’ll take one look 

nUKB. 

At the blue skv, and taste the scents which hang ’ 

IF 

Around the fidwers.—^Mctliinks I feel again 

My power, or my purse lie wanting— ever, 

Bly stature princely, and still running clear 

(Death! I shall play the fool!)—if ever 1 
> 

The high blood of Mirandola. , [Axil. 


MIRANDOLA. 


SCENE III. 

TJie jipartment of Ifie Confessor. 

Gbiialdi discovered at a Table, with Papers; and a 
Chest open, to and from which he goes. 

GIIKIIAI.DI, 

N^, haughty lady, now indeed thy nets 
Arc closing round thy victims: but ihou art 
Thyself within my mesh.—I want thy help, 

To thrust me in the conclave; until tlicn 
1 T1 keep thy secrets safely,—and thy letters. 

Ha! this— [Reads."] « To Guido de Mirandnla, 

Naples.*—That Gaspero had an honest look; 

And yet he was a knave. This—* To tlie Father 
Cheraldi.H Signed m Thy true friend Isaljella.* 

This is my bill on fortune—« thy (rue friend.» 

And here are Guido's letters to tlic Duke; 

I would not lose them for a mitre. But 

There is another——Ila I [Geci to tJie chest. 

Casti enters suddenly. 


GVIDO. 


For I am 


going. 


You must say it quickly; 


CASTI. 


Going—where? 


GUIDO. 


Miraudola this hour 


I leave 


CASTI. 


Is not Ijord Guido here? 


GUEnALDr. 


Signior!—Lord Guido? 


CASTI. 


Ay, Bir, Lord Guido.—I must sec him quickly. 

Why, what's the matter, .MoAk? 

GUIDO. (wtWn). 

In this room, say you ? 


CASTt. 


Hd! that is his voice? 


Guido enters. 

My dear Guido! 1 want 
Some private words—I want to liavc some speech 
Willi the lord Guido, Sir. ^ 

GHERALDI. 

with the lord Guido? 

CASTI. 

1 

Do you not hear? We wish to talk in private, 

GUIDO. 

You '11 trust us in your room awhile, Gheraldi? 

OHBAALDI. 

My lord, my papers. 

CAST!. 

Never mind them, Monk. 
Ifow! do you think we wish to learn how well 
You turn a cunning verse? leave’em and go. 


CASTI. 

For what’ for what? 

GUIDO. 

My friend, the Duke and I uuihi part. Nay, spare me: 
It is delermiued on. I go to>nigiil. 

cAsri. 

To-night you must not; ftir the Duchess asks,— 
Implores a meeting with you.—In my hand 
1 hold her letter: look! 't was wrlltuii with 
A trembling heart. 

GUIDO. 

Poor Niilora! so 

Thy young hc.ii't Ireiiihled when it wrote to me. 
[Beodr.] 11a I Casti—slay, stay: how! lo-iiighl? to-night? 
It cannot be: I 'vc said— 

CAsrf. 

And 1 h.ivc sworn, 

Upon the Duchess' hand, that you shall see her. 

You must— Oh I no excusing. 

GUlliO. 

My dear friend. 

There arc some trials which the mind (though made 
Kv’u hard by sorrow) c.innut go througli well: 

Such one is this. 

CASTI. 

She wept,—do you not Iiear? 

She wept and hade me, ns i loved her honour, 

Her life,—to bring you to her. 


GUIDO. 


Ilow can 1 


Sec her? I go this liour. 


CASTI. 


Death! 


My lord, I must— 


GHERALDI. 


GUIDO, 


You can, you can: 

Cannot you leave your horses at the inn 

(The lirsl you arrive at) near the mountains? then 

You can return alone, wrapt in your cloak. 

Who ’ll know of tins! ’i is easy. 'Vhy, the night 
Itself will shroud you well. 

GUIDO. 

But should the Duko— 

CASTI. 

Do I not tell you, that perhaps her life— 

Her very life's at slake? 

GUlllO. 

Well'— 


Ilow!—I have spoken. Sir, 

[fFaves him off. 

Some minutes hence you may return. 

GHERALDI. 

But first— 
[5eiztf5 tfie papers. 

CASTI. 

Begone! [As Gheraldi goes, he thrusts the 

papers into hit robe : some fall 
as Casti hurries him out. 


CASTI. 


Well—you must do *t. 


Now, 

1 have a message. 


CASTI. 


GUIDO. 

We must be secret; yes, 
W'c must be very secret,—but 1 ’ll do't. 

There is a fate iu this. * I seem to go 
Calmly, yet with a melancholy step. 

Onwards and onwards.—Is there not a tale 
Of some man (an Arabian as I think), 

Who sailed upon the wide sea many days, 
Tossing about, the sport of winds and waters, 
Until he saw an isle, towards which his ship 
Turned suddenly?—there is: and he was drawn. 
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Ak by a magnet on, slowly, until 

CASTI. 1 

The vessel neared the isle: and then, it flew 

Ha! 

Quick us a shooting; star, and dash'd itself 

OHESALDI. 

To pieces. MethinksI am this man.*—But be it. 

She 'll thank you—she 'll reward you: you shall iiave— 

1 'll (TO to Isidora. 

I know not what. 

Anurka and CAni.o enter. 

CASTI. 

By Heaven, her writings here 

CASTl. 

To you—to you, you mean and loathsome worm! 

Well ' 

lla! signed •> your true friend Isabella.* 

ANDRBA. 

[//e rendsy fioldin^ the Utters away from Ghbraldi. 

My lord, 

GUBRALbl. 

Your horses wait. 

Sir— 

CASTI. 

My lord! my lord ! [Clings to CaSti. 

Now? 

CASTI. 

ANDRRl. 

'T is here, 't is here! Begone! f see it now— 

In the court, my lord. 

1 see It all.—Oh, Guido! poor lost friend! 

GUIDO. 

But it is here—t)iy proof! and thy proof loo. 

Farewell, then: 1 shall see you once more. 

Thou double slave!—Begone! 

CASTI. 

GUBnALOI. 

You 

I '11 give you all!— 

Will not deceive me? 

1 have a mighty hoard—of gold—of gums— 

(iUlDO. 

CASTI. 

I will not, my fricntl. 

Unloose me, villain!—Tlii.s shall to the Duke ! 

I ’ll see you after I have seen her : now, 

CnKRALOt. 

Farewell. 

My lord, niy life is in it. 

CASTI. 

ClSTl. 

Farewell then.—I will stay 

Guidos life. 

llei'v; lest our puriin(; (colder than should be 

Iii!i honour! but they sliall be saved. Begone! 

'Tween friends) (pve rise to doubts. 

GHBRALDI. 

GUIDO. 

1 cannot—will not. 

llij'lil. — Fare thee well! 

CASTI. 

[fA'cunt Ciuino, Anorba and Carlo. 

slave! lla! villain, down' 

CASl 1. 

GHBH 

l*oor Ciiido !— I have done my task ; although 

My lord, 1 '11 he for ever—I will kneel— 

I h.ile these secret ineulingv. NVhat 1 do 

c\sr>. 

I wish the siiri to see, yet, 1 havi* hevn 

Hence!—Now we triumph. 

A messenger to him :--WeU, perh:ips—So, 

GIlBRALIIl. 

[7V/Ae« up the papers 

Go not' 

Wh.at have we?—the monk's homilies, or—ll.i! 

CASTI. 

What'—to hord Guido, sigiicil hy—hy the Duke’ 

To the Duke: 

Death! it all strikes upon me. This is not 

Ay, to the Duke in (riuniph. Thou sli.ilt he — 

[Opeut the packet. 

llegone! — ll.i ! villain 1— N’ay, then thus I il.isli 

A time fur doubting. Wh.uisthis? All' Heaven! 

You down forever. — lleiicu! — Now then, my tnund, 

GmsuALDi enters. 

Now victory is ours Honour — ihy fathei’s lovi*, 

Saved, and thy princely name made clear for ever. 

CIILHALUI. 

Now for the Duke. — Away! 

f must h.ive dropped some —lia ' Signior ! 

My lord, this is not well. My lord, I s.iy ! 

[faeunt. 

CASTI. 


Begone, thou villain!—This (reads) from Guido to 

Thu Duke? 

ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

GRBRALni. 

Give me my letters, Sir. 

The dpartment of the Duchess. 

CASH. 

Dube, Isidora. 

Another !— How! 

Oh! mercy! thou ’rl betray'd, poor friend, betray’d. 
Thou avaricc-hittun slave! 

DUKE. 

Sweet, talk no more of this. Sorrow has past 

Over us like a storm :— my heart is stilled ; 

GHBRALDt. 

And, though more lonely than 1 thought to live. 

Give—give me but 

We 'll make the best of life. ■ Poor policy 

Those letters, Sir, and you shall have— 

It is to shun the few bright hours that come, 

CASTI. 

'Cause more arc absent from us. Let us be 

Insolent slave! 

Happy, love, if not gay.n Come; sit beside me. \ 

GBBRAl.ni. 

Why do you stand, dear Isidora’ 

Not for myself, not for myself, my lord, 

ISIUORA 

But for the lady Isabella. 

A 



MIRANDOLA. 




0 Tlie lionr is past: he must be wailing. Now I Speak, IsabeUa.^By the gods, you seem 


xciise me. 


Burn to perplex me. Speak out. 


ntiXB. 


ISAHELLS. 


Xotliing? 


ni]EB. 


ISABELLA. 


Presently. Come sit by me; U ih nolliitig. 

And let me tell you once more how I love yon, dueb. 

Ilow utterly and sclf-nbandoii'd I Nothing? 

my whole soul to yon. Oh ! pai^on, then Isabella. 

(Pardon for this devotion's sake), that I Perhaps't is nothing. 

Ever pronounced a word that look'd like anger, oiiee. 

Fear, or a false mistrust. I gave up all. I Rhall ijc 

Could 1 ask less than all? Why, what is’t moves you? Vexed beyond all my reason. •! thank the stars 


Perhaps’t is nothing. 


niiEB. 


1 shall he 


isiDOHA {aside). 

Ilow shall r pass?—1 will return. 


DUKE. 


Ilow's this? have you lost aught? 


isinonA. 


Yes, my lord, yes. I—1 shall not he long 
Ere I return. 


1 am not of that humour which delights 

In fretting this and that in.in,—tiitis and iliiis, 

With question and no answer,—lint deni,it. 

And llieii * perhaps,' and * it may not h(> so 

1 h.iti* it .ill. By .Tiipiter, if I 

H.id now a secret (gooil nr ill no matter) 

Which it l>i'C.iniu a friend to know—— 


UIIKB. 


Well; go then, if it must 
Be so: hut take heed, dearest; do not walk 
Abroad so late again. I would not have 
Evil to meet you for—for the wide world. 
Quickly return. 


1 'd speak it boldly.* 


ISABELLA. 


IitIRB. 


ISABELLA. 


What then? 


Tlien—why then—I cannot. 


istnoRA. 


lUIRK. 


I will, my lord, I will. {Exit Isidora. Gods! give me patience.—ls.ihe||a, if 

ntiEB. You c.innol speak, Iimvc mu (I .iiii not used 

pon me is more like To Litk thus, hut yon fii't me). Secret’ what? 

n joy,—and yet't is jov Wh.il sirrcl can it he ' iia!—no, no, no. 

rant spirit which lit up You asked mu of ihe Ihirlicss? 


The calm I feel upon me is more like 
A leaden grief ih.in joy,—and yet't is jov 
Not the high buoyant spirit which lit up 
Mine eye tliis morning:'t is .i siilluii light, 

But it has full possession. Kveiy nerve 
Is laden with a strange and lulling charm, 

As though I had drunk of poppies, yul alive 
To the lu.’ist toneli. A sound would startle me. 
Hark!—no.—What could my Isidora ine.m? 

She trcmhlod, yet she is not wont to tremble for 
A trilling loss. 'T was odd.—Again! Who's there’ 

ISABELLA (u>it/lou 0 > 

Brother! 

DURE. 

Come in, come in. 


I.SAORLI.A. 


Unto her chamber? 


Did she go 


DURE. 


ISABELLA. 


You 're sure of Uial ? 


ntiKR. 


Sure? yes; where else? sum ! hiirc! 


ISADbLLA. 


otrxE. 


Then I am wrong. 


Isabella enCerL 


Are you not well ? 


Why, what is this? 


Daikness and death ! speak out—what is il? 

ISABELLA. 


Be calm. 


Nay. 


ISABELLA. 


DUKE. 


Not quite. Dear broilicr, where— 
Where is the Duclies-s? 

DUKE. 

Cone. She will leliim 
Quickly: till then, remain. 

ISABELLA. 

Did she go out 

Lately? 

DUKE. 

But now unto her chamher. 

ISABELLA. 

Then 

It could not he; and yet—no, 't could not he 


As the loud ihntider :—Well; I'm calm. 


ISABELLA. 


I thought I S.1W 

Buncath llie mnonlight- 


PUKB. 


Yes; go on, go on. 


ISABELLA. 


1 would not tell you, but 1 cannot live 
And ace you wrong’d. 


DURE. 

Go on. 

ISABELLA. 


What could not be ? 


DUKE. 

ISABELLA. 
Dear Brother! 
DURE. 


Guido, and- 


I thought I S.1W 


DURB. 


Hell!—but no, it cannot be. 


ISABELLA. 


What is this? 


And yet, my servant, Pesaro- 
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DVKI. 


ISABELLA. 


Drag him in. 


III bring him to you. [fx/L 

DUKE. 

Ilustc: make bastc.^^Oli^ shame! 
5Iy son!—If it be so ?—If it be—Why then 
Come forth, thou power of Darkness! Come abroad, 
And sliroud the world! No;—rather let there be 
Earlhcjuakc, and tumbling towns, and fiery rain, 
Vapours, and spotted fever,—thick disease— 

Isabella re-enters, 

Ahl sister—Well; where is lie ! 


ISABELLA. 


Come in! 


Now,- 


Pesaro enter* 


DULL. 


inanELLA. 


Becalm. Sp<‘.ik, Pesaro. 

PBSARO. 

My lord»—If I- 

DUKE. 

Plagues blister you! Villain, speak on. 
Whom have you secu? seen what? 


PESARO. 


OVEE. 


r<ord Guido. 


Such^such revenge. Where is my dagger—whe>(.^ r 
T cannot find't; *t is better. I will have 
Vengeance in open day. 

ISABELLA (interposing). . 

Nay,— 

DUEE. ^ 

Death and shaR&! 

Away, away! [Rushes out, 

ISABELLA. 

Tie’s gone.—1 almost tremble. 

And yet I will not. I, who never yet 

Knew what it was to fear,—shall I shrink now ? 

He’s gone, and they—no, no; he will not find 
My victims soon.—My son sliall be a prince. 

A prince I—a noble sound.—I tremble still. 

Who’s there?—What noise is (hat? 

Casti conies in suddenly witii papers^ followed by 

Gubraloi. 


Where is the Duke? 


CASTl. 

6BERALD1. 

Tliaiik God! he is not here. 

ISABELLA. 


what means this tumult, Sir? 


CAST!. 


That 


Oh! lady you— 

Are you there? Shame! where is the Duke? 

[Enters an apartment. 


Is felsc: he has left the city. 

PESARO. 

Yes, my lord: 

But he returned. I saw him near the barrier, 

(Wrapped in his cloak) uot half an hour ago. 

And now—— 

DUKE. 

1 dream. 

ISABELLA. 

Well, well; you saw-? 

PESARO. 

Just now 

I saw him in the garden. 

ISABELLA. 

And alone^ 

PESABO. 

I think 1 saw the Duchess. 

ISABELLA. 

Now leave us. 

Brother ’ [Exit Pbsabo. 

DUKE. 

Look down, look down! 

ISABELLA. 

• I should have thought 

Less of this strange return, had I not seen him 
(Yet why should that liavc struck me ?) smile upon 
That ring. 

DUEE. 

Ildl 

ISABELLA. 

When he parted with you—yes: 

And then—how can I bear to name it? Yet, 

Your court all smile and talk of this—their past 
Love, and their—meeting in her chamber. 

DUSE. 

Ring! Chamber! I loiter:—1 will have 


GHBBALDl. 


Discovered all.—What shall be done? 


lie has 


ISABELLA. 

Hush! 1 

Must think.—Meantime call you the guard. 

Quick, quick ! 11a! I must stop this choleric ur. 

[GnsRALDi exit. 

CASTl. (returning). 

lie is not there; Madam! Nay, I must pass. 

ISABELLA. 

Ila!—ha! what is this outrage? Guards! 


CASTl. 


By Heaven' 


[Attempts to pass her. 


ISABELLA. 


Within there—Guards, I say! 

GHBRALor, Pesabo and Soldiers enter. 

Count Casti has 

Forgot himself, and me. You will take care ~ 

The Count does'Bot escape. Confine him, Sir, 

Until my brother is at leisure, I 

Will answer this: he has done outrage here. 

CASTI. 

I have some news, good Lucio,—news to tell 
The Duke; so give me way. 

[Thrusts the papers m his bosom. 

ISABELLA. 


Sir, take him hence. 


CASTI. 


Madam— 


ISABELLA. 

Away 1 [Exeunt soldiers, etc. with Casti. V 


CBBIALDI. 


Madam, you arc a quick contriver. 



MIRANDOLA. 


ISAB1LI.A. 


Now, 


Let us go hence: no talk.—There ia a thing 
That now will soon be done; and then our c.ircft 
(My cared) .'ire over. If 1 die, my sou 
Reigns in Mirandola. And yet, Like care 
Thv Count is safe.—I have a task elsewhere. 

[fxeunC severally. 

SCENE n. 

A Garden.—Clouded Moonlight. 

Guido, Isiooba. 
isinoRA. 

When I wrote to you I knew not 
Tiiiit ye were reconciled. Oh! had I known 
That you had left Mirandola, for the world 
1 'd not have put you in this peril: hut 
That ring—it seemed to me honour and life. 


Not life. 


GUIDO. 


ISIDORA. 


Oh! yes, to me: his violent spirit would 
Soon have destroyed me. Even now, should he learn 
Of this our meeting—Oh! I fear, I fear— 

Nay, give it to me 


GUIDO. 


My pretty ring! must you then have it* 


ISIDORA. 

Yet 

And *t is not well indeed, my lord, that you 
Should wear my favours now. Some busy tongues 
May talk. 

criDO. 

Oh! Isidora, is it come 
To this? Must innocence so scant her looks. 

Or modesty be dumb, lest the hast: crowd 
Abuse her? • Oh! fair Heaven, they ’rc hitter times 
And doubtful when a breath of air may blow 
Our names .iway. • But take it. (G/uci the ring.) Sec- 
f part with my Inst good, hut't is to ihce. 

When I am gone—Shame on this blinding tear! 

One drop, and yet how hitter! 

ISIDORA. 

Talk not thus 

You may return. 

GUIDO. 

Oh! never shall that he. 

• There is a period in the d.iys of men, 

Beyond which they never thrive. I have seen mine: 
Now, all is darkness and decay.* 


ISIDORA. 


GUIDO. 


Alas! 


Oh! weep not, weep not, Isidora. You 
Had once a braver spirit. 

ISIDORA. 

I will try 

To say farewell calmly. 

GUIDO. 

Sweet blessings rest 
UiK)n your head for ever!—I shall go 
>.nr; yet do not thou forget me. We 
Have known each other long. Fortune has been 
Our foe. Our very youth is goue before 
Its time, and we must part.—« Oh! Isidora, 


Think of me sometimes: amidst crowds and reveb 
You II he a queen : pomp and admiring eyes 
Will follow you, and delicate music, like 
Incense from Ileav’n, will haunt around your rooms. 
Yet, ill die midst of all do not forjpit 
The mountain song wc used to sing together: 

*T is long ago; but’t w.i8 a pleas:int strain. 

1 love it still; better melhinks than ever 

ISIDORA 

Do not talk thus. I canuot bear it. 


GUIDO. 


Nay, 


Weep not. Poor Isidora! 

ISIDORA. 

Poor, indeed. 

GUIDO. 

Give me your hand, once more.* 

ISIDORA. 

Oh! Guido! Guido! 

GUIDO. 

Wc must part, dear friend. 

And 1 must say—what must at last be said; 

'T is only—this:—I cannot, by the Iqjht 
Of Heaven, I c.inuot s:iy it. What! Farewell 
To thee, whom I have lovcil—Oh* lovwl beyond 
All words, all parallel, hy day and night. 

In hualtl), ill sickness, amidst toils and dangers— ? 
By heaven, I canuot do’t. 

ISIDORA, 

Hush! what is that? 


O Night! 


GUIDO. 

ISIDORA. 

Hush!—no, *c was nothing. Now— 

GUIDO. 


Must it be so, indeed' 


Farewell! 


ISIDORA. 

It must. 


GUIDO. 

Why then 

Farewell; and yet—there is a boon at p.irting 
Wliich mere acquaiiilancc to each other give: 

Shall it be less with us? Oh! we have lovul 
Dearly and long. 

! ISIDORA. 

That’s past. 

Duxb rushes tn, and stops suddenly. 

DURB. 

I *vu sought *cm—Ha! 

GUIDO. 

Nay, Isidora !— 

DUKB, 

Ila! lia! ha!—Oh 1 Devils. 

Winter, and blight, and Limine strike down : 

And fires, broad as the deluge, rain, till they 
Scorch all the land up,—all. 

GUIDO. 

Shun not my last 

Request; it is my last.—wThough dark fortune puls 
Her arm between us, every gentle proof 
Of what has been, wc need not cast aside. 

Oh! weep not • Let me take one kiss away 
In memory of thee—one: it will be 
The saddest, yet the sweetest,—and the last. 
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No, Guido. 


isiDOai. 


OUIDO. 


Tlien farewell: shrink not. 


ISIDOBA. 


OUIDO. 


1 faint. Your father— 
[5inlrr against Guido, 


Tremble not. Where is he? 


Durk rushes forward. 

DUKS. 

Here!— 

Here, serpents!—Now the everlasting curse 
Clin(; to ye both, and wither. May ye both 
Wander about- 

GUIDO. 

I- 

DUXI. 

W'rctch!—wander about 

The world,—the wide world, hopclcm, vile, abhorred. 
Hut no; for you—(will my head burst?) for you, 
Delicate Sin, begone—yet stay: if e’er 
You shall repent—repent of what? ha, ha! 

Who's the accuser? none: who will believe 

That 1 ’in abused, abiiscii 1 who ’ll swear 7 none, none. 

Ila, ha!—O Death and Night! 


GUIDO 


Will you not hear ? 

DUXB. 

Ay, when you die 1 ’ll listen,—T 11 rejoice. 

Wilt you have tiiaP never : there arc crimes 
Which the law touches not; but I ‘il have blood 
lied as the Arab gulf: not your's, but you— 

You with the curse of Cain—worse, worse—with all 
The blight of parricide upon you—Son ! 

(No son of mine!)—Ah!—how niy tongue is parched— 
Dry .IS a withered scroll.—I will liavc such 
Vengeance—such mighty vcngcunce. 


Once more—nay- 


Alas! Alas! 


GUtOO. 


DUXB. 

Parricide! 

GUino. 


ISIDORA. 


DUXB. 


'T is in vain. 


What! do you weep and cheat me of all tears? 

But 1 ’ll have justice. 

GUIDO. 

Yet hear! 

DUBB. 

Not a word: 

No, not a word. I listen’d once, and died. 

Ho, ho! the world ’s abroad: liglits! torches! so- 

Coma on, come on. 

GUIDO. 

Spare her. For me— 


DUU- 


For you 

There is a something yet. Come in, I say. 

My soul is white.—How my bead throbs I Stir not. 
Where am I? 


Cusio, PiBSO, Guards and Attendants, enter.^"' 
C1IBI0. 

Stay! What tumult is there here? 

Your highness? 

DUXB. 

Where? Tlie Duke is dead-is drad. 
lie died, Sir, when his wife and son forsook him; 

But 1 am here to represent his state. 

And it shall Hud full justice. Where *s the throne? 
Vanish'd, .aLis!—no matter. I will sit 
Beneath the stars (jtts).—Boll back those curtains, which 
Hide the pale visage of the moon. And now, 

I call upon ill* assembled lights of Heaven; . 

And on the immortality of Truth, | 

Upon white Chastity, and crown’d Bevengc, I 

To attest wlmt lierc 1 do. Traitors! draw near. 

What have ye—(Mark! the huge and ponderous sky 
tilings right above your beads)—to say? Speak fortli! 


Father! 


GUIDO. 


DUXB. 


I'll not admit that voice; 'tis perjured. Hark! 
Did it not thunder then ? no; all is Still- 
Calm as despair. 


ISlDORA. 


* My lord ! 


nuKR. 


Ah! is it you?" 


Husii! Music.—Hush! 
[IsiD. comes forward. 


ISIDORA. 


Sparc him, O spare him! 


DUKE. 


PIBRO. 


DUXI. 


Never. 


If a word is spoken, but a word,— 


GUIDO. 


That ring, that ring- 


Nay, hear me. 


DUXB. 


Blights wither yon' 


Alas! 


Ila I do yon taunt me, villain? 


ISIDORA. 


DURA. 


Gome hither, slave! 

You, sirrah! what’s your name? no matter. Take 
Yon man into the palace>court, and there— 

Come nearer—near. [ff'hispers officer. 

Bcmcmber! 

ISIDORA. 

(Shrieks.) lla!—What's that' 
Oh! mercy, mercy. Spare him—spare us both. 

My lord!—O husl^nd! • 

GUIDO. 

Sweet, implore no more. 

My fate is come. I ’ll meet it as a mao. 

Of thee 1 dare not Ujink: but t/iou— ^ 

DUXB. 

Speak on. 

You shall have licence,— once—but once. Speak on. 



MIRANDOLA. 


GUIDO. 


mo'll ftbuud • 

Thy trusts of father, husband, prince. 


ISIDOBA. 


No, no. 


OVIDO. 

Thou liast, to glut a base anil bitter hate, 

Oustroy'd thine only son. Angels now look ■ 

Upon us, and before ihcir homes 1 swear 
Thdl 1 am innocent. Kemcml>cr this. ^ 

For her who stands palely beside you there 
(A star amidst this darkness), she is pure 
As IleaTcn. ] speak this with a dying tongue. ' 

I loved her-— 

nvKB. 

Ila! shall this be said? Away, 


Away, I say! If once I swear- 


[Aiici. 


One word. 


GUIDO. 


ISIDORA. 


One word,— 


OUIDO. 

Poor Isidora! 

ISIDOSA. 

One—— 

GUIDO, 

One word's enough. My lord, when 1 depat I, 

To when;—no matter, mark mu. I shall tread 
Willi the samu step,—(he same l>old, faithful stop, 
Which bore mu on, ’midst fire and carnage, when 
I saved your life at Mantua.—Now, lead uit. 

[Guiiio exit with officers, 
DUKB. 

r/oien.} lie's gone. 

ISIDORA. 


I love this lonely pomp. My lamps arc hung 
All round a mighty dome; and music, like 
The noises bursting from ^lian caves, 

Come round me like a charm. Oh! I have been 
Betray'd; ay, and revenged.—All silent? How! 

Come, talk, Sirs, talk. [Isahblla eaten. 

orricKB. 

Will not your higlmcsB go? 
niiRR. 

Go? where? where? Aht the light comes. I have been 
(jong wandering. Mifwry ! oh, misery! 

Butjublieo shall be done; and vengeance. [Leans back^ 

Ghehaldi anil Pesaro enter, 

ISABELLA. 

Ila! 

OHBBALDt. 

Madam, he has escaped. 

ISABELLA, 

Be Still, Sir. Wlio? 

PSSABO. 

Count Casti. 

IStBRLLA. 

Ila! go seek him, ami confine him : 

Du this, and you shiitl tliiive. This is unlucky. 

GOKRALUl, 

*T is death. 


ISABELLA. 


To rest. 


Not (]uUe su bad. Guido is gone 


OllkBALDl. 

How tlie Duke sits! 

isarblla. 


We Ml lead him in. Mytordl 


UtIKB. 


A moment stop. My lonl! my lord ’ All ! Sister. Well; justice is done, 
knee! to you, and wft the dust casti {without). 


Wlint voice is that? 


Spare him. I'll knee! to you, and wft ibe dust casti {withou 

With te.ir8. Ob ! busb.ind, my dear busbaud ! speak! 

I, l<ii(lor.i—Uulor. 1 , whom uuke. 

You loved so once, am berc—here on my knees, Wlinl voice is that? 

Kcforc the world—in the broad light. My lord I 

Give him but time,— a word—(do you hear that’?) casti. 

A woi'd will clear him. Will yon not listen? Ob!— The Duke 

Crnel, oh! cruel! Mercy, yet,—oh, God! I'UER. 

tlsiDOBA falU before him. Hera,—on Ins seal of judgement. 
PIERO (after a pause). cash. 

Shall we not help the Duchess? 


The Duke! 


[Casti enters quickly, 

CASTI. 

The Duke—where is the Duke? 

ItllER. 


CASH. 


Begins to move. 


CUBIO, 


PIERO. 


Stay, stay: he 


lie looks like marble with (hose fix'd eyes. 

CUBIO. 

Ha! those are heavy tears. 

OPFICRR. 

Hark! 

DUKB. 


Sci/e the Blonk, 

My lord, pray p.irdon me, but—O niy heart! 
Madam, you must not go. 

ISABELLA. 

Slave! dare you think 
To daunt the sister of Mirandola? 


Wlial's this' 


UUXB. 


CASTI. 


You are abused. 
bUXK. 


Mercy!— 1 know it. WrelHt! 

Nd more of that. I am a desolate man; Will you bring back my terrois? Silence him. 

Much injured; alm<»t mad. I want—111 have casti. 

Vengeance—tremendous vengeance. Ila! pale thing; You and your son arc both abuseil,—lielr.'iy d. 

I will not tread upon her. Teais? wliat, tears? You and your inno<‘enl wife. Look on the 

Take lier away. [IstnoRA li taken out. Your *on's as fair as Heaven. Mark the Mon 


CASTI. 


My heart Is cold as lead. 

I sboiiid have had a cloak lo cover me— 

A tomb, a toipb, to keep the wind out. Ila ‘ 


? what, tears? You and your inno(*enl wife. Look on the Monk. 

[IsinoRA li taken out * Your son 's .is fair as Heaven. Mark the Blonk, 


I siy. Here, my lord, here arc loiters,—scrawls 
raHliion'd in bell, ton black for such a place. 
Here arc the Icttcn which you sent to Naples. 
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Look! tliese your son writ; these—your sister sent. 
I took them from the Monk: he bribed, and pray'd, 
Nay, wept and tore my cloak to get them, but 
I have them here,—read, read I 


DUKE. 


CASTl. 


Letters? my son!— 


lie met the Duchess here by my entreaty ’ 
Against his wish he met her: nay- 


A.h, sister! (reaefr.) 

Read, Sir! 


DUKX. 


CASTi. 


ISABELLA. 


Slave I my son 

Reigns in Hirandola. I nni content. 


Lead out the lady. 


CASri. 


DUKE. 


Now, where is she?—gone' 
'T is better. Ah ! thou cowIlhI villain,—thou 
Whom I liavu loved and trusted. 1 forget: 
Where am 1' I am wandering yet. 


Wlicre is your son ? 


CASTI. 


UUAS. 


My lord 


My son 7 Ah! death and haste. 
Fly, fly and save him. Bring him hither. Drag 
Tliat villain to a dungeon. O, niy heart! 

Fly some one! fly again, and bring my son. 

Oh! mercy, mercy I 

CASTl. 

Where is he—his son ! 


Led out to death. 


OFFICBB. 

CASTl. 

lid! where? 
ovricBB. 


To stop my orders? Go—some more. 1*11 sit 
Here, while the Heavens arc trembling. 

{A distant report of Musketry is heard.) 

Ha! [Sinks down. 

{After a short pausCf Gasti re-enters,) 


GASTI. 


UUBK. 


My lord! 


Ha! my good messenger, a word, a word; 

But one^ 1 '11 give my Dukedom to you,—all. 

Tell me he lives. Swear it. T is my command. 

CASTl. 

Alas! it was too late. We can but pray. 


IIURE. 


Rain down your blights upon us I 


[Isabella is taken out. 


CASTl. 


DUKE. 


Sir, be calm. 


Sulphur and blistering fire. I want to die. 

Unloose me here, iicre: I am too tight.—Some one 
Has lied my heart up; no, no; here, Sir, here. 

All round my heart, and round my braiu,—quick> 
quick— 

1 'm burning.—Hush I a drug—a— 


CASTl. 


DUKE. 


Hold him up. 


Some dull—some potent drink. 1 '11 give—1 'll give 
The world away for peace. Oh ! round my heart, 
And—Ah ! unloose this cord about iny throat. 

Has no one merry here? 1 am the Duke.— 

The Duke. Ha! 1 am—nothing. 


Now, my dear lord,— 


CASTl. 


DUKE. 


Raise his head. 


ovFiCBR. O iny poor son, my son! 

Ill the wohtcru court. Young victims—both so young,—so innocent. 

[Gasti rushes out. I'wt they are gone. 1 feel ns I could sleep— 
muxe. Sleep—hush! for ever. My poor son!— 

My son! where is iiiy son ? Is no one gone [Dies. 


a ^tctltan 


DEDiCA'mUY SONNET. 


TO- 


It may be that the rhymes 1 bring to thee 
( An idle offering, Beauty) are my last: 
Tlierefore, albeit thine eye may never cast 
Its light on them, 't is fit thine image l>c 
Allied unto my song; for silently 
Thou mayst connect the present witli the pnsi, 
'T is fit, for Saturn now is hurrying fast, 

And tliou mayvt soon be nothing, e'en to me. 
Be this the record then of plcas.ant hours 
Departed, when beside the river shaded 
I walk'd with thee, (gazing my heart away. 
And, from the sweetrst of your ganlcn flowers. 
Stole only those which on your bosom fadctl. 
—O, why has happiness so sliort a day I 


A SICILIAN STORY. 


Nanc kIo quid ilt tnor. 


TitBHB is a spirit within us, which arrays 
The thing we doat upon with colourings 
Richer than roses—brighter than the beams 
Of the clear sun at morning, when he flings 
His sliowers of light upon the peach, or plays 
With tlic green leaves of June, and strives to dart 
Into some great forest’s Iieart, 

And scare the sylvan from voluptuous dreams. 
There is a spirit that comes upon us when 
Boyhood is gone,— before we rank os men, 

Before the heart is canker'd, and before 
We lose or cast away that innocent feeling 
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givet lifi: all its freshness. Never more 

May I feel this, and yet the times have been 

I have seen love in burning beauty stealing 

O’er a young cheek and run the bright veins through, 

And light up, like a heaven, eyes of such blue 

As in the summer skies was never seen. 

I was an idler then, and life was green, 

And so 1 loved and languish’d, and became 

A worshipper of the boy-god's fickle fiame, 

And did abase myself before him: he 

Laugh’d outright at my fierce credulity. 

If. 

And yet, at times, the recollection's sweet, 

And the same thought that pleased me haunts me still, 
Chief at the hour when day and evening meet, 

And twilight, shadowy magician! calls 
Shapes unsubstantial from his cloudy halls, 

And ranks them out before us till they fill 
The mind with things forgotten. Valley and hill. 

The air, the dashing ocean, the small rill, 

The waving wood and the evanishing sky, 

Tow’rd this subduing of the soul, ally 
Their pow’rs, and stand forth a rcsisUcss hand. 

If then the elements lea{pic ag.nnst us, and 
The heart rebel against the mind’s command, 

Why, we must sink before these sickly dreams 
Until the morning comes, and sterner lliomcs 
Do fit us through this stormy world to sail. 

Farewell to love,—and yet, ’t is woven in my (ale. 

III. 

A story (still believed through Sicily) 

Is (old of one young girl who chose to die 
For love. Sweet ladies, listen and believe. 

If tliat ye can believe so strange a story. 

That woman ever could so deeply grieve, 

Save she who from Lciicadia’s promontory 
Flung herself headlong for the Lesbian boy 
( Ungrateful he to work her such annoy) ; 

But time hath, as iu sad requital, given 
A branch of laurel to her, and some bard 
Swears that a heathen god or goddess gave 
Her swan-like wings wherewith to fly to heaven . 

And now, at times, when gloomy tempests roar 
Along ilic Adriatic, in tlic wave 
She dips her plumes, and on the watery shore 
Sings as the love-crazed Sappho sung of yon'. 

IV. 

One night a masque was held within the walls 
Of a Sicilian palace: the gayest flowers 
Cast life and beauty o'er the marble halls. 

And, in remoter spots, fresh waterfalls 

That streamed half-hidden by sweet lemon bowers 

A low and silver-voiced music made : 

And there the frail perfuming woodbine stray’d, 
Winding its slight arms ’round the cypress bough, 

And as in female trust seemed there to grow, 

Like woman's love 'midst sorrow nourishing: 

And every odorous plant and brighter thing 
^Dorn of the sunny skies and weeping rain. 

That from the bosom of the spring 
Starts into life and beauty once again, 

Blossom’d; and there in walks of evergreen, 

I Gay cavaliers, and dames high-horn and fair. 


Wearing that rich and melancholy smile 

That can so well beguile 

The human heart from its recess, were seen: 

And lovure, full of love or studious care, 
asting their rhymes upon the soft night air, 

And spirits that never till the morning sleep. 

And, far away, the mounlnin i^tna flung 
Eternally its pyramid of flame 
High as the Ileav’ns, while from its heart there came 
Hollow and subterranean noises deep, 

And all around the constcUatious hung 
Their starry lamps, lighting the midnight sky, 

As to do honour to that revelry. 

V. 

Yet was there one in that gay shifting crowd 
Sick at the soul willi sorrow ; her quick eye 
Ran restless dirnugh tlie throng, and then site bowed 
Her J)cad upon her breast, and one cheek'd sigh 
Breathed sweet reproach 'gainst her Italian hoy, 

The dark-eyed Tiiiido whom she loved so well; 

(() how he laved Sicilian Isabel!) 

Why came he not that night to share (he joy 
That sate on every face, and from her heart 
Bid fear and all, aye, all but liopc, depart— 

Foi hope is prcM'ni happiucM : Shapes and things 
That wear a beauty like the imperial sLir 
Of Jo\c, or sunset clouds nr floating dews, 

And like an arch of protnisi' slime afar, 

When near cast off (heir skiey colourings, 

And all llicir rainbow-like and radiant hues 
Are shadowy mockeries and deceptive fire. 

But, Hope! the brightest of the passionate choir 
That throngli the wide world range, 

And touch with passing fingers that most strange 
And various instrument, the human heart,— 

Ah! why didst thou so soon from Isabel depart? 

VI. 

Dark Guido came not .all that night, while she 
(Ilis young .and secret hnde) sate watching there. 
Pah: as the marble columns. She search'd around 
And ’round, and sicken’d at the revelry ; 

But If she heard a tjuick or liglitcr hound 
Half 'rose and gazed, and o’er her tearful sight 
l)n:w her white hand to see his raven liair 
Come down in rnasscs like llie starless night, 

And 'nealh each shortened mask she strove the while 
To catch his sweet inimiluhic smile. 

Opening such lips as llic boy Hylas wore 
(He avhom the wild and wanton nymphs of yore 
Stole from Alcmena's son). But one and then 
Another passed, ami bowtil, and passed again. 

She looked on all in vain * at last more near 
A figure came, and, whispering in her car. 

Asked in a hoarse, and quick, and bitter tone. 

Why thorc she sate alone, 

The mistress of the feast, while all passed by 
Unwelcomcd even by her wandering eye? 

It was her brother's voice—I.coni!—no 
It could not l>e that Ac would jeer her so. 

He breathed a name; 't was « Guido* : tremblingly 
Slic sate and nlirank from his inquiring eye, 

Rut hid the miglily secret of her soul. 

Again—ah I then she heard her lenihlc doom 
Sound like a prophecy, and to her room 
Like a pale solitary shade she stole. 
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VII. 

And now to tell of him whose tonffite had gain'd 
The heart of Isabel. 'T was said, he came 
(And he was of a line of fame) 

From Milan, where his fatlier perish’d. 

He was the last of all his race, and Hod 
To haughty Genoa where the Dorias reign'd ■ 

A mighty city onee, though now she sleeps 
Amidst her amphitheatre of hills. 

Or sits in silence by her dashing deeps, 

And not a page in living story fills. 

He had that look which poets love to paint. 

And artists fashion, in their happier mood, 

An<I budding girls when first their droainings faint 
Show them such forms as maids may love. He stood 
Fine as those shapely Spirits hc.ivcn>fh;8cended, 
Hermes or young Apollo, or whom she 
The moon-lit Dian on the Latmian bill, 

When all tliu woods, and all the winds were still, 
Kiss’d with the kiss of immortality. 

And in his eye where love and pride contended, 

IIU dark, (Iccp-seated eye, there was a spell 
Which tliey who love and have been loved can tell. 
And she—hut what of her, Ins chosen bride, 
llis own, on whom he ga/cd iii secret pride, 

And loved .ilmost too much for happiness^ 
kiiuugh to ».iy that she was horn lo bless, 

She was surpassing f.iir: her gentle voice 
G.ime like tlic fiihled music that beguiles 
'rile sailor on the waters, and her smiles 
Shone like the light of heaven, and said ■llejoice.» 

VIII. 

That morn they Mt upon the sca-bcaeh green ; 

I'or in that l.iiid the sward springs fresh and free 
Glosc to the ocean, and no lidc.s are seen 
To break the glassy quiet of the se.i; 

An«l t'iuido, with In'! arm 'roiimi Isaliel, 

Unclasp'd tlie ire88(*8 of her chusnut hair, 

Which ill her white and heaving bosom fell 
lake tilings enanionr’d, and then with jealous air 
Hade the soft amorous winds not wanton there: 

And then his dark eyes sparkled, and he wound 

The fillets like a eoronct around 

Her brow, and hade her rise, and rise a ipieen. 

And oh!’t was swei-t to see her delicate hand 
Ihess’d ‘gainst his parted lips, as though to check 
In mimic .tnger all those whi8|>crs bland 
He know so well to use, and on bis neck 
Her round arm hung, while half as in command 
And half entreaty did her swimming eye 
Speak of forbearance, till from licr pouting lip 
He snatch’d the honcy-dews (hat lovers sip, 

And then, in crimsoning beauty, playfully 
She frown d, and wore that sclf-hetraying air 
Which women loved and flatter’d love to wear. 

IX. 

Oft would he, as on that same spot they lay 
Beneath the last light of a summer’s day, 

Tell ^and would'watch the while her stedfast eye) 
flow on the lone Pacific he had hi'en. 

When the Sea I<ion on liis wateiy way 
Went rolling through the billows green, 

And shook that ocean's dead tranquillity: 

And he would loll her of past times, and where 


He rambled in bis boyhood far away, 

And spoke of other worlds and wonders fair 
And mighty and magnificent, for he 
Had seen the bright sun worshipp'd like a god 
' Upon that land where first Columbus trod; 

And travelled by the deep Saint Lawrence* tide, 

And by Niagara’s cataracts of foam, 

And seen the wild deer roam 
Amongst interminable forests, where 
The serpent and the savage have their lair 
Together. Nature there in wildest guise 
Stands iindebased and nearer to the skies; 

And ’midst her giant trees and waters wide 
The bones of things forgotten, buried deep, 

Give glimpses of an cldci world, espied 
By us hut in that fine and dreamy sleep, 

When Fancy, ever the mother of deep truth, 

Breathes lier dim oracles on the soul of youth. 

X. 

Her sleep that night was fearful,—O, (hat niglit! 

If it indeed was sleep: for in her sight 
A form (a dim and waving shadow) stood, 

And pointed far up the gre.it F.tna’s side, 

Where, from a hlauk ravine, a dreary wood 
Peeps out and frowns upon the storms below. 

Anil bounds and braves the wilderness of snow. 

It gazed awhile upon the lonely bride 
W'ith melancholy air and glassy eye. 

And spoke—« Awake, and search yon dell, for I, 
Though risen above my old mortality, 
ll.ive left my mangled and unbunml limbs 
A prey for wolves hard by the waters there, 

And one lock of my black ami curled hair, 

That one I vowed to thee, my bcaiily, swims 
Like a mure weed upon the mountain river; 

And those dark eyes you used to love so well 
(They loved you clearly, my own Isabel) 

Are shut, and now have lost their light for ever. 

Go then into you far ravine, and save 

Your husband’s heart for some more quiet grave * 

Than wliat the stream and withering winds may lend. 
And ’iiealh the busil-lree we planted, give 
The fond heart hnrial, so that tree shall live 
And shed a solace on thy after days; 

And ihoii but oh! I ask thee not to tend 
The plant on which thy Guido loved to gaze, 

For with a spirit’s power I see thy lieart.i 
He s.iid uo more, but with the dawning day 
Shrunk, .*is the shadows of the clouds depart 
Before the conquering sun-beams, silently. 

Then sprung she from the pillow where she lay, 

To the wild sense of doubtful misery: 

And when she woke she did obey the dream, 

And journey'd onwards to the mountain stream, 
Tow’rd which the phantom pointed, and she drew 
The thorns aside which tlierc luxuriant grew. 

And with a beating Iteart descended, where 
The waters wash'd, it said, its floating hair. 

XL 

It was a spot like those romancers paint. 

Or painted when of dusky knights they told 

’ I havt) vonlared to lulisfilule Ii«art for iho ben) of the loror. 
Tlie Ittlier spiteared to me to be a gbatlly object to preserTe. 


A SICILIAN STORY. 


WaiQerinjj about in forests old, 

When the last purple colour was waxing faint 
And day was dying in the westthe trees 
(Dark pine and cliesnut, and the dwarfed oak 
And cedar) shook their branches till the shade 
Look’d like a living spirit, and as it pUyed 
Seem’d holding dim communion with the breeze. 
Below, a tumbling river roll’d along 
(Its course by lava rocks and branches broke) 

Singing for aye its fierce and noisy song; 

And there on shatter'd trunks tlie lichens grew 
And covered, with their golden garments,—Death ‘ 

And when the tempest of November blew 
The Winter trumpet, til) its failing breath 
Went moaning into silence, every green 
And loose leaf of (he piny boughs did tell 
Some trembling story of that mountain dell. 

XIL 

That spirit is never idle that dotli 'waken ‘ 

The soul to sights and contcmplaiioiis deep, 

Kven when from out the desert's scetnirig sleep 
A sob is heaved that but the leaves are slukcn; 

But when across its frozen wastes there comes 
A rushing wind, that chills the heart and bears 
Tidings of ruin from those icy domes, 

The cast and fashion of a thousand years, 

It is not for low meanings (hat the soul 
Of Nature, starling from her idlesse long, 

Doth walk abroad with Death, and sweep among 
The valleys where the avalanches roll. 

’T is not to speak of ■ Doubt* that her great voice, 
Which ill the plains doth bkl the heart rejoice. 

Comes sounding like an oracle. Amidst men 
There arc no ttselets marvels: Ah ! why (hen 
Cast on the wonder-working nature shame, 

Or deem that, like a noisy brn(;gart, she 

(In all things else bow great and freed from blame) 

Once in an age should shout • A mystery!» 

XlII. 

But, to my story. Down (he slippery sod 
With trembling limbs, and heart that scarcely beat. 
And catching at the brambles, as her feet 
Sunk in the crumbling earth, the poor girl trod; 

And (here she saw—Oh! till (hat moment none 
Could Icll (not site) how much of hope the suit 
And cheerful morning, with its noises, bi'oii]'lit. 

And how she from each glance a courage c.'uigbl; 

For light and life had scattered half her fright, 

And site could almost smile on llic past night; 

So, with a buoyant feeling, mixed with fear 
Lest she might scorn hcav’n's missioned minister. 

She took her weary way and searched the dell. 

And there she saw him^dcad. Poor desolate child 
Of sixteen summers, had the waters wild 
No pity on the boy you loved so well! 

There stiff and cold the dark-eyed Guido Uy, 

Ills pale face upwards to the careless day, 

That smiled as it was wont; and he was found 
His young limbs mangled on the rocky ground, 

» 

' TbU ptrtif;rapli U obscure; it viriUSD to repel to SMerlioa 
(meOe ia • pooa to wbicb I csoaot recur) ihit the (all of an 
aTaianrbe ipoke « Doobt aad Daaih." The reader caa, if ho pleatos, 
pau ii ever al|oeaibor. 


And, midst die weltering weeds and shallows cold. 
His black hair floated ns the phantom told, 

And like the very dream his glassy eye 
Spoke of gone mortality. 

XIV. 

She stared and bugh'd aloud like one whose bnin 
Is slioek d o the sudden: then she looked again: 
And then she wcpi. At Usi—but wherefoix? ask 
[low—tremblingly, she did lier bloody task T 
She look (he heart and washed it in (he wave 
And bore it home and placed it 'midst wild lloweni, 
Such as he loved to scent in happier hours. 

And ’iieath the basil-tree she scoop'd a gnive, 

And (herein placctl the heart, to common earth 
Doom'd, like a thing that owned not human birth. 

XV. 

And (he (ree grew .tnd grew, and brighter green 
Shot from its Imughs than she before had seen, 
And softly with i(s leaves (he west winds player!: 
And she did water it with her tears, and talk 
As to a living spirit, and in the shade 
Would place it gently when (he sun did walk 
High in his hot meridian, and she pixn^t 
The houghs (which fell like halm) upon her breast. 
Slie never plm k’d a iu:if nor let a wlxh) 

Within a shadow of its blanches Feed, 

But nursisl it ns a mother guards her child, 

And kept it slieUer’d from the ■ winter wild :■ 

And 80 it grew beyond i(s fellows, and 
Tow'red m unnatural beauty, waving there 
And wbihpering to the muon and midniglit air, 

And stood a tiling une(|tialled in the land. 

XVI. 

But never more along her favourite vale. 

Or by the village paths or hurrying nver, 

Or on till! beach, when clouds are seen to sail 
Across the setting sun, while waters ipiiver 
And bi'eezcs rise to bid the day farewell— 

No more in any bower she once loved well. 

Whose sound or silence to flic ear could tell 
Aught of the passionate past, (lie pale girl trod : 

Yet faivc bimsclf, like an invisible god, 

Haunted e<tcb spot, and with his own rlcli breath 
Fill'd the wide air with mnsic sweet and soft, 

Snell as might calm <>r conr^ucr Deaili (if Death 
Oitilil e’er he con<(uercd,) and fioni aloft 
S>id airs, like those she heard in infancy, 

Fell on her soul and lilted her eyes with tears; 

And recollections came of liappier years 
Thronging from all the cells of memory. 

All her heart's follies she remember’d then; 

How coy and rash—how scornful she had been. 
And then bow tender, and how coy again, 

And ever shifting of the burning scene 
That sorrow stamps upon the helpless brain. 

XVII. 

Leoni—(for this tale had ne’er been told 
By her who knew alone her brother’s guilt,) 

Leoni, timorous lest the blood he spill 
Should rise in vengeance from its secret hold, 

And come abraid and claim a sepulchre; 

Or, haplier, fancying that the lie he swore 
u Tliat Guido sailed and would return no more* 
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disbelieved and not forgot by her; 

Or that she had discover’d where he lay 
Before his limbs had witlier’d quite away, 

Or—but whate'er it was that moved him then, 

Uc dug and found the heart, unperish’d; 

For she, to keep it unlike the common dead, 

Had wound it round with many a waxen line. 

And bathed it with a curious medicine: 
lie found it where, like a dark spell, it lay, 

And cursed and cast it to the waves away. 

XVIII. 

That day the green tree wither'd, .and slic knew 
The solace of her mind was stol'n and gouc: 

And then she felt that she was quite alone 
In the wide world; so to the distant wends 
And caverned haunts, and where the mountain floods 
Thunder into the silent air, she flew. 

She flow away, and left the world behind, 

And all that man doth worship, in her flight; 

AH that around the beating heait i.s twined; 

Yet, as slic looked farewell to human kind, 

One quivering drop arose and dimiu'd ber sight, 

The last that frenzy gave to poor distress. 

And then into the dreary wilderness 

Slic went alone, a crazed,heart-broken thing: 

And in the solitude she found a cave 
Half hidden by the wild-brier blossoming. 

Whereby a black and solitary pine. 

Struck by tlic fiery thunder, stood, and gave 
Of pow’r and death a token and a sign : 

And there he livcnl for months: Slic did not heed 
The seasons or their change, and she would feed 
On roots and berries, as the creatures fed 
Whicli had in woods been born and nourished, 

XIX. 

Once, and once only was she seen, and then 
The chamois hunter started from his chace, 

And stopped to look a moment on her face, 

And could not turn him to his sports again. 

Thin Famine sate upon her hollow check, 

And settled Madness in her glazed eye 

Told of a young heart wrong'd and nigh to break, 

And, as the spent winds waver ere they die, 

She to herself a few wild words did speak. 

And sung a strange and broken melody; 

And ever as she sung she strew'd the ground 
With yellow leaves that perish’d ere their lime, 

And well their fluttering fall did seem to cliimc 
With the low music of lier song:—the sound 
Came like a dirge filling the air around. 

And this (or like) the mclaucholy rhyme. 

I. 

There is a spirit stands by me: 

It eoincs by night, it comes by day, 

And when the glittering lightnings play. 

Its look is pale and sad to see. 

'T is he—to whom my brother gave 
A red unconsecrated grave. 

a. 

I hear him when the breezes moan. 

And, when the rattling thunders talk, 

1 hear him muttering by me walk. 

And tell me 1 am « quite alone.* 

It is the dsemon of tlie dead, 

For all (hat’s good hath upwards fled. 


It IS a demon which the wave 
Hath cost abroad to scare my soul; 

Yet wherefore did the waters roll 
So idly o’er his hasty grave? 

Was the sad prayer I uttered then 
Unheard,—or »it due again? 

4 - 

Is’t not enough that I am here, 

Brainstruck and cold and famished, 

A mean remove above the dead,— 

But must my soul be wild with fear 
As sorrow, now that hope is gone, 

And I am lost and left alone? 

5. 

They told me, when my days were young, 
That I was fair and born to reign, 

That hands and hearts were my domain, 

And witchery dwell ujion my tongue: 

And now—hut what is this to me. 

Struck on the rock of memory? 

6 . 

And yet at times I dream—aye yet. 

Of vanish'd scones and golden hours, 

And music lieard in orange bowers 
(For madness cannot quite forget), 

And love, breathed once to me alone, 

In sighs, and many a mctling tone. 

7 ’ 

Tlicn curioiu thoughts, and floating things 
Saved from the deluge of the brain, 

Pass with perplexity and pain; 

Then darkness, deaths, and murdcrings,— 
And then unto my den I hie, 

And vainly, vainly pray to die. 

XX. 

At last she wandered home. She came by night. 
The pale moon shot a sad and troubled light 
Amidst the mighty clouds that moved along. 

The moaning winds of Autumn sang their song, 
And shook the red leaves from the forest trees; 

And sulitcrranean voices spoke. The seas 
Did risi! and fall, and then that fearful swell 
Came silently wliicli seamen know so well; 

And all was like an Omen. Isabel 

Passed to the room where, in old times, she lay, 

And them they found her at the break of day; 

Her look was smiling, but she never spoke 
Or motioned, even to say—her heart was broke: 
Yet, in the quiet of her shining eye 
Lay death, and something we are wont to deem 
(When we discourse of some such mournful theme) 
Beyond the look of mere mortality. 

XXL 

She died—yet scarcely can we call it Death 
When Heaven so softly draws the parting breath; 
She was translated to a finer sphere. 

For what could match or make her happy here ? 
She died, and with her gentle death there came 
Sorrow and ruin, and Leoni fell 
A victim to that uncoosuming flame, 

That burns and revels on tlie heart of man; 
Remorse.—This is the tale of Isabel, 

And of her love the young Italian. 


DIEGO DE MONTILEA. 




IHontiUa; 

A SPANISH TALE. 





i. 

Thb ocLive rhyme ((tal, ofCava ruiia) 

Is a tlcIi{;lilFul mcasurv, made of ease 
Turn’d up \Mtli epi(;ram, and, ihoiigli it seem a 
Verse that a man may scribble when he please, 

Is somewhat difficult: indeed, 1 deem a 
Stanza like Spenser’s will lie found to teaze 
Less, or heroic couplet; there, the pen 
May tourh and polish, uud touch up again. 

II. 

Rut, for the octave measure—it should slip 
Like running water o’er its pebbled bed, 

Making sweet music (here 1 own I dip 
In Shakspeare for a simile), and be fed 
Freely, and then tbc poet must not nip 

The line, nor siiuarc the sentence, uor be ted 
Ry old, approved, poetic canons; no, 

Rut give his words the slip, and let ’em go. 

III. 

I mean to give in tliis same pleasant rhyme 
Some short account of Don Diego dc 
Monlilla, quite a hero in bis time, 

Wlio conquer’d cupluin Cupid, as you ’ll sce^ 

My tale is sad in part, in part sublime, 

With licrc and there a smack of pleasantry. 

As to the moral,—why—'I is under cover, 

1 leave it for the reader to discover. 

IV. 

■ Arms and*—but 1 forget. Love and the man 
I sing, that’s Virgil’s method of beginning, 

Alter’d a little just to suit my plan. 

I own the thing, and so there's not much sinning: 
fifost writers steal a good thing when they can, 

And when’t is safely got’t is worth the winning. 
The worst of’t is we now and then detect ’em, 

Before they ever dream that we suspect 'em. 

V. 

Love and the man I sing—and yet 'I would he 
As well methinks, nay perhaps it may be better. 
Particularly for a young hard like me, 

Not to stick quite so closely to the letter; 

One’s verse as well as fancy sliould he free. 

The last indeed hales every sort of fetter: 

So, as each man may; call what maid he chiises 
By way of Muse, 1 ’ll e'en call nil the Muses. 

VI. 

Iftarken 1 ye gentle sisters (eight or nine), 

Who haunted in old time i^rnassus’ hill, 

If that so worshipp’d mount be yet divine. 

And ye there meet your mighty master still. 

And still for poet heads the laurel twine, 

And dip your pitchers in the famous rill, 

I 'll trouble ye for a leaf or two; though first I 
Tl just try tli 4 jug, for 'faith, I'm somewhat thirsty. 


Vil. 

And now, great lyrist, fain would 1 Iwhobl 
Thee in tliy glory—l.onl and l.ifu of tlay! 

SuiMiright Apollo! w'llh thy locks of gold. 

As thou art wont to tread licav'n’s starry way, 

Not miirblcd and reduced to Immau mould. 

As thou didi>t stand, one of ji rtrli array 
(Yet even there distinct and lirst of all), 

In the vast palace of the conquer'd Gaul. 

VIIT. 

Rut, if thy radiant forehead Im* too bright 
For me (n look upon with earthly eye. 

All! send some little nymph of air or light, 

Whom love has toiiehVI and taken to the sky, 

And bid her, till the inspiration quite 

O'erwbclms, sliow'r kisses on my lip, and sigh 
Such songs (and I will list to ber for hours) 

As once were sung in amaranthine bowers. 

IX. 

And I will lie pillow'd upon her breast, 

And <lrink the music of her words, and dream 
(When .sliHip shall bring at lust a pleasant rest) 

Haply of many a high immorLil theme; 

And, in the lightning of her beauty blest, 

My soul may catch perhaps one lliriniiig beam 
From her dark eyes—hut, all \ your glorious day, 

Ye nymphs and deities, now hath passed away. 

X. 

Oh! yc delicious fables, where the wsivc 

And woods wore peopUnl and the air with things 
8 o lovely—why, uli! why has science grave, 

Sruller’d afar your sweet imaginings? 

Why se.ir’d the delicate flow’rs that genius gave, 

And dash’d the diaruond drops froiri fancy’s wings? 
Alas! the spirit laDgitislics, and lies 
At mercy of life's dull realities. 

XI. 

No more by well or bubhling fountain clear 
The Nui.id dries her tresses in the sun. 

Nor longer may we in the branches hear 
The Dryad talk, nor sec the Oread run 
Along the iiiuuDtains, nor the Nereid steer 

Her way amongst the waves when day is done. 
Shadow nor shape remains—-But I am prating 
While tir reader and Diego, both, are waiting. 

xn. 

Diego was a knight, but more enlighten'd 

Than knights were then, or are, in his countree, 
Young—brave—(at least, he’d never yet been frighten'd), 
Well-bred, and gentle, as a knight should be: 

He play’d on the guitar, could read and write, and 
Had seen some parts of Spain, and (once) the sea. 
That sort of man one hopes to meet again, 

And the most amorous gentleman in Spain. 

11 
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XIB.- 

There was a lanf^uor in liis Spanish eye 

That almost touched on softness; had he been 
Instead of man a woman, by the bye, 

llis lanfjiiish had dune honour to a queen ! 

For llicru was in it that regality 
Of look, which says the owner must have been 
Something in former days, whatever now: 

And bis hair curl’d (or was curl’d) o’er his brow. 

XIV. 

The Don Diego -(mind this, Don Dic^go • 

Pronounce it rightly), fell in love, lie saw 
The daughter of a widow from ToKigo, 

Whose husband fell with honour: i. e. War 
Ate lip the lord of this same old virago, 

Who straight return’d to Spain, and went to law 
With the next licir, but wisely first bespoke 
The smartest counsel, fur that’s half the Joke. 

XV. 

The lady won her came; then suitors came 
To woo her and her daughters: she had two: 
Aurelia was the rider, and her Ji.une, 

Grace, wit, and so foith, throngb the country flew 
4^)uickrr than scandal: young Aurora's fame— 

She had no fame, poor girl, and yet she grew 
And liriglitenM into beauty, as a dower 
iihakes off the rain that dims its earlier hour. 

XVI. 

Aurelia bad some wit, and, as 1 'vc said, 

Grace, and Diego loved her like bis life; 

Offer'd to give her half bis board and bod. 

In short be woo’d tlic damsel for a wife. 

But she turned to the right about bor lioad, 

And gave some tokens of (not love but) strife; 

And bade him wait, be silent, and forget 

Such nonsense: lie beard Ibis, and—loved her yet. 

XVII. 

lie loved; O how he loved! Ills heart was full 
Of that immortal passion, wbirb alone 
Holds through the wide world its eternal rule 
Supreme, and with its deep sodiiring tone 
Winneth the wise, the young, the }>catUifui, 

The brave, and all, to bow before its throne; 

The sun and soul of life, the end, the gain; 

The rich requital for an age of pain. 

XVIII. 

Beneath the power of that passion he 

Shrank like a leaf of summer, wliich the sun 
Has scorch’d ere yet in green maturity— 

He was a desperate gamester who ne’er won 
A single stake, but saw the chances flee, 

And still kept throwing on till—all was done: 

A rose on which the worm bad rioted 
[All this was what his friends and others said]. 

XIX. 

And yet, but one short year ago, his cheek 

Dimpled and shone, and o'er it health had flung 
A colour, like the Autumn evening's streak, 

Whldi flushing through the darker olive, clung 
Like Arich blush upon him. In a freak 
Hen will, 1 ’m told, or when their pride is stung, 
Call up that deepening crimson in girls* features: 
Some people •¥rear it makes ’em different creatures. 


For me, I always have an awkward feeling 
When that vermilion tide comes flooding o'er 
The brows and breast, instead of gently stealing 
On, and then fading till’t is seen no more; 
i The first proceeds too from unhandsome dealing, 

I And sudden h aves a paleness, if no more, 

I Perliaps a frown. The last is born of pleasure, 

Or spiings from praise, and comes and goes at leisure. 

XXI. 

; Mis mistress—Shall I paiut Aurelia’s frown? 

I Her proud and regal look, her quick black eye, 
Through wIiom: dark fringes such a beam shot down 
j On men (yet touch’d at times with witchery) 

Ah when Jove’s planet, distant and alone, 

I'l.ihlics from out the sultry summer sky 
And bids each lesser star ('h'e up its place. 

—This was exactly Miss Aurelia's case. 

XXTI. 

Her younger sister—she was meek and pale, 

And scMrccly noticed when Aurelia near; 

None e’en had thought it worth their while to rail 
On her, and in her young unpractised ear 
<rhoho soft bewitching tones that sehlom fail 
To win hud ne'er been utter’d. She did steer 
lli'i gentle course along life’s dangerous sea 
For sixteeu pleasant summers quietly. 

XXIII. 

Her shape was delicate : her motion free 
As lus, that • charter’d lihertinco the air, 

Or Dian's, when upon the mountains she 

Follow’d the fawn : her bosom full and fiiir ; 

It seem’d as Love himself might thither flee 

For shelter when his brow was parch'd with rare: 
.And her white aim, like marble turn’d by grace. 

Was of good length, and in its pro|>er place. 

XXIV. 

Her hair was black as night; her eyes were blue; 

Her mouth was small, and from its opening stream'd 
Notes like the silver voice of young Carew, 

Of whose sweet music I have often Jircam’d, 

And then (as youths like me are wont to do) 

Fancying that every other damsid scream’d, 

Started to hear Miss G. again. ] sit 
In gcueral ( to he nc.ir her) in the pit, 

XXV. 

Let lovers who have croaking Deltas swear 
Their tones are ujust in tunc" or ■ just the tliing:s 
Let lying poets puff, in couplets fair, 

/Pan's reedy pipe—Apollo’s golden string— 

How Memnon sung, and made the Thehaus stare 
When he saw Titan’s daughter scattering 
Flowers—'t is all stuff, reader: wliat say you ? 

Give me ( but p’rhaps 1 ’m partial) Stiss Garew. 

X.WI. 

Oh! witching as the nightingale first heard 
Beneath Arabian heavens, wooing the rose, 

Is she, or thrush new-mated, or the bird 
That calls the morning as the last star goes 
' Down in the west, and out of sight is heard 
Awhile, then seems in silence to repose 
Somewhere beyond the clouds, in the full glory 
Of tlie new-risen Sun.—Now to my story: 
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XXVII. 

Tlie Don was constant at Ills Lady’s court, 

For every day at twelve she heUI a levgs, 

Whei e 8on(;, joke, music, and all sorts of sport 
Went 'round, so that the hours wore seldom heavy; 
Aurelia talk'd ( and talking* was her forte). 

Or (juizzed her female friends, and then the bevy 
Of coxcomb’s vow’d such wit was never heard: 

For this one t;ave his honour, one liis word. 

XXVIII. 

Thing’s went on pretty smoothly till the Don 

Declared his love; hut, when he soujjht to marry, 
lie found she would not give up all for one : 

Whdtl Counts and Cavaliers and all, and carry 
Herself demurely—'t was not to be done ; 

She said she loved Itirn not, and hade him tarry 
(As 1 have told): on which lie did he(;in 
To grow and soon grew tolerably thin. 

XXIX. 

He gazed and watch'd, and watch'd and gazed upon her, 
And look'd, like Suckling's lover, iliin and p.ile; 

Blit how should looking thin have ever won her. 

When looking well (as hu says) did n’t prevail ? 

It did not answer with our Spanish Donna, 

Nor cun it g.ive in poem, play, or tale; 

In fact there's not much intcresling in't, 

Unless it be in liot-press and good print. 


Yet, gentles, would I not be tliuuglii to Jci.t 

The Love that nourishes when young hearts arc given. 
And pledged in hope and fullest faith sincere, 

Nor would I jest when such fond hearts are riven. 

1 only niciin that love ('t is pretty clear) 

When't rises without hope is merely leaven. 

And that boys suffering 'msilh the lash of Cupid, 

Are sometimes even more than sad ; they 're stupid. 

XXXI. 

At last, Aurora saw him; she had seen 

Him oft, when scarcely tiiinnig from her book 
She bow'd, and then as he had never been, 
liesumed her study. Now, Ins alter'd look 
She mark'd, and troubled eye once so serene, 

And trembling lirnhs which Love's wild fever shook . 
—-Ilis faint and mclaueholy smile that shone 
So seldom, but so beautiful, was gone. 

XXXIl. 

She look’d and look'd again : She could uot turn, 

And yet she tried, her eyes or thoughts away; 

And as it wore from pity, strove to learn 
The cause of all his ill, and did essay 
(While pdMion in her heart liegan to bum) 

To soothe his sadness, and to make him gay, 

Would smile and talk of Love, €>r livelier matter 
A simpleton! as if't would make him falter. 

XXXIIl. 

Bat sorrow never lasts; he must have died, 

Had he not some way sought and found relief, 

For, howsoe’er wc try the fact to hide, 

Love is hut meagre diet sauced with grief; ^ 

'T » feasting too much like the BariiKCide, 

Who thought to pass off his invisihle heel, 

Kid, nuts, et cetera, on his guest, and so 
Got hU ears l^x'd for lying, as we know. 


XXXIV. 

Diego, when lie found all hope was gone. 

Determined like a prudent man to fly ; 

At lirsl he lore his hair {it was his own) 

But, then, his mother—she keg>m to cry. 

And asked him, would he leave her all alone 

(bhe who had watch'd and loved him long) to die, 
And her grey Iiairs to the grave with sorrow bring? 

He said u he could not think of such a thing.- 

XXXV. 

lie said, « Dear Mother, on my honour ( not 
In its new meaning) from Mudriil 1 'll go. 

And if I think more of her 1 ’ll be sliot.n 
Yet, as he spoke, a settled look of woe 
Dccktrcd she never could lie quite fnri^ot 

honi in his young heart lie had worsliipp’d so, 

And the mute eloquence of his sickly smile 
Told all his thoughts, for grief doth not beguile. 

XXXVI. 

The knave (it is his study) and the fool 

(For he has gliiiipHu>) and the inudiiiaii may 
Deceive ; they do by accident or rule, 

I And keep their look of cunning from the day . 

But grii-f is lesson'd in an honest school. 

And o’er the face spreads out, in sad array, 

Its pallid colours or its hectic flush; 

It ought to put the others to the hlusli. 

XXXVIl. 

\Yell—one d.iy, when king Flucbiis in the Fast 
Had lifted his round head from off his pillow. 

And fiighten'd from their shimhers man and beast, 

And turn'd to clear quicksilver every billow, 

Tli«* Don Diego, fioni Love's tod released. 

With ducats pinued and headycrown’d with willow, 
Stepp'd iu Ills heavy coach with heavier sigh, 

Pull’d up the blinds and hade the drivers ■ fly.* 

I XXXVIII. 

They travell’d ( our sad hero and his mother,) 

From great Madrid, tlirough Old and New Oistilc, 
Slopp’d at one town and rattled through another, 

Ate fish and fowl and flesh (excepting veal); 
Meanwhile he took it in his head he’d smother 
Cupid ; he tried, and soon be{;ari to feel 
That as the hoy grew quiet, he giew merry 
( lie smother’d him with Port and sometimes Sherry). 

XXXJX. 

Then ’round his mother he would twine his arms 
(jently, and kiss and call her his Aurelia, 

I Ami g.uc and sigh * inimitahle rharmsS 
! And then • what inhy lips!)* until’t was really a 
Joke, for alltioiigh it fill’d tier with alarms 
To see him rave and take his glass thus freely, a 
Byslindcr must have laugh’d to sec a woman 
Of fifty kiss'd : iu Spain’t is quite uncommon. 

XL. 

Weil, this went on : he found that wine was bcttei 
Than thought, while thought ran cankering tliioiigli 
his breast, 

And so he talk'd of other things, and let lier 
Sweet name sometimes (« Divine Aurelias) rest: 

To finish, he sat down and wrote a letter, 

In which lie said (hat—« all was for the best— 

That love might grow to folly—that his mother 
Had but one child, and might not have anoUier.' 
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XLI. 

• Tliat filial duty was a noble thing: 

That lie muit live though ’gainst his inclination, 

For though lie once resolved, he said, to lling 
Himself into the sea as an oblation 
To Cupid, yet, as love liad lost its sting, 

He *d take a dip merely for recreation: 

And then ho added he should go to Cadiz, 

To see the place, and how he liked the ladies.* 

XLU. 

The letter ended with—I <iuite fonjet 

The actual words, but with some short apology 
About his lungs, he said he owed a debt 

To nature, and—pshaw' though I ’vc been to college 1 
Am in the Doctors’ 1angu.*)ge stupid yet, 

And often blunder in my phraseology; 

No matter, ho was sick he did declare, 

And wanted change of scene and country air. 

XbHI. 

And then he rambled through his n.atlvc land, 

And by her rivers wide and silver rills, 

Running through cork and beochen forests, and 
Brcailied tlie brave air of those immortal hills, 
W'hiuh like an altar or memorial stand 
Of patriot spirits, whose achievement (ills 
Story and song: for, once, the Spanish name 
Was noble, and identified with fame. 

xrjv. 

Now—but 1 'm quite a shallow politician, 

And we ’vc enough of politics in prose, 

And so to men of talent and condition 

1 leave the task to plead the Sp.inish woes: 

What ( should say would be mere repetition, 

And bring the theme no ncart'r to its close, 

So I 'll e'en leave the wrongs of Sp.iin to time; 

Resides, the thing’s too serious for this rhyme. 

! XhV. 

I Diego pass’d C.ordova, gay Sevilla 

(Seville), and saw some mighty pleasant sights, 

, Saw the Fandango and the St^jiiidilla 

And new Bolero danced on summer nights, 

And got at last to Cadiz, which is still a 
niglit noble city, as Lord Byron writes. 

N.R. Tlic dances 1 have named are national, 

And, like all others, tolerably irrational. 

XLVI. 

Yet, I remember some half pleasant days 
When I did love .a common country dance, 

Ere i>caoc and fashion had conspired to raise 
Quadrilles to note in England os in France: 

1 came in then for some small share of praise, 

Bui now. I dread (1 own’t) a woman's glance: 

These vile Quadrilles do so perplex one’s feet 
With windings,—like the labyrinth of Crete. 

XhVlI. 

Four girls stand up, and beside each a beau 
Of figure, stiffen'd upwards from the hip, 

(Loose ns his morals downwards) points his toe, 
Prepared through many a puzzling maze to slip, 
a Poulea—« Moiilinetn—« Balanccz*—■ Dos u dosa— 
( Wherein the pretty damsels seem to dip, 

And rise and fall, just like the unquiet ocean,) 

And other moods of which 1 have no notion. 


XLVHt. 

He stay'd some time at Cadiz; though he hated, 

He vow'd, the shocking gallantries which there 
Some—any men may have, till they arc sated; 

Yet look'd he sometimes at the sweeping hair 
(Until ill truth his choler had abated) 

That hound the foreheads of the Spanish fair. 

And sunn'd him often ’ncuth a warm full eye, 

And wish'd—but this was seldom, by the bye. 

XLIX. 

ife wish'd nC times to meet Aurelia's look 
Divine, and her right royal figure, graced 
Witli beauty intellectual (like a book 
Well bound and written in the finest taste, 

Whose noble meaning no one e’er mistook), 

Her wliite arm, and her undulating waist, 

Her foot like Atalanta's, when she ran 
And lost the race (a woman slioiiUl) to man. 

L. 

But in his lonely moments he would dream 
Of young Aurora, and would tremhle lest 
Auf>ht should hefal the girl, and then a gleam 
Of the Slid truth would come and break bis rest, 

And from his pillow lie would rise and scream •' 

This was a sort of night*marc, at the best, 

For he at Cadiz had forgot his diet. 

And ruked and drank instead of being quiet. 

LI. 

Ife thought of her so young, and oh! so pale, 

And like a lily which the storms have bent 
Unto the dust: then woiihl he swear and rail 
That’t was impnssilile and never meant 
That girls should die for love: an idle Uile, 

And by some moody imp of slumber sent 
To tcuze liim, for the Bosicrucian creed 
Is understood in Spain by all—wbo read. 

LII. 

Whate'er it was—presentiment (which is 
A sort of silent prophecy, some say, 

, In lottery luck, and love, and death, and bliss) 

Or not, he could not drive the thought .away; 

Then—'t w.is a passing f.moy—were she his. 

How gently would he soothe her dying day— 

He swore she should not dze—(when folks arc amorous 
They 'rc frequently absurd as well as clamorous.) 

LIU. 

When once his Spanish head had got this notion, 

It stuck upon his brain just like birdlime, 

And cured him without cither pill or potion. 

Bleeding or balm, in no (or little) time; 

Thun would he wander on that deep blue ocean, 
Dreaming of her, and string some idle rhyme, 

And every stanza (none are known Co fame) 

Did finish somehow with Aurora's name. 

LIV. 

And often to a grotto did he hie 

Which in a lone and distant forest stood, 

Just like a wood-nymph’s haunt; and he would lie 
Beneath the cover of its arch so rude, 

For there when the August sun had mounted high, 
And all was silent but the stock-dove's brood, 

The whispering zephyr sometimes 'rose unseen, 

And kiss'd the leaves and bouglis of lender green. 
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M V • 

And every shrub that fond wind flatter’d cast 
Back a perfuming; siyli, and rustlint; Foil’d 
Its virgin branches till they moved at list 
The neighbouring tree, and the great forest old 
Did homage to the xephyr as he past: 

And gently to and fro the fruits of gold 
Sway’d in the air, and scarcely with a sound 
The beeches shook their dark nuts to the ground. 

LVJ. 

Before the entrance of that grotto flow'd 
A quiet streamlet, cool and never dull, 

Wherein the many-coluur'd pebbles glow’d. 

And sparkled through its waters beautiful, 

And thereon the shy wild>fuwl often rode, 

And on its grassy margin you might cull 
Flowers and healing plants; a hermit spot, 

And, once seen, never to be quite forgot. 

LVII. 

Our lover, Don Diego de i^lontllli, 

In moody humour pass’d bis time at Cadis; 

Drove nut to Arens, or perhaps Sevilla, 

Saint Liic.ir—Trafalgar (which I ’hi afraid is 
Not now ill fashion)—danced the Si'quiihll.t, 

Sometimes with castanets, to pliMse the ladies, 

Ate, drank, and sail’d upon the dark blue waters, 
Where mothers hegg'd he’d take (for health) their 
dauglitcrs. 

i.viir. 

They used to say, « My poor Theresa *s grown 
Lately quite pale and grave, poor dear; and she 
lias lost all appelilen—and tiuMi they’d moan 
And wipe their eyes, where tears were sure to he, 

And leave their daughters with the Don, alone, 

To he cured by sea-air—and gallantry. 

The Don was satisfied, and never ga^ied 
Or talk'd of love: the girls were quite amazed. 

Ll\. 

They look’d and sigh'd, as girls can look and sigh 
When they want husbands, or wtien gossips tell 
That (hey shall have a husband six feet high 
(Though five feet nine or ten might do as well), 

With curly hair, (jreck nose, and sweet black eye, 

And other things on which I c.innot dwell ’ 

'T was useless: he was puzzling o’er sonic rhyme, 

Or thinking of Aurora all the time. 

LX. 

Ah, poor Aurora!—she is gone where never 
Hate, passion, envy, grief can touch her more: 

And with her love, lieside that famed river 
Tli.it lishes with its waves the haunted shore 
(Class’d with those radiant spirits who did ever 
Act nobly here, until—the play was o’er). 

She wanders in her long probation, till 
Death shall d&cay, and Sin and Time be still. 

LXI. 

•She faded like the soft and summer light 
That mingles gently with the darkness, and 
Seems woo’d not conquer’d by flie coining night, 
Meeting his dim embrace but not command, 

> Until it sinks and vanishes, and the sight 
On mockeries of the past alone is sii-aincd. 

Thus Jove, dravrn out in all Correggio’s charms, 

Wraps llie^sweet lo in his shadowy arms. 


LXII. 

Alas! she was so young—but Death has no 
(.oinpassuni on the young more than the old, 

She wore a palu-nt look, hut free from woe 
Unto the Iasi ('t IS thus the story’s told). 

She never look'd repmacliFuI—iteevish, though 
Her liUly sister would not xeldotn jicolil. 

Because the giil h.id f.iucictl hei' old h*ver{ 

I'or none could any other cause discover. 

lAIII. 

O, melancholy IjOvu ! aiuuKt ihy fe.irs, 

Tliy darkness, thy despair, there runs a vein 
Of pleasure, like a smile 'midst iii.iny tears,— 

The pride of sorrow that will not complain— 

The rxiilt.ition that in .ifler years 

The loveil one will dlsi*ovcr—ami in vam, 

How mticli the lieait silently in its cell 
Did buffer till it broke, yet nothing Icil. 

LXIV. 

Else—Wherefore cI.m; doth lovely woman keep 
I,ock'd m her heart of luMits, from every g.izc 
Hidden, hei btriij;gling passion—whcrcfoic weep 
In gfief th.it never while ti flows allays 
Those (umiills til llie bosom buried deep, 

And robs her bright eyes of (heir natural rays. 
Creation's ss^eeiest riddle!—yel, remain 
Just as llioii .irt—m.iii’s only woithy g.iiii. 

LXV. 

And tlioii, pool Sp.misli maid, .ill! wli.it h.'idxt thou 
Done to (lie at'cbei blind, thiit be sliouKl dart 
Ills duel sliafts nil ilmu w.iM foieed to bow 
ill hilter .ingiiibli, .aye, endure llie smart 
The iiiort* l>ee.tusi> thou worest a smiling brow 
While llie daik arrow ciniker’il at thy lic.irl7 
Yet jeer her not: if't were a folly, she 
Halil paid (how firmly )i.ud) Love's pen.iUy. 

LXVL 

Oft would she sit and look upon (he sky, 

When ncJi clomls in the golden Min-set ).ay 
Basking, and loved to hear the soft winds xigli 
Tliat come like music at the clow of day 
Tn-mblmg iimongsl the or.uige blossomb, and die 
As't wei-e from very swcelnc,H. She w.is g.iy, 
Meekly and calmly gay, Jiml iben Ikt 
W as brighter than belongs to dying days. 

LXVIf. 

And on ber young thin check a vivid flush, 

A clear ir.msparcnt colour sate .iwliile. 

’T was like, a b.iid would Siiy, the iimniinifft blush, 
And ’ruiniii her mouth there pl.iy’d a gentle smile, 
Which though at first it might your terrors hush, 

It could not, though it strove, at last beguile; 

And her liaiid shook, and then rose the blue vein 
Brancbing about In all its windings plain. 

LXVIll. 

The girl was dying. Youth and beauty—all 
Men love or women boast of was der.'iying; 

And one by one life’s finest powers did fall 

Before the tourli of death, who seem’d delaying. 
As though he'd not the heart at once lo call 
The maiden to his homo. At last, nmiying 
Himself in softest guise, he came: she sigh'd, 

And, smiling as though her lover whisper’d, died. 
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LXIX. 

Dic^o—t)iou{;h it seem as he could change 
From love to love at pleasure—be it said 
Unto his honour, he did never ran('e 
Again: I should have written that he lied 
To her (some people thought tliiH wondrous strange) 

Ac the first news of danger—She was dead. 

One silly woman said her heart was broke.— 

He look’d and lUtco’d, but he never spoke. 

LXX. 

lie saw her where she lay in silent sUte, 

Cold and as while as marble: and her eye. 

Whereon such bright and beuining beauty sate, 

Was—after the fashion of iiiortahty, 

Closed lip for ever; e’en the smiles which late 

None could wilhstiiud, were gone, .ind there did lie 
(For he had drawn aside the shrouding veil) 
by her a helpless hand, wuxuu and pale. 

hXXI. 

Diego stood licsidc the cof'In lid 

And gazed awhile upon her: then he bent 
And kiss’ll her, and did—‘(wasgrief’s folly, bid 
Her wail awhile for him, for that bo meant 
I To follow quickly; tbeii liis face be bid, 

And ’{;ainsl ilie margin of tlic coffin leant 
In unite and idle anguish: not a breath 
Or sound was heard. Ilu was alone, with Death. 

lAXII. 

Ac last they ilrcw him like a child, away; 

And spoke in sootliiiig sorrow of the dead, 

Placing her sweet acts out in kind array, 

And mourn'd that one so gracious should have fled 
As't were before her time; though she would say, 
Poor girl (and often to tliat talk slio led), 

That to die early was a happy lot. 

And, cheering, said she sliould he « soon forgot.* 

LXXIIT. 

She left one letter for her love: they gave 
The fct:hle scrawl into Ins hand, and told 
How when she found tliat medicine could not save 
And love had come loo late, she grew more l>ohl, 
And bade, when she was quiet in her grave 

([ think the phrase was * when her hand was cold*] 
That they should give that letter to the Lord 
Diego, her first love; or soiiie such word. 

LXXIV. 

None heard the sad contents; he read it through 
And through, and wept and ponder’d on each page. 
At last, a gentle melancholy grew. 

And touch'd, like sorrow at its second stage, 

His eye with languor, and contrived to strew 
llis hair witli silver ere his middle ago; 

Dul for tbe fiery paMion which alone 

Had stumped his youth with folly,—it was gone. 

LXXV. 

Some years be lived: he lived in solitude, 

And scarcely quitted his ancestral home, 

Though many a friend and many a latly woo'd 
Of birth nnd beauty, yet h ■ would not roam 
Beyond the neighbouring hamlet's cliurrh-y.ird rude; 

And there the stranger siill.oii one low tomb. 

May read • Aurora;» wlieliier the n.inie he ihcw 
«^rom mere conceit of grief or not, none kucw. 
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LXXVI. 

' P'rlups’t was a mere memorial of the past: 

Such Love and Sorrow fashion, and deceive 
Themselves with words, until they grow at last 
Content with mocks alone, and cease to grieve: 
Such madness in its wiser mood will cast, 

Alaking its fond credulity believe 
Things unsubstantial. 'T was—no matter what— 
Something to hallow that lone burial spot. 

LXXVII. 

Uc grew familiar with tbe bird; the brute 
Knew well its henufnetur, and be’d feed 
And make acquaintance with the fishes mute, 

And, like tbe Thracian Slieplierd, as we read, 
Drew, with the music of his stringed lute, 

Behind him winged things, and many a tread 
And tramp of animal; and in his ball 
lie was a Lord indeed, beloved by all. 

LXXVIII. 

In a liigb solitary turret where 

None were admitted would he muse, when first 
The young d.iy broke, perhaps because be there 
Had in his earliest infancy been nursed. 

Or that lie felt more pure the morning air, 

Or loved to see the great Apollo burst 
Fniiu out his cloudy bondage, nnd the night 
Hurry away before the conquering light. 

LXXIX. 

But oftener to a gentle lake that lay 
Cradled within a forest's bosom, he 
Would, shunning kind rcproacbcs, steal away. 

And, when the inland hioezc was fresh and free, 
There would he loiter all the livelong day, 

Tossing upon the waters listlessly. 

The sw.iltuw il.isli’d beside him, and the deer 
Drank liy liis boat and eyed him without fear. 

LXXX. 

I It was a soothing pl.U'C : the summer hours 
L Pass'd there in quiet beauty ; and at night 
* The moon ran searching (tiro' (lie woodbine bowers 
And shook o'er all (he leaves her kisses bright. 
O’er lemou blossoms, nnd faint myrtle flowers, 

Aaid there the west wind often took his flight 
When heaven’s clear eye was closing, while above 
Pale Hesper 'rose, the evening light of love. 

LX XXL 

.How sweet it is to sec that courier star 
I (Wiiieli like the spirit of the twilight shines) 
dome stealing up the broad blue heaven afar. 
Silvering the dark tops of the distant pines, 

Until his mistress in her brighter car 

Kilters the sky, and then his light declines; 

But sweetest when in lonely spots wc see 
The gcutle, watchful, amorous deity. 

LXXXII. 

He comes more lovely than die Hours: his look 
Slieds calm refreshing light, and ey«*s that Imrn 
With glancing at the sun’s so radiant book, 

Unto bis softer page with pleasiuc turn: 

’T is like the murmur of some shaded brook, 

Or the soft welling of u Nni.id s urn, . 

After the souudiug of the vast sea-wuves. ) 

’T is after jealous fears the faith that saves. 
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Lxxxm. 

Then baahful boys stammer their faint fond vow*; 

Then like a wliispcr muhio seems to float 
Around us: then from out tlie thicket boughs 
Cometh the nigiitingale's so tender note, 

And then the young giil Hsiens, and allows 

(Moved by the witching of the sweet hinl's throat) 
To passion its first kiss:—but of these things 
Ue thought not in liis moody wanderings. 

LXXXIV. 

’T was solitude he loved where’er he strayed, 

Mo danger daunted and no pastime drew. 

And ever on that fair heart-broken maid 
(Aurora) who unto the angels flew 
Away so early, with grief iiiiallaycd 

Ue thouglit, and in the sky’s eternal biuo 
Would look for shapes, till at times before him she 
'Rose like a beautiful reality. 


lAXXV. 

—But he hath passed away, and there remains 
Scarcely the shadow of his name: the sun. 

The soft hree/e, and the* fierce niitumiial rains 
Vail now alike upon him; In* hath done 
VN ith Life and cast away its heavy chains. 

And in his pl.icc amvlhei spiril may run 
Its course (thus live, love, languish, and thus die,) 
Through every mn^e of dun mortality. 

lAWVI. 

I fine day he came not at his usii.d hour, 

I (lie had long been deelmiug), and his old 
' Kind niollicr sought him in his lunety lower, 

Ami there she found him lying, p.de and cold : 

Her sou was dead, and love had lust his power; 1 

And then she felt that .ill her days were told. 

She laid him m his grave', and when she died 
A stranger buried liei by Diego’s side. 




I.ydtun mr'tuiie*. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


This Story of Gyges, if 1 may so designate the slight 
thread of narrative that runs through these stanzas, 
comes from Herodotus. It is Englished in «P.iinler's 
Palace of Pleasure,n and is there prefaced by the follow- 
iiig moral. 

K That husband, which is hcaiitifiil with a comely 
and lionest wife, whose rare excellencie doth sui passe 
others, as wcl in lineaments, pioporcion, ami feature of 
bodie, as in inwarde qualities of ininde; if be cannot 
rcCaine in tlie secrecie and silence of liis breast, tliat 
cxcellingc giftc and benefite, is worthy to be inaugured 
witli a laurel crown of folie.*—Vol. I. Nov. 6. 

1 have imposed the name of > Lais* upon ibi* queen 
of Candaulcs, wlio is without a name in the Story. 

There is another account (fn Plato, 1 believe), of this 
same Gyges and his famous ring, which reiidoretl liiui 
invisible, and hy means of wliicli he gained access to 
the Lydian Queen. This however would have been at 
variance with the moi'ai, and was excluded. 


GYGES. 


I. 

PvB often thought that if I had more leisure 
1 ’d try iny hand upon that pleasant rhyme, 
The old ■ ottava rima* (quite a treasure 
To poets who can make their triplets chime 
Smoothly):'t is equally adapt to pleasure, 

To war, wit, love, or grief, or mock-sublime: 
And yet—when pretty woman's in the cose, 
The lines go»tripping with a better grace. 


II 

i Vc hut srjiiill wit, .iiid ilierefore will not venture 
On wit; and figliling—'t is :i noisy game; 
riDiri Ibis too I’m bound down by uiy indenliire 
(At least I swc.ir I am, and iliat's ilie s.iini‘) : 

Then grief—I scarcely ever lliiiik slie lue.inl licr 
Madonna face—no't would not do * of fame 
Or ple.isure I know little to nOiearse, 

But Love is shaped and (it for every verso. 

HI. 

Love! oil! be breathes and rambles 'round the world 
An idol and idol.iter* he flics 
Touching with p.issing beauty, ringlets curl'd, 

Ripe lips, and bosoms white, and starry eyes, 

And wiicrcsoe’er bis colours .irc unfiiil'd 
Full many n young .ind panting spiiit hies. 

Mis ranks are raw, for all arc voItiiii<-c‘i*h: 

Sonic fired with liopc, and plenty plagued willi fears 

IV. 

He is the sweetest, yet the fiercest passion, 

Th.it ever soothed or scarred the liuinan heart, 
Worshipped and jeereil hy all in every nation, 

And hugged and bidden, while he 'h bugged, depart. 
Yel, to say truth, if I should have occasion 
Again to know him, 1 should l>eg bis dart 
Might he a lilllc blunted, n<iy, before, 

'T was tipp’d with gall—it should be sugar’d o’er. 

V. 

And I would have this dart held by a hand 

That would pour balm upon the wound it gave: 
Like that « white wonder* of a foreign land, 

Whose mistress in the silver moonlight gave 
Tokens of early love, and did command 

One heart’s devotion—but 1 ’m getting grave: 

That damsel's sweetheart sadden’d, to )>e brief, 

And waslied down ('t was with poison) all his grief. 



I'd liavn her cy<» dark as the summer night, 

When Dian sleeps, and fair the planets roll 
Along (heir golden journeys:’t is a sight 

That comes like—like—i mean that, on the whole, 

It touches and, as‘t were, transports one quite, 

And makes one feel that one must luive a soul; 

And then our wits go wandering from their ways, 

Wild, and ««wool-fathering,» as the proverb says. 

VII. 

So much for eyes, and now for smiles. A smile 
I hold to be like halm (the sling's the tongue): 

It soothes the cankers of the heart awhile. 

And is a sort of silent music filing 
(Or sun-beam) o'er the lips, and can beguile 
The very d—1; pshaw! he never clung 
To woman's lips. I blush and Iiliisli again. 

*T was all mistake: he ■ puts up» with the men. 

VIII. 

T never saw a fault in women yet: 

Their bodies and (heir rriiiids arc full of grace; 
Sometimes indeed their longue—hut 1 forget. 

And 'faith that runs a very pretty race, 

And dolh bewilder one like wine, or debt. 

Or whist, when in an ancient partner’s face 
We read supreme contempt, and hear her groan, 

Aud feel (hat all the blunders arc our own. 

I\. 

Tills is vexatious I must own, and so 

Are many tltin{pi if hut the miud were given 
To make the most of trifles: hut I go 

tkmtiy and jogging on (I hope) ro licaven. 

Sometimes in mirth, but oft’ner touch’d with woe 
(For I have somewhat of the mortal leaven), 

Aud string on rainy days an idle rhyme, 

And kill the present to feed future time. 

X. 

Now to my talc, which I would fain indite 

(Though many a living hard can serihhte heller) 
Without deplo>ing to ihe left and right, 

To sec how others touch this style and metre; 

1 ’ll even keep Lord Byron out of sight. 

By the bye, Lord D. and 1 W’crc school'd together 
At Harrow, where, ashore, he has a name: 

I-1'm not even on the list of fame. 

X*. 

But 1 am quite impatient. O, my mnsc I 
if muse I have, hie thee across the sea, 

And where in plenteous drop.s the famous « dews 
Of Castalien fall, beg a few for me; 

A laurel branch too : sure they ’ll not refuse, 

(The sisters)—if they do, then strip the tree, 

And we will cultivate the laurel here. 

And advertise for claimants far and near. 

XII. 

fiards have a pleasant method, I must say. 

Of mixing up their songs in this lax age. 

Now, sweet and sharp and luscious dash’d with gay 
(Like Christinas puddings, laurell’d), arc the rage; 
Some stuff huge pamphlets in (he duckling way, 

(With • thoughts*} and now aud then leave out ■ the 

Some mark their tales (like pork) witlt lines and crosses; 
Some hide things over-done wiUi piquant sauces. 


XIII. 

Some hash the orts of others, and re-hash: 

Some rub the edge off jokes—to make 'em fair; 
Some cut up characters (that’s rather rash,, 

And more than serious people well can bear): 

In short, there's many a way to moke a dash: 

Now, if you write incog .—that has an air 
(Yet men may, a% T have, for thiii good reason:) 

Then, Love’s a thing that 's never out of season. 

XIV. 

Love is a pure and evanescent thing, 

And, when its delicate plumes are soil’d, it dies. 
Tlicic Is a story of a Lydian king, 

Candaules, who it seems thought otherwise: 

A loose, uxorious monarch, passioning 
For what he had already. Jinshands wise! 

AtUmd the moral of ray curious story. 

For I intend to lay it now before ye. , 

XV. 

Candaiiles king of Lydia had a wife, 

Beautiful Lais: she was such as I 
(Had she not ta’cn her silly husband's life, 

Which shows a certain taste for cruelty) 

Could love;—but no ! we might have had some strife, 
And she was rather cuhl and somewlint ■ high,* 

And I detest that stalking, marlde gricc, 

Which makes one think the heart has left its place. 

XVI. 

Now King 0.indauIcs was an amorous sot, 

A mere, loose, vulgar simpleton d’ye see; 

B.ul to he sure, yet of so hard a lot 

Nut quite deserving, surely: and that she 
All old ties should so quickly have forgot 

Seems odd. We talk of k woman’s constancy 
And loven—yet Thais' lord war hut a fool. 

And she's but the exception, not the rule. 

XVII. 

Slie had the stature of a queen : her eyes 

Were bright .iiid laq^e, but all loo proud to rove, 
Ami black, which 1 h.ive hcatd some people prize; 

Llghlly along the ground she deign’d to move, 
Cnzed at and woo’d by every wind that /lies, 

And her deep hnsom seem’d the throne of love: 

And vet she was, for my poor taste, too grand, 

And likely for • obey* to read • command.* 

xvin. 

Give me less faultless woman, so she might 
Be all my own, trusted at home and far, 

\Yiih whom the world might he forgotten quite, 

The country’s scandal, and the city’s jar, 

And in whose deep blue eyes Love’s tendcrest light 
Should rise in ik'auty, like a vesper star, 

On my return at evening, aye, and shine 
On hearts 1 prized. By Jove! 't would be divine. 

XIX. 

Oh ! wc would turn some pleasant page logetl^er, 

And ’plaud tiic wit, the tale, the poet’s tropes, 

Or, wandering in the early summer weather, 

Talk of the past mischance and future hopes, 

Or ride at times (and that would save shoe-leather), 
For naught so well with nervous humours copes 
As riding; i. e. taken by degrees; 

It warms the blood, and saves all doctor’s 
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XX. 

Ointlniilcs’ c ourt was much Hke courts in general 
In timesof peace*, that is't was pretty gay : 

To my ttsiu better much when the nten are all. 

Busy in hurricl figlitiiig faraway, 

VVjili scarce .i soiintl hiit clrutns luMting the • genciale;» 

Yes—nownml then, when the wiKl trumpets bray, 
And their licli voice gnes riding on the wind 
Like mounted war, but leaves no track bcliind. 

XXL 

There was a Lydian ))oy who « plca.sed at court ;• 

A youngster such as girls would smile to see*, 
Kxeellent in c.icli brave and gentle sport, 

War and the cliacc, the song, the dance, was he; 

But scilhhiing (eiidei versts \siis hisfnitc. 

Ami (iyges w.i$<|iiitc famed fni modesty, 

And when the king would praise liis ijucen, the youth 
Yawn'd, in a way provoking; 't W'as in truth. 

XXII. 

And yet he was not altogether cold 

(This 1 coneliide, flu* story doi’s not tell); 

I mean, he was not sheepisli, nor too bold. 

Nor did lie swear, nor languish like a hcllc: 

Pshaw' had 1 had my wits 1 might have told 
This in five words; h<* pleaseii the women w«*IJ. 

'itiev saiil indeed at limes, •• a liltlts holder,* 

But this they knew would change, when he grew older. 

XXIIL 

There w.*s a mark on \j lis* s\saii-likc hri'ast 
(A jnirpli* (lower with its 1i*if of j;reciO, 
lake tint the It.iliaii saw when on the rest 
lie stole of the imeonseinns Imo{pme, 

Anil hiire awav the dark fallaeiniis lest 

a 

or wli.it w'.'is not, .iMiniigh it might have been. 

And much perplex'd lA'onatiis PoKilniniiis , 

Jn truth he might have pii/^led one of its. 

XXIV. 

The king told G\gcs of the purple flowiT 

(It chanced to he the flowc*r the hoy liked most); 

If li.as a scent as though Love, for iu dower, 

Had on it .ill his odoroiiH arrows lost; 

For ihniigh the Uo.se h.is more perfuming power. 

The Violet (haply ’cause't is almost lost. 

And lakes up so much trouble to discover) 

Stands first with most; hut always with a Inver. 

XXV. 

lie blnsli'd and listen’d—panted like a fawn 

That's Just esc.iped ihi: fraudful liiinter's range. 

And Ills eyes sparkled like appro.ieliing morn. 

And on his che**k he felt the eolour cli.angi* 

Until he tremhied—and the blush was gone ' 

His brain was stagger’d with a notion strange: 

He sighed to see, though hut for onec, the flower; 

The monarch laugh'd, hut 'l was a dangerous hour. 

XXVI. 

hi the first rushing of that hiiriiing tide 

Hath many a glorious spirit been swept away; 

Heroes, hards, kings have been braiD-slriick and died 
When the first hurst of love, in full array 
Hath shown the world at once its pomp and pride 
Of beauty, surting into sudden day, 

Hence men restored to sight by surgic toil 
.Should teary to court the shade, at least awhile. 


XXVIL 

Next day he (Cyges) led the talk. He said 
He ihouglii It a curious* nature ever should 
Imprint .m useless mark—that he was bretl 

To flunk wh.u seem’d most sportive in her mood. 

Was for .1 purpose . then he hung his head. 

And oei lu» fm^. Hush'd rhecloqiieni blood. 

And tile king s bioad and boastful stare be shuiin’d t 
He look’d like .i man in debt, who had been dunn'd. 

xwni. 

C.ind.iiilos (shame upnii the silly king’) 

Vowed th.tl the curious hoy this m.irk should see. 

Uo saw—(In faith ’l would he a pretty thing 
If even kings could lake this liheriy)— 

He .s.i\v h<‘r in her be.iuty, lluttering | 

I'loin plea.snre as she gl.meeil her smiling (>yc 
Oil the broad mirror which displayed a hroast 
Unlaced, where Jove liimself might sigh to rest. 

XXIX. 

The hoy e.imc (guided by the king) to where. 

In flic most deep and silent hour of night, 

Stood Lais, (jiiitc unloosed, her golden hair 
W’eiit streaming all about like lines of light, 

And, throiigli the lallicc-lcaves gusts of soft air 

Sigh'd like perfume, and touched hcrslioiildcrs while. 
And o’er her tresses and lici Imsom pl.iy’d, 

Scc'iMUig to love each jilace o’*t which they stray’d. 

X\X. 

Then sank she on her euuch and drew .iside 
The silken ciittaiusand let in the moon, 

Which liemhimg r.ni around the ehamher wide, 

Kissini; and flooding the rich flow<‘rs wliieh June 
Had fann’d to life, and whieli in summer pride 
'llosi* like a ({ueen's eurnp.inions. .soon, 

Toiirli d hy the scene, look'd as she had forgot 
The world . the hoy siriod rooted to the spot. 

\xxr. 

He stood, with healing pulse, and widen’d eves. 

Like one struck diirnh hy some magician’s charm, 
Listening to the low music of her sighs. 

And ga/ing on her white and loiiiidcd arm; 

At last the laiiy iimiinn’d as to riw% 

When It oi'cnrr'd to him lli>*rc might he harm | 

Unless he Icfi (.ind quickly left) the place: \ 

He inoveil, and then she met him, fact* to face. ; 

XXXII. I 

It V as the l idy’s turn to wonder now. ] 

! he wonder'd, hut her wonder soon subsided, | 

And scorn and anger flash’d across licr brow; | 

At icngih,hhc grew more calm, and (perlhips guided i 
By ]iity for liis youth) she ask’d him how—* 

How a young gentleman like him, who prided 
Himself upon his modesty, could call 
\t such an hour *—he blush’d and told her all. 

XXXIIL 

She swore she would have vengeance for the wrong, 
Double and deadly vengeance—and she had. 

His majesly soon after took that long 
Journey wbenee none but ghosts, or things as bad, 
Uetiirn:'t was s.aid bis wine grew mighty strong. 

And thnt’t was handed by this curious l.id, 

(fivgi s) whom L.iis fancied from that day, 

And made Lord of herself and Lydia. 
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XXXIV. 

That king ! he was the last of alt his race— 

A race of kings and heroes; and he lay 
Helpless and dead : liis smile gave power and place 
Honour and wealth and joy, hut yesterday. 

But poison had swept thcsinih^ from off his face, 
And his cold limhs went floating far away. 

Stripe of the tomb wherein he should have slept 
He lived unhonourM, and he died unwept. 

XXXV. 

It is a chilling thing to see, as I 

Have seen, a man go down into the gi-.ivr 
Without a tear, or e'en an alter'd eye 

Oh 1 sadder fur than when Fond women rave, 

Or children weep or agcil pa''ents .<(igh 

O'er ono whom art and lo%e doth strive to save 
In vain; man's heart is soothed by every to ne 
Of pity, saying he's > nut qiiilc .ilono.* 

XXWI. 

I saw u p.iuper onre, whuit 1 wa^ young, 

Borne to his shallow gr.ivo ‘ the bearers trod 
Smiling to where the death-bell heavily rung. 

And soon his hones were liiid beneath the s«'>d 
On the rough boards the e.irlh was gaily flung: 

Methoiight tfic prayer whieli g.ive him to his God 
Was coldly said .—then all, passing away, 

Left the scarce-coffin'd wrclch to quick decay. 


XXXVII. 

It was an autumn evening, and the rain 

Had ceased awhile, but the loud winds did shriek 
And call'd the deluging tempest back again, 

The flag-staff on the church-y.ird tow'r did creak, 
And through the black clouds ran a lightning vein. 
And then the ll.ipping raven came to seek 
Its home: its flight w.'is heavy, and its wing 
Seem'd weaiy with a long day’s wandering. 

XXXVIII. 

How the frail pair lived on I know not: I 
Have hut 8iit>ducd Candaiiles to my strain. 

It was enough for me that he should die, 

And having kill'd the king, why—that's the main : 
So, for the nional of the story, try 

(fuming to the beginning once again). 

To trace it in the quaint and antique text; 

You ’ll find the meaning not at ail perplex’d. 

XXXIX. 

Beader, this trifle's ended. 1 have told 

The tale and shown the moral ■ in a way :» 

Yet dotli my page anollicr truth unfold, 

Namely, that women of the present day 
Arc not so had, nor half, as those of old. 

Then, c.ist not thou the lesson quite away, 

That—as they ’re better than they were before, 

Why, moil should love ’em {wisely) more and more. 


(fToIonnat. 

I\ THHKK PAHTS. 


1 ADVKRTISEMKNT. 

I 

Tbk story of »Mavciaii Colonna* is fictitious; but 
I the catastrophe was suggested by a p.i])er whicli appear- 
t ed in Blackwood’s l-'dinburgh Magazine, entitled, •> An 
Kxlr.-ict from Cns.sehcn’s Diary • My original iiiK'niion 
was to paint the fliictiialionH of .a f.it.ilist’s mind,— 
touched with insanity,—nllern.itcly raised by kiniln(:s<, 
and depressed by neglect or severity,—.imelinrated hy 
the cnntemplaiinu of external nature, and geiKT.dly in- 
lliicnceil hy the same causes wliich operate on more 
liealihfiil temperaments. This intention has been in 
some measure ilepartcd from, and the story gradually 
took the form in which it now 8t.inds. The incidents 
were invented; yet, it may he ns well to si.ite that when 
the l.ilc was near its completion, I read, in Forsythe's 
Travels, the account of a Princess Pignatelli, whose 
misfortunescloselyrescinhle those of the heroine of Mar- 
cian Colonna. 

MAUCIAN COI.ONNA. 

PART 1. 

Loss jMri ef ouirngn, cnlanmy, and wrong, 
iBputod owdaoM, priion'd lolitnde, 

And Ilia alnd's esnkvr, tn Ka uvagu mood. 

tnavrnf Tau». 

1 . 

For ever and for ever shall thou be 
Onto the lover and the poet dear, 


Thou Lind of sunlit skies and fountains clear, 
or temples, and grey columns, ami w.ivirig woods, 
And muuiiUins, from whose rifts liie bursiiug Hoods 
Rush in bright tumult to (he .4dn.iti sea . 

O thou romantic land of It-ily! 

Mulher of painting and sweet sounds I—though now 
The laurels arc all toi ii from off thy brow— 

YVt, though the shape of Freedom now no more 
M.iy walk in beauty on thy piny shore, 

Shall 1, upon whose soul thy pods’ lays. 

And all ihv songs and hundred stories, fell 
Like dim Arabian ch.iruis, break the soft spell 
That bound me to thee in mine earlier days? 

Never, divincsl Italy,— thou sliali be 
For aye the watchword of the heart to me. 

II. 

Famous thou art, and shalt be through all tiroi*: 
Not that Iiecausc thine iron children hurled 
Like arrows o’er the conqiiest-strikcn world, 

Tlicir tyrannies,—but that, in a later day, 

Giral spirits, and gentle too, triumphing came; 

And, its the mighty day-star makes its way 
From d.irkiuwi into light, thev toward their fame 
Went, gathering splendour till they grew sublime. 

Yet first of all thy sons were they who wove 
Thy silken language into (ales of love, 

And fdircM^ar the gentle forms that shine 
In thy own pods* faery songs divine. 

Oh ! long as lips shall smile or pitying tears 
iUin from the eyes of beauty,—long as feait 
Or doubts or hopes shall sear or soothe the heart, 
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Or (latteries softly fsU on woujan's cars. 

Or witching words be spoke at twilight hours, 

Or tendec songs be sung in orange bowers,— 

Long as the stars, like ladies’ looks, by night 
Shall shine,—more constant and almost as bright,~ 
So long, ibougii hidden in a foreign shroud, 

Shall Dante’s mighty spirit speak aloud : 

So long the lamp of fame on Petrarch's urn 
Shall, like tlio light of learning, duly hum; 

And he be loved—-he with his hundred tales. 

As varying as the shadowy cloud that sails 
Upon the bosom of the April sky, 

And iniiMcat as when the waters run 
I.apsing through sylvan haunts deliciously. 

Nor ntay that gay romancer who hath told 
Of kniglii and damsel and unchaniiiiciiIs old, 

So well, he e’er foigot, iior he who sung 
Of Salem's holy city lost and won. 

The seer-like Tasso, who onaniniir'd hung 
! On l.eiinora’s beauty, and became 
llermartyr,—blasted by a mingled flame. 

The masters of the world h.ive vanished, and 
Thy giHis have left or lost their old command , 

The paintiT and the poet now h.ive fled. 

And slaves usurp the seal of C-Tsar deail • 

PriNon ami painted palace hast thou still, 

But lilled willi crr.itur<*s whom mere terrofs kill, 
Afiaid of life and de.alh, they live .md die 
Etern.illy, and slay (heir own wc.ik powem, 

And h.iic flic past, .md dread the future tmiu, 

And while they steal from pleasure droop to entne, 
Plucking the leaves from all the losy hours 
Alas, alas ! hcuiitifiil Italy! 

—Yet he who late hath riven tike a star 
Among us, (now by the Venice wavirfi afar 
He loiters with his song), hath writ of thee, 

And stiared his laurell'd immortality 
With thy dcctiying fortunes. Murmur not. 

For me, with my best skill will I rehearse 
My story, fur it speaks of thine and thee: 

It is a s,id and legendary verse, 

And thus it runs ———— 

nr. 

There is a lofty spot 

Visible amongst Che mountains Appcoinc, 

Where once a hermit dwelt, not yet forgot 
lie or his famous miracles divine; 

And there the convent of Laverna stands 
111 solitude, built up by saintly hands. 

And deem'd a wonder in the cider lime. 

Chasms of the early world aic yawning there, 

And rocks are seen, craggy, and viist, and hare, 

And many a di»y precipice sublime, 

And caverns dark as Death, where the wild air 
Uuslics from all the quarters of Utc sky : 

Above, in all his old regality, 

The monarch eagle sits upon his throne, 

Or floats upon the desert winds, alone. 

There, belted 'round and 'round by forests drear, 
DLirk pine, and giant beech, and oaks that rear 
Their brown diminished heads like shrubs between, 

' And guarded by a river that is seen 
Flashing and wandering through the deli below, 

Liverna stands.-It is a place of woe. 

And 'midst^ts cold dim aisles and cells of gluimi, 


The pale Iranciscan meditates his doom;— 

An exile from his kind, save some sad few 
(Like him imprison'd and devoted), who, 

Desei ling their high natures for the creed 
A bigot fashioned m his weaker dicains, 
la-ft love .md life (yet love is life, indeed), 

And nil the wonders of the world,—its gle.i ms 
Of.i®yi of sunshine, fair as those which spring 
From the great poet’s high iinugining, 

Sounds, and gay sights, and woman’s words which hlcs.% 
Ami carry on their echoes happiness,— 

Left all tliat man inherits, and fell down 
To worship in the dust, a demon's crown • 

For there a phautom of a fe..irrul she. 

Shaped out of shadow and cloud, and nursed in pain, 
And horn of doubt and sorrow, and of the brain 
The over evil spirit mocks imin's eyes; 

And they who worship it are cold and wan, 

I Timid uiul proud, envying while they despise 
The wealth and wishes of llicir fellow mau. 

IV. 

Amongst the .squalid crowd th.it lingered there. 
Mocking with empty forms and hopeless prayei 
Their hounteous (iod, was one of princely race,— 

The young (!olonua, in his form and Face 
Ilonouiitig the nilghly stem fnmi which he spiung 
Born .iiiiidsi llum.iii ruins, he h.ad liiiiig 
O'er every l.ile of s.id aiiliqiiily, 

And on iih f.tllen honours, once so high, 

Hid imisecl like oiicwho Imped, ilissuul had gone 

Into the depth of ages, and Ii nl hrniight 

ITom thence viiange things and tidings, sm-h as none 

Or few e’er dream of now; and then ho thought 

Th.it soiiiewh.it of the spirit old might he 

Still living in the land—perhaps might haunt 

The temples still; and often silenlly 

lie wJiidn'd through the night, and Invisi to hear 

Tlic winds conie wailing hy the tombs, and sec 

The lliivlle sl.iggcr and the ivy sere 

Shake in the blast—she who triumphunlly 

ILiugs her black tresses, like a rustling pall, 

, O'er grave and arch alike, and preys on all. 


lie was the youngest ol his houw*, .lud from 
Ills very boyhood <i severer gloom 
Than such as marks the child, galhcnMl and gi«w 
Amiiiitl Iiim, like an overshadowing veil; 

And y<'l .it times—(often) when some sad lab* 
Was told, from out that seeming darkness flew 
Flashes of mind and passion, and his eye 
IhiriKsl with the lighiniiig of his brain, and then 
lie spoke more proudly; yet, hy many men 
I (Who some ancestral taint laid not forgot), 
M.iri'l.m was shunned from very infancy, 

And mark’d and charter’d for the madman’s lot. 

V. 

At home he met neglect, and fear abroad, 

And so life grew, early, a heavy load. 

Siiidioiis he was, and on the {loet’s page 
11 .id pored beyond the feeling of his age, 

And w.ir, and high exploit, and knighdy woiih, 
And fiery love, and dark and starry Ihcmon 
Fed, With distemper'd food, the aching dream* 
That haunted all his hours, and gave liirlh 
To thirst of enterprise and wishes vain, 
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Whicb died as they arose,—in pride and pain. 

For he was doom'd hy a father's will to wear 
The sullen cowl, and was forbid to share 
The splendour of an elder brother's fate : 

And therefore came distrust and bitter hate; 

And envy, like the serpent’s twining coil, 

Han 'round his heart, and fixed its station there; 

And through his veins did lurking fevers boil, 

Until they burst in madness,—then his mind 
Itecamo, at last, as is that languid wind 
That floats across the calm blue sea, and falls 
And rises o’er the Coliseum's walls, 

And he like th.it great ruin —In this liour 
Of misery, when the soul had lust its power, 

When memory slept, and that bhiuk idiot air, 

More hideous than death—to wiiu'li desp.iir 
Is nothing, nor remorse—came smiling o’er 
His features, they (his cautious parents) bore 
The yoiiili unto huveriia. Ily the shore 
Of the blue dashing Mediterraiienn seas 
They traveU'd ; and at fmes when the swift breeze 
Came playing 'round his brows, a sadness crept 
Sileiiily o'er liis eye, and then he siglied 
j lake one who thought, and when the soft wind died 
! lie listened to its gentle fall, and wept. 

They noted not the change, hut bore him on 
Unto his convent prison, and their gold 
I Stamped with the weight of truth the tale they told; 

I And tliere they left him to his fate,—alone. 

VI. 

They left liim to his prison, and then relumed ; 
And festal sounds were heard, and songs were sung, 
And all around the walls were gailands hung 
As usual, and gay censers brightly burned 
In the Colonna palace, lie was miss’d 
By none, and when his mother fondly kias*d 
Her eldest born, and bade him ou that day 
Devote him to the dove>eyeil Julia, 

The proud Vitelli's child, Home’s paragon, 

She thought no longer of her cloistered son. 

On tliat same night of mirth Vltclli came 
W’ith his fair child, sole heiress of his name,—' 

She came amidst the lovely and the proud, 

Peerless; and when she moved, the gallant crowd 
Divideil, as the obscf|uious vapours light 
Divide to let the queen-moon pass Iiy night: 

Then looks of love were seen, and many a sigh 
W.is wasted on llie air, and some aloud 
Talk’d of tliu pan|^ they felt and swore to die: 

She, like (he solitary rose lliat springs 

In the fiist warmth of summer days, and flings 

A perfume the more sweet because alone— 

Just bursting into beauty, with a zone 

Half girl's half woman's, smiled and tlicii forgot 

Those gentle things to which she answered not. 

Dut when Colotina's heir bespoke her hand. 

And led her to the dunce, she question’d why 
His brother Joined not in that revelry: 

Careless he turn’d aside and did command 
Loudly the many instruments to sound. 

And well did that young couple tread the ground: 
Gacli step was lost in eacii accordant note, 

Which through the palace seemed that night to float 
As merrily, as though the Satyr-god 


With his inspiring reed (the mighty Pan), 

Had left his old Arcadian woods, and trod 
Piping upon the shores Italian. * 

Again she asked in vain : yet, us he turned 
(The iiroiher) from her, a fierce colour burned 
Upon his cheek, ami fading left it pale 
As death, and half proclaimed the guilty tale. 

—She dwelt upon that night till pity grew 
Into a wilder passion : the sweet dew 
Th.it linger'd in lier eye wfor pity's sake,* 

Was—(like an exhalation in the sun) 

Dried and ahsorlicd hy love. Oh ' love can take 
What shape he pleases, and when once begun 
His fiery inroad in the soul, how vain 
The ufliT-knowledge which Ids presence gives! 

We weep or rave, but still he lives, and lives 
Master and lord, ’midst piide and tears and pain. 

VII. 

Now may we seek Colonna. When he found 
Himself a prisoner in his cell, and bound, 

And saw the eyeless skull and glass of sand 
And ghastly cmeilix before him, he 
; ’Hose with a sudden shriek and buist the liand 
That tied him to liLs pallet, and stood free: 

\ot iliiis alone he stoo<l, fur the wild shook 
Darlc’d upon his hram and did unlock 
The gates of memorY, and fiom his soul 
Gradual he fell ihc clouds of madness roll, 

And with Ins mind's rc<leinplion every base 
And d.irker passion (led—shrunk 'fore its light, 

As at the glance of inoniiiig shrinks the night. 

Not siidciciily,—hut slow, Fioiii d.iy to day, 

'I he shadow from Ids spii it passed away. 

And sometimes would rcluiii at intervals. 

As blight upon the opening blossom falls. 

—And then he pondered in his prison place, 

On many uii awful ihumu ne'er conn'd before; 

Of darkness and decay, and of that shore 
Upon wliosi* shadowy strand pale spirits walk, 

'T is said, for iiiaiiY ages, and would talk 
Kight elotpient with uver^’ monk wlio there 
Roasted of peniteiic’c, and felt despair, 

In whose dull eye Hope shone not, and whose hieath 
Was one unvaried tale of Death ami Death. 

VIII. 

Rut in his gentler momenta he would gaze, 

With something of the love of earlier days, 

On the far prospects, and on suniiriur moms 
Would wander to a high and distant peak, 

Against whose rocky bosom the clouds brciik 
In showers upon the forests. It adorns 
The landscape, and frum out a pine-wood high, 
Springs like a craggy giant to the sky. 

Here, on this summit of the hills, he loved 
To lie and look upon the world below; 

And almost did be wish at times to know 
How ill that busy world man could be moved 
To live for ever—what delights were thei'e 
To equal (he fresli sw ard and odorous air, 

The valleys and green slopes, and the sweet call 
! Of bird to bird, what time the shadows fall 
{ Toward the west:—yet something there must be 
I He felt, and that he now desired to see. ■ 
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Aii once he pondered there, on the far world, 
And on himself, like u lone crealn<*e hurled 
From all hs pleasuroii—its tcuiptniiuns, all, 

Over his lie.irt there fell, like a dark pall. 

The memory of the pa**t: he thoup.ht and thoti};!it, 
Till in In'* brain a hosier spirit wioii^'hl, 

And Naluie tlioii unlock'd with her sweet siuiie 
The icy barrier of his hc.irt, and he 
Ih.'turned unto his first humanity, 
flu felt .1 void, and much hr ^;rieved tin: while, 
Williin his heart, ;i.s lhoii(jh he wish'd to share 
A joy he knew not with another mind; 

ild were his thou{;lits, hut every wish rt'fiiicd. 
And pure as waters of the mnuntaiii-spriii};: 

Was it the biith of Love?—did he iinhiiid 
(hike the far scent of wilil flowers hlnssoniint’) 

Ills perfiiinod pinions in that rorky lair, 

To save a heart so yoiin^ from peiistiint; there ^— 


Some memory had he of Vilelli's child, 

Rut ('atlirrrd where he now icrrirniliried not; 

Perhaps, like a faint driMiri oi visum wild 
{\\ hirh, once hrhcld, may never lie fort^ol), 
iihe floated in Ins fancy, and ^licii piiii 
x\nd fevcis hot came thion|;in(; round Ins hr.iin, 

Mcr sliapi* and voice fell like .i halm upon 
Ihs sad and ilark ima;;inaliim. 

A t;enile iiiiiiisier she was, when he 
S.IW lorins, 't was said, winch often silriiilv 
Passed by liis midni(;lit couch, and felt at (iiiKs 
Sltan(;e honor for iiii.i;;iM.irY cilines 
((JniniiiittefI, or to hr), and in liis walk 
Of K.ite and DimiIi, and phantom tliin{;s would talk, 
bliiicks scared liiiii fiuin Ins sirep, and fl(;iirrs came 
On Ins alarm'd si(;hr, and lliroii|;h ihrijIaiKs, 

Wlicii rvenin)' fill'd the wooi'.s with ireuihlnif; shades, 
Follow’tl Ills footsteps, and ti star-iike flume 
Floated hufoiti his eyes iialcly hv d>iy, 

And {[lared by ni|;hl and would not pass away. 

—At list his hrolhci dii'd. Ciovanni fell 
A victim in a cause he loved loo well, 

And the fiolonna prince, without his lieir, 

B<:lliou('lit him of (he distant convent, where 
A child had been iinpiison'd, that he mi];1it (j;ain 
Riches for one he heller loved:—Mow v.iin, 

And idle now ! Dead was the favoiu'd son, 

And sad the father,—hut the crime was done. 


Then Marcian sou(;ht his home. A ||li.istlv ('loom 
Hung over the pillars and tin: wiecks of Rome, 

And scarcely, as the clouds wc*rc swiftly diivca 
In masses shrouding the blue face of IJc>ivcti, 

Was seen, by trcmnlons glimpses, the jwle moon, 

Who looked abroad in fear and vanished soon. 

The winds were loud amongst the ruins, where 
The wild weeds shook abroad their ragged hair, 

And sounds were heard, like sobs from some lone m.m, 
And nuirmuriiig 'tween his hanks the Tyber ran. 

In the Colonna palace there were tears 
Flowing from aged eyes that,seldom wept; 

‘Their son w'as gone—(he hope of many years 
(kdd ill his marble home for ever slept. 

—The father met his child : with ti'uinnlous grasp 
He press’d bis hand, and he return'd the clasp, 


And spoke assurini; words—«that he was come 
To soothe liis grief and cheer his desolate home,*-— 
.\nd then he ha«lc him iiuitc forget the past. 

Thii«» h.ind m hand they sat awhile; at last 
A deep deep mh c.iinc hll^^(lng from the gloom 
Th.it hill the far part of the palaro room, 

And, after, all was Mlcnt as the grave. 

Colonna 'i*ov‘, .md by liie lamp that gave 
\ feeble light, 8<iw, like a sli.ipe of stone. 

Ills mother conchiii(' in the dusk, .done: 

Her hand was clench'd, and her eye w.indi'r’d wild 
Like one who lost and sought (in vain) a child, 

.\nd now and then a smile, but not a tear, 

Told th.it she fanned still her il.uhng near; 

And tlicn she shook her licid, cross'd her arms 
OviT her hru.ti>l, and turned her fioni (he light, 

Ami soeiii’d as (hough she mutter’d inward eharnis, 
To scale sonu* donhlfiil |>h,intoni fiom her sight. 

Me spoke to her in vain: her licai t was fill’d 
With grief, and every passion else was still'd. 

Was hiiiicd,—lost. Just as the iiiightY rains 
Winch, g.ilheriiig, flood the valleys in the days 
Of Aiitiunn, or .is livers when snow doc.iys 
Sweep all things in their coiiise, 'fill nought reiii.iins 
Disliiigiiishahle,—earth, .ind roots, and (pMss, 

And stones, and c.isnal things, a iiiinj'Icd mass, 

Di ivcii oiiw.nds by (he w.itcrs anil o'eihoi iie, 

'Till hilt (he slie.im is seen : so lliey who mouiii 
Deeply, and they, 'i iss.iid, who love the hcsl, 

In one mild mastering p.issioii lose* the test. 

XI. 

At I isl the woes ih^t wi.ijip'd the mother luiiiul, 
Ri<d^(: and dissolved, .uid a seieiuT day 
Shone on her hh*; but never iiioie the sound 
Of noisy mirth or festal music g.iy 
Was hiiatil wiilnii Colonn.i's w.dls,—and yl 
A rilm and pleaK.int circle often met, 

And the despised ncgleeled Mai(ian now 
Wore the descended honoiiiH on his hruw. 

IJiihke he was in hoyhoixt,— yet so grave 
Tlii'y doubted sotiiclinics if he ipiile forg.ive 
'I lie p.isi, .111(1 then llitTi* play'd <1 moody smile 
About Ins iiioulli, and lie at times would s|i(Mk 
Of one with he.iveiily hlooin opoii her elieek, 

Whose vision did liis eoiivi'iil lioiiis heipitle, 

A pbaiiloiii sh.ipe, and wliieli in sleep still came 
And fann’d the coloui of his cheek (u flame. 
Soioetidies has he been known to ga^e .ifur 
Walching the coining of the cveiimg slai. 

And as ii progress'd loward tin: middle sky, 

Like the still lwili|;hl's lonely deity. 

Would f.im y that a Kpiiii lesided there, 

A (p'nile spirit and young, with golden hail, 

AikI eyes as blue as llie blue dome above, 

And a vuieu as lender as the sound of love. 


Some months thuspass'd among tliewrecks of Kuaic, 
And seldom thought he of the fearful doom 
On which he used to ponder: still he felt 
That he alonu amidst the many dwelt, 

Lonely ; hut why he cared noi, or forgot 
The Jihiiigs c.'ist upon his early lot. 

—One morning as he lay half listlessly 
Within the shadow of a column, where 
His forehead met such gusts of cooling air 
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As the bright Slimmer knows in Italy, 

I A gorgeous cavalcade went thundering by, 

1 Dusty and worn with (ravel: as it pass’d 
I Some said the great Count tiad return'd, at last, 

I From his long absence upon foreign lands; 

I T was (old that many countries he liad seen, 

I (lie and his lady daughter) and had been 
I A long time journeying no the Syrian sands, 

And visited lioly spots, and places where 
The Christian roused the I'agan from liis lair, 

I And taught him charity and creeds divine, 

By spilling his bright blood in Palestine. 

XIII. 

Vitelli and his child retiirnM at ia<u, 

I After some years of w.indcriiif. Jiilui 
j Had b(‘cn betrothed and widow’d, she had p.iss’d 
I From hond.tgc into hhcriy, and they 
I Who knew the hitter hushniid slic had wed, 

I itcjoiccd to le.iin ihat he iiidceYl vv.as dead. 

! She liiid hcuii sacrilieed in yuiitli, to one 
1 She never loved; hut lie she hned was goni., 

I And so It nialler’d not: 't is tine some tears 
I Stain'd her pale cheek :il limes in after years, 

' And iniieh unkindness fruni the man on whom 

i 

j She hud bestow’d her beauty, drew a gloom 
I Around her face, and cnrt.iin’d up in shade 
j The eyes that once like sunny spirits play'd* 

I Rut he was de.id -—Sailing along the sea, 

; Ills pleasure h.irquc w.is gliding ph'.is.iully. 

! When sudden winds arose, and mighty waves 
j Were pul in motion, and deep yawning graves 
Opened on every side with hideous roar: 
lie scream’d and struggled, and was seen no more. 

' Tilts was the tile.—Orstm’s titles fell 
Upon a student youth, scarce known before, 

I Who took tiic princely name and wore it well. 

; -xiv. 

i And Julia saw the youth she loved again * 
hut he was now the griMt ('.olonna's heir, 

And she whom he had left so young and fail', 
j A f(>w short years ago, was grown, with pain 
j Of thoughts unutter'd (a heart-eating c.ire). 

. Pale us a statue. W hen he met her lirst 
I He ga/cd and gasp'd as though his heart would burst. 
: Her figure came before Iiim like a dream 
i llevcnl'd at morning, and a sunny gleam 
j Ilroke in upon his soul and lit his eye 
I Willi someihing of a tender prophecy. 

\nd was site then Ihc shape he oft had seen, 
j By day and night,—she who had such strange power 
, Over the terrors of Itis wildest hour ’ 

Vnd was it not a phantom that had been 
' ^^’andcriiig about him 1 Oh with what deep fear 
I Me listen’d now, to mark if he could hear 
The voice (hat liiU’d him, Imt she never spoke; 

For in her heart her own young love awoke 

From its long slumber, and chain'd down her tongue, 

And she sat mute hcfoie him: he, the while, 

I Stood feasting on her molancholy smilo, 
j Till o'er Ills eyes adiszy vapour hung; 

Anil he rush'd forth into tlie freshening air, 

Which kiss’d and play’d about his temples bare, 
j .\nd he grew calm. S'ot unobserved lie lied, 
j For she who mourn’d him once as lost and dead, 


Saw with a glance, os none but women see, 

His secret passion, and home silently 

She went rejoicing, till Vitelli asked 

ti Wherefore her spirit fcll,t—and then she task’d 

Her fancy fur excuse wherewith to hide 

Her thoughts, and turn his curious gusc aside. 

XV. 

That fateful d.iy pass’d by; and then there came 
Another and another, and the flame 
Of love burnt brightly in Colonna's breast, 

But while it fill’d it robbed his Mill of rest: 

At home, abroad, at morning, and at noon 
In the hot sultry hours, and when the moon 
Shone in tlie cool flush sky, and shaped those dim 
And shadowy fit'iiros once so dear to him,— 

W heie'er he wander'd she would come upon 
Mis mmd, a pliantoin-like companion; 

Vet, with (lint idle dread with winch the heart 
Stilles ils pleasures, he would ever dcpait 
And loiter long amongst (he streets of Rome, 

When she, he feated, might vibit at liis home. 

A sirange and }>.id perverseness; he did fear 
To p.i[t with that pale hope which shone at last 
(dimmi'ring iipou his fortunes. Many a year 
Rurtheii'd with evil o’er his head h.id pass’d. 

And stamp’d upon his brow the matks of care. 

And so he seem'd .is old before his lime: 

And many would pretend that in his air 
There was a gloom that had its hirili in crime. 

—’T is thus the wretched arc trod down. Despair 
Mutli strike as deep a furrow in the biain 
.\s mischief or remorse; and doubt will pain 
I And sear the heart like sm uccoinplisli'd. 

I But slander ever hath hung upon the head 
I Of silent sorrow, and corroding shame 
Freys on his heart, and its defenceless name 
Is blotted hy the hud, until it flies 
From the huso world a willing sacrifice. 


FART II. 


LoTeaiiruly hath boon bruatbiii;' here. 

Lta¥tt 

We will (fnvf* them to ihemiteUes, 

To llio moon oud ihe ilurk, thenfl h«p(iy oItbi, 
To ibo inuriuariu(; wate nnil ilio zoplijfr'i win;, 
Tliat ilrenininlirenilcaijojance briag, 

To IwtUu their kluinhurtng eje*. 

IsU e/ Paim. 


Oh power of love so fearful and so fair— 

Life of our life on carili, yet kin to care— 

Oh! tliou day-dreaming Spirit, who dost look 
(7|>on (he fuiurc, as the charmed book 
Of Fate were open’d In thine eyes alone— 

Tliou who dost cull, from iiioinenls stolen aud gooa 

into eternity, memorial tliiiqpi 

To deck the days to come-iliy revellings 

Were glorious and beyond all others: Tliou 

Didst banquet upon beauty once; and now 

The ambrosial feast is ended!—Let it be. 

F.nnugh to siiy, • H Oh! upon me 
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' ^ MARGIAIN 

From thy o'urshadowinfj cOicriul 
Shake odorotib airs, so may niy senses all 
Be spcil-heund to thy service, beautiful power, 

And oil the breath of every coming; hour 
Send me faint tidings of ihc tlnuijs that were, 

And aid me as T try (;<‘nily lo tell 
Thu sioiy uf ih.it youn{> Ii.ilian p.iir, 

Who IovlhI so lucklessly, yet ah’ so well. 

If. 

How lonf' Colonna in his ('loomier mood 
Rcniained, it mailers not' I will not biood 
Oil evil themes, hut, leaving; f;ricf and crime, 

At once, I pass unlo a blither time. 

—Oni* ni|;lii—one summer iii{;ht— he wandered far 
Inlo the Uonian suburbs; Many .1 star 
Shone out above upon the hours, 

Save when, aw.ikenin^ the- suoct inrant (lowers. 

The hrce/cs travcll'd fiom the west, and (lieu 
A sin ill cloud came nhro.id and (led ai’.iin. 

The red rose was m hlnssom, and the fair 
And bending; lily to the wanton air 
Bared her white hrc.ist, and the voliipruoiis lime 
Cast out his pcrfiinies, and the wihlini; llivmo 
Mliit’Icd his iiiminiain hwtsas, transplanted low 
‘Midst all the (lowers th.it in those legions blow. 

—He wandertsl on: At last. Ins spirit subdued 
By the deep inllucnco of that hour, p.irlook 
h’cii of its nature, and be felt iinl>iii‘d 
With .1 more ('cntle love, and he did look 
At tunes amon{'st the stars, as 011 a book 
Where he iTii('ht re.ad Ids destiny. Ilnw bright 
lleaven’s m.iny cnn.slellaiinnH shone that ni(^;lil! 

And from the distant river a (‘eiilh* Tunc, 

Siieh as is uttered m the mouths of June, 

By brooks, wliov* scanty stre.ims have lan^juisliud lon^; 
For r.iin, was lie.ird ,>>-a tender, lapsini; sonj;, 

Sent up in homage to the quiet iiiooii. 

HI. 

He mused, till from a near who.se wall 

He leant, a mcl.inchoiy voice w.is heard 
Sin(>iii[; alone, like some poor widow l>ird 
Th.it casts unto ihu woods lier desert call. 

It was the voice—the very voice that runjj 
r.on[f 111 Ills brain iliac now so sweetly btin|p 
He passed (lie |•a^dcn-llnunds and Hdlitly trod, 
Cbeckiti(; liis breath, aloiit' the {’rassy sod 
(By buds and blooms liaU-liidden, wbicli the breeze 
Had r.ivislied from the citisieruq; oraU|'e-treeh), 

Until he reached a low p.ivillion, where 
He s.iw a l.idy p.ile, with radiant hail 
Over her roiche.ul, and in {'armcnis while, 

A hat p was by lier, and her fin^'ers lij’ht 
Ciruleshly o'er the {'oldcn sti inp.s were (hin(', 

Then, b 1 i.tkin|; h.ick her locks, with upward eye, 

And lipA that dumbly moved, she seemed to try 
To cali.li an old disused inelmly— 

A Md lcali.111 air it was, which I 
IL'^memher in my bovhood to have heard, 

And still—'(tlioutih here and there pcrliapsa word 
Be now forgot), 1 recollect the son];, 

Which mi('lii to any loveloin talc heloiig:. 

SONG. 

Whither, ah! whither is my lost love straying— 

Upon what pleasant land beyond the sea * 

Oh ! ye winijs, now playing 


COLONNA. Qf) 

1 lake airy spirits round my temples fri*e, 

I Fly and tell him this from me: j 

j Tell him, sweet winds, that in my woman's bosom j 

[ My ^ounjj lr>\e Mill rpi.dns iis perfect power, j 

[ Or, like the sninnier hlussom, i 

That ch.inii'eb still from hud to the full-blown flower, 
Glows with uveiy passiuj; hour. 

S.iy (and say i;ciu 1 y) that, since we two p.irtrd, 

How little joy—much sotiow 1 have known . 

Only not brokeii-hearli-d 

Berniisc 1 muse upon bright moinenis Qonc, j 

Aud dream and think of him alone, | 

IV. ! 

The lady ended, aud Colonn.i knelt { 

Before her with oiitsiielched arms lie felt I 

That she, wlumi in the mouiit.iiris far away 
Ills he.irt h.iil loved SO iniicli, at last w.is hU. 

I > Is there, oli! is iliere in a world like tlii 8 > 

< (He spoke) « siieli joy for me ? Oh ! Jtili.i, 

I Alt thou indi-ed 110 pli.intom, winch mv brain 
I ll.is eoiijtiied out of |;iief and desper.Ue pain— 

; .\rid sh.ill I then fiom d.iy to day behold 
j TIm'o .q;.iin,.iiul still .i(*ain' Oh' speak to me, 

I Jiili.i—.iiid (p’liily, for 1 have (;rowii old 
III soiiow I'll* iiiy time 1 kneel to lliee.* 

—'lliUh with a p.issioii.ile voice the lover broke j 

Upon her boliliide, .ind while he spoke 
In such a lone as niip,hi a niaiden move, 

Hei feai i;.ivi! pl.ue to piitle, and pride to love. 

4 ,)iiiek .ire loud ssomeii's si{;hls, and ele.ir their powers, ' 
They li\e in nioinciits ye.iis, .111 a[>e in hours; 

Through eveiy iiiuvement of the lie.irt they niii 
I In .1 brief period with a conrsio's speed, 

{ And inaik, decide, reject; bill if ludi'iHt 
^ 'Ihuy smile on us—oh! as the eternal sun | 

I Foi ms and illiimin.iles all to which this i:.irlh 
' (iinprei'ii.ite by lim(;l.inee} h.itb (>iven birlb, 

I'.vcn so llic biuite of woiii.in si.iiTi}*s our fates, 

And roiihcrraleb the love it lirst cie.ilus. 


I At flrslbhe hsleiied wilb averted eyi>, ^ 

I And tijcn, h.ilf tiiiiiiii|| low.iidv liiiu, U'llderly | 

I Mie m.irk’d the des-p sad Ituili of e\cry lone, 

I W 111 ! Ii (old that he w.ib liei's, aud all liei own , 

! And S.IW the lociie flush upon his elii'i-k, 

: (Thai sili'Ul l.iiq;u.i];e wlueli the pavsions sjirak I 

' So eloqiielilly wc ||) .ind so she smiled • 

I Upon liitii V« ilh a juilsu i.ipid ami wilil 
' And eves lit up with love,and all his wtics '• 

' Ah-indon’d or (oij’ot, liu li|,iilly tose, 

’ And jiLiced iiimaelf beside her. • Julia! 

' .My own, my own, for yi.'. .irc niiin*,* lie said; { 

'IhiMi on her bhoiildcr diitiip’d his feverish head, ; 

.\iid (or a inomcnt lie seemed dyin|; away: j 

' iSiJt he recover'd ipiick. ■ Oh ! Marcian, i 

I feur*—bile softly bi^h’d:—• Aipiiti, a|;ain, | 

Speak, my diviiicst love, a(jain, and shower | 

I 'i tie music of your words wliieli have such power, | 
I Such absolute power upon luy fainting; soul— ! 

! Oh ! 1 'vc been waiidcrioi; toward that fearful (joal, ! 

; Where Life and Death, Trouble and Silence meet, 

(The Grave) with weak, perhaps with erring feet, I 

I i 
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A lon(*, Ion{f time without thee—hut no more; 

For r.in ! think upon that shadowy shore* 

Whilst thou art hero Ix^&idc me, sweet!*— 

She spoke; • Dear Marclan, 1*—Mow soft she speaks, 
Mu uttered • ■ Nay—■ (and as the dayli(>ht breaks. 

Over the hills at tnornin|*, was her smile) 

■ Nay you must listen silently, awhile. 

«i Dear Marci.in, you and I for many years 
Have suffoied: I have hoii(jlit relief wtlh tears; 

Ihit, my poor friend, I fear a misery 
ISeynnd the reach of tears has weighed on thee. 

What’t is I know not, hut (now calmly mark 
My words) ’t was 8.iid that—that thy mind was dark, 
Anri the red fountains of thy hlooil (as llc.ivcn 
Is stainc<l with the dyiri(> lit;hls of Fven) 

W'ere taintcti—that thy miiKldid wander far, 

At limes, a dangerous and irrratie star, 

Which like a jieslilenee sweeps llx* lower sky, 

Dreaded hy every orh and planet ni(]li. 

This hath my f.ithcr he.ird. Oh ! Marcian, 

Me is n worldly and » cruel man. 

And made me onrea vieiim ; hut again 
It shall not he. I have had too much of pain. 

Too rnueli for such short hours as life .affords. 

And I would fain from out the golden hoards 
Of jnv, pliiek some fair ornament, at last, 

To gdd my life with—hut nty life hath past.» 

Her head sank on her hosoin: gently he 
Kissed off the lag bright tears of misery. 

Alas' tli.il ever such glittering drops should How 
(Rrighi as though horn of lliippinoss), fiorn woe’ 

Me soothed her for a time, an<l she grew calm, 

For lovers' language is the surest halm 

To he.irls that sorrow much : that night they parted 

With kissesand with tears, hut both light-hearted. 

And many a vow was m.idc and promise spoke, 

Anil well believed hy both and never broke- 
Tliey parted, hut from that time often met 
In that same garden wlicn the sun h.id set, 

And for awhile Colomia's mind forgot, 

In tlie fair present hour, his future lot. 

VI. 

To those o’er whom pale Destiny with Ills sting 
Hangs, a mere glance, a word, a sound will In mg 
I The bitter future with its terrors, nil 

• lllark and n'crwhelmiiig. lake Colonna's star, 

I Ttioiigh hidden for a while or banish'd far, 
j 1 he lime wt/l come,—at prayer or festival, 

• Slumber or iTiorniii(' sport or luid-dny Uisk; 

I TheMnil pan never fly itself, nor mask 

j The f.icij of F.iti* with smiles.- 

I How oft hy some strange ill of iioily or mind 

Man's line and piercing sense is striken Mind' 

No in.ittur then how slight the shadows lie. 

The veil is thick to him who caiiiint see. 

Solid and unsubstantial, false and true, 

; Arc Fear and Fate; but to that wretched few, 

I Who call the dim phantasmas from their gravc'S, 

I And bow' before their own rreations, slaves, 
j They arc immortal—holy—fix’d—supreme. 

' .Vo more of this.—Now pass I to my theme. 

[ VI1. 

I The hours p.iss'd gently,—even happily 
' Awhile; though sometimes o'er (iolonna's brow 
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There shone a rnc.-ining strange, as though his doom 
Flash'd like a light across his memory. 

And left behind a momentary gloom ; 

This would he smile away; and then forget. 

And then again, sighing, remember: yet, 

Over pale .hilia’s face tlint shadow cast 
A shadow like Itself, and when it passed 
Its sad reflection vanish’d. Lovers’ eyes 
Rriglit mirrors are where Love may look and see 
lU gladness, g.nof, haiuly, deformity, 

Pieliired in .ill their answering colours plain. 

So long as the true life and Soul remain; 

For when the substance shrinks the shadow flies. 

Thus lived C.olonna, till to common eyes 
lie seem'd redeem'd and lescued fioin despair; 

And often would he catch the joyous air 
Of the mere idler, and the past would seem, 

To him and others, like a terrible dream 
Dissolved: 't was then a clearer spirit grew 
In Ins hluek eye, and over the deep blue 
Of Julia’s a soft happier r.idiancc hung, 

Like the dark beauty from the starlight flung 
Upon the world, which tells Heaven’s breast is clear 
Within, and that abroad no cloud is near. 

VTir. 

Once—only once—(T was in a lone’.y hour)— 

Jli.‘ felt tlie pre.sence of liis evi' newer 
Weighing upon him, and he left liis home 
In sdenee,amidst fresher scenes to loam. 

—’T was said tli.it he diil W’andcr f.ir and wide 
O’er desert he.iths, and on the Lalian plains 
Rared his liot foieliead to the f.iUing rains, 

Which there bring death; and with a heart .illied 
To f'ontle pleasures still, on the green hiH’s side 
Would stretch his length upon the evening gi'itss, 
Slieddin;* sweet tears to sec the gre.al sun pass 
Aw'.iy like a dream of boyhood. Darkness llicii 
Grew his familiar, and in caverns deep 
(By the str.inge voice of Silence lull'd asleep) 

He oft would hide himself within its arms; 

Or ga/e upon the eyes of He.ivcn, when 

Mhe stands illustrious with her midnight charms 

Reveal'll—all iinobscurcd hy moon or sun, 

G »y-tlnied cloud, or .iiry rainbow won 
Fiom li{;lit and showers; and when storms w'cre high 
I Hi' listen'd to the wind-(iod riding by 
I The mountain places, and there took his stand, 

I He.irkening his voice of triumph or command, 
j Or lieard him tlirongh the piny forests rave, 

I Fre he went murmuring to his prison cave. 

IN. 

And then unto the rocks of Tivoli 
lie went: alas! for gone Antiquity— 

Its holy and mysterious temple, where 
The Sybil spread abroad her hoary hair, 

And spoke her divine oracles. Uer home 
Is crumbling into dust, and sheeted foam 
Now .sparkles where her whiten'd tresses liung; 

And where her voice, like Heaven's, was freely flung 
Unto the echoes, now fierce torrents (low. 

Filling with noise and spray the dell below. 

I Not useless arc ye yet, ye rocks and woods 
j Of Tivoli, although long since have vanish’d 
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From your lost land its ^'orgcous palaces, 

And tliougli the spirit of tliu place hc,banisli'd 
The earth f<ir ever—yet your hilver Hoods 
ncmain (immortal music), and the breeze 
Brin^^ health and freshness to your wavinj; ttccs. 

X. 

For weeks amongst the woods did Mercian rove 
And wilds: At last, unto his widowM love 
lie came again, while yet the fever stjiin'd 
Ilis clieck and darkness on his brow remain'd. 

She saw the hectic colour burning bright 
Clouded by looks of sorrow, and one night— 

It was a night of sultry summer wc.ither. 

And they were siding in the ganicii whore, 

Cuided hy fate, and drawn like doves together, 

They once had met, and meeting mock'd at care, 

And lie Hrst sank upon her bosom fair: 

Her while and delicate fingers now hy his 
Were held and not withdrawn, and with a kiss 
lie thank’d her, yet with idle question tried 
To cheat away the grief she could not hide. 

He felt lliat ho had planted in her lieart 
The seeds of grief; and could he them depart 
And leave llie lady of his love in tears— 

Weigh’d down (and for his sake) by silent fe-ii-s? 
lie could not: Oh he fell the pleiuliiig look 
Of her who loved him so, nor could he brook 
Still to he thought a frantic. •Thou sliult know, 
Deari'st,’' hcs:ud, • my hidden story now; 

Forgive me that before I told thee not: 

1 thought—1 wish’d to think the thing forgot.^ 

—lie ponder'd then, as to regain a thought; 

At length, with a firm longue (but mingling still 
Miicb fancy vritli the fact, as madmen will), 

He told bis talc—bis dream :— 

XI. 

4 From my sad youth 
I never was beloved,—never. Triilb 
Fell mildew'd from my lips, and in my eye 
Gloom'd, it was said, llic red insanity. 

1 was not mad—nor am; but 1 became 
WiUicr'd by malice, and a clouded flame 
liose from my heart, and made iny eyesight dim 
And my brain turn, and palsied every liuib, 

, And the world stood in stupor for a time. 

Yet from my fiery cloud I heard of crime, 

Of parent’s—brother’s hate, and of one lost 

Pur want of kindness.—Then7—ay, then there came 

The rushing of innumerable wings 

By me, and sweets, such as the summer flings, 

Fell on my fainting wnses, and 1 crept 
Into some nighl>dark place, un.d long 1 slept; 

1 slept until a rude uneasy motion 
Slirr’d me: what pass'd I know not then, and yet 
'Methougbt the air blew freshly, and the ocean 
Danced witli its bright blue waters: 1 forget 
Where all this happen'd; but at last my brain 
Seem'd struggling with itself, awhile in vain. 

' There was a load on it, like hopeless care 
Upou the mind—a dreary heavy load, 

And now and then, it seem'd as shapes did goad 
Mysoul to iiecoUection,—or despair. 


XII. 

«(.Icaror and clearer now from day to d.iy 
Tlic figures ilo.itcd on iny sight, but when 
I moved they vanish’d. Then, a grim array. 

Like spectres from tlie graves of huii«.>d men, 

Came by in silence: c.u’h upon bis face { 

Wore a wild look, as ihnugli some s,id dis(;racc j 

Had stamp’d Ins life (or thus I thought) with sorrow: 
They vanishd too; but c\it on ibe morrow 
They came again, with greater sadness, nil 
I s}>oke; then one of tbom gave answer—sbrill 
As blasts Unit wliisllc tbiougli tbe dungeon’s grate 
Oil bleak December nights, when in her state 
Comes ibu while Winter.—* Look 1’—(I ilms iiaiishite 
Tbe sounds it utter’d)—*Look,’ the ]diiii)tuiii said, 

* Upon tbiiiu ancestry departed—dead. 

Kach one ihon scesl hath left his gaping loiub 
Kinpty, and comes to warn thee of thy doom: 

And each, whilst living, bore within his brain 
A settled madness: start not—so dost thou : 

Thou art our own, and on thy moody brow 
There is the invisible wonl ne’er writ in vain. 

Look on us all: we die<l as lliun shall die, 

Thu victims of our hc.iiiH’ iiis.'inily ; 

From sire to son the boiling rivers ran 
Through every vein and't was alike with all: 

It touch’d the child and Iranipled down the man; 

And ever) eye that, wiiii iis dead dull ball. 

Seems as it stared upon (lu'C now, w.is bright 
As tbiiiu is, w'lCli the true iraiisinilled light. 

Madness and pain of heart shall break ihy rest, 

And she shall perish whom ihoii lovi'xl the best. 

Once thou hast liccn a inoekery nnio iii.iii. 

But thus, at least, it sh.iU not be again. 

Behold! where yon red tolling star doth sliine 
From out ihe darkness: that fierce star is thine, 

I Thy Destiny, thy Spirit, and its power 
, Sh.ill guard and rule thee to thy latest hour; 

And never sliall it quit ihy side, Imt he 
Invisible to all uiid dim to tliee, 

Save when the fever of the soul shall rise, 

And then that light shall il.ish Iwfoie thine eyes, 

And thoii shall then rcinenihiT that thy fate 
Is— murder.’ —Thus upon ihe silence broke 
The spectre’s hollow words; but while it spoke, 

Its pale lip never moved, nor did its eye 
Betray intelligence. W itli sweeping state, 

Over the ground the train then glided by, 

And vanish’d,—vanish’d. 'Ihcii niethought 1’woke. 

XIII. 

u It was no dream, for often since that hour 
The star has flasli’d, and 1 have felt its power, 

(’T was in iny moodier moments) and my soul 
Seem’d languishing for hlooil, and there did roll 
Rivers of blond beside me, and iny bands. 

As though I did obey my Fate’s commands, 

Were smear’d and sanguine, and my throbbing brow 
Grew hot and blister’d with (be fire within, 

And my heart wither’d with a secret sin. 

And my whole heart was tempested : it grew 
Largtr methougbt with passion—even now 
I feel it swell wilhin me, and a Hood 
Of fiery wislies such as man ne’er knew 
Seem'd to consume me. Sometimes 1 have stood 
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Lookini; at heavcn^fbr Hope, with these sad eyes, 
In vain—for 1 was born a sacrifice: 

What hope was there for me, a murderer! 

What lovely T nothing—yes, 1 err, I err. 

wYes, mix’d witli these wild visionings, a form 
Descended, fnigile as a summer cloud. 

And with her gentle voice she still'd the storm: 

I never saw her face, and yet I bowed 
Down to the dust, as savage men, they say, 

Adore the sun in countries far away. 

I felt the music of her words like balm 
naining upon my soul, and I grew calm 
As the great forest lion that lay down 
At Una’s feet, without a single moan, 

Vanquish’d hy love; or as the herds that hung 
Their heads in silence when the Thracian sung. 

—I never saw her,—never, but her voice 
Was the whole world to me. It ssiid ' Rejoice! 

For i am come to love Ihcc, youth, at last. 

To recompense thy pains and sorrow past. 

No longer now, amongst the itiountaliis high 
Shall thou over thy single destiny 
Mourn: f am come to share it. I, wliom all 
Have worslijpp’d like a shrine, have left the hall 
Of iiiy proud parents, and without a sigh, 

Am come to roam hy caverns and by floods, 

And be a dweller with thee in the woods. 

« —Here let me pause, for now I must not say 
Ilow she, my gentle spirit, fades away; 

And now, and now-Alas! and must I die, 

The martyr of u crime I cannot shunt 
What have 1—what have niy dead fathers done, 
That tliiis from age to age a misery 
Is seared and sLimped upon us?—Shall it be 
For ever thus! It shall nut. I will run 
My rare as fearless as the summer sun, 

When clouds come not, and like his course above 
Shall mine be here below, all light and lovc.n 

XIV. 

He ended, and with kisses sweet and soft 
She recompensed his words, and bade him dwell 
No more upon the past, hut look aloft 
And pray to Heaven ; and yet she bade him tell 
Again the story of that lady young, 

Who o’er him in such dream-like beauty hung. 

B You saw her, Marcian—no?*—• My love, my love, 
My own,» he said; • ’t was thou, my forest dove, 
Who soothed me in the wilderness, and crept 
Into my heart, and o’er my folly wept, 

From dusky evening to the streaming morn. 
Showers of sparkling tears. Oh! how forlorn 
Was 1 without lliee. Should I lose thee now—■ 

■ Away, away,* she said, and on his brow 
Pressed her Vermillion lips, and drew his hair 
Aside and kissed again his forehead fair. 

• Gome, thou shall lie upon—ay, on my breast, 

And ] will sing thee into golden rest.* 

XV. 

Tims talked they, follying, as lovers will; 

A pleasant pastime—and, when worldly pain 
Comes heavily on us, it is pleasant still 
To read of this in song: it brings again 
The hours of youth before man’s jaded eye, 

I Spreading a charm about him, silently. 


—Oh! never shall thy name, sweet Poesy, 

Be flung away, or trampled by the crowd 
As a thing of little worth, while I aloud 
May—(with a feeble voice indeed) proclaim 
The sanctity, the beauty of thy name. 

Tliy grateful servant am I, for thy power 
Has solaced me through many a wretcheil hour; 

In sickness—ay, when frame and spirit sank, 

I turned me to thy crystal cup and drank 
Intoxicating draughts. Faitlifulcst friend, 

Most faithful—perhaps best: when none were nigh 
Unto thy green recesses did I send 
My thoughts, and freshest rills of poesy 
Came streaming all around from fountains old; 

And BO I drank and drank, and haply told 
How thankful was [ unto the night wind 
Alone,—a cheerless confidaul, but kind. 

And now, Colonna, and sweet Julia, 

A few few words to yc: If I have sung 
Imperfectly your loves, or idly hung 
Upon your griefs, forgive it. One fair day 
Shone on your lives and lingered; yet—and yet 
I now must pass what I may ne’er forget. 

—Thou bright and hymeneal Star, whose wane 
(Fur ihou alone canst never rise again) 

Is as the dark declining of the soul, 

Roll gently over youth and beauty, roll 
In thy so sweet and silent course along, 

A soft sigh only thy companion-song; 

In all the light of love I leave 1111*6 now, 

Unclouded and sublime. Upon the brow 
Of each shed thy soft inlluencc—calm, not gay: 

For me,—a word 1 ’ll speak, and then—away. 

XVI. 

Sleep softly, on your bridal pillows, sleep, 

Excellent pair; happy and young and true; 

And o’er your days, and o’er your slumbers deep 
And airy dreams, may Love’s divincst dew 
De scatter'd like the April rains of Heaven: 

And may your tender words, whispered at even. 

Be woven into music; and, as the wind 
Leaves, when it flics, a sweetness still behind. 

When distant, may each silver sounding tone 
Weigh on the other's heart, and bring (though gone) 
The absent back; and may no envy sever 
Your joys, but may each love—be loved for ever. 

Now, as I write, lo! through my window streams 
The midnight moon—crescented Dian, who 
’T is said once wandered from her wastes of blue, 

And all for love; filling a sheplierd’s dreams 
With beauty and delight. He slept, he slept. 

And on his eyelids white the huntress wept 

Till morning; and looked through, on nights like this, 

His lashes dark, and left her dewy kiss; 

But never more upon the Latmos hill 
May she descend to kiss that forest boy, 

And give—receive genrie and innocent joy, 

When clouds are distant far and winds are still: 

Her bound is circumscribed, and curbed her will. 
Those were immortal stories:—are they gone? 

The pale queen is dethroned. Endymion 
Hath vani^ud; and the worship of this earth 
Is bow’d to golden gods of vulgar birth. 
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PART III. 


Tba tai« 1 foUoH to lU Upi reooM. 

Of lulTorliig or of pooco. 

Ka (IraeoHr and JmUh. 

I. 

Farewbll unto tli« vaUcys and the shores 
I axiied by the snundini; sea ■ awhile farewell 
To every haunted fountain, lawny dell. 

And piny wood throu|;h which the iii);ht wind roars-> 
And oil! sweet Love, soon must 1 say farewell 
Kven to thee, and Happiness—(»ay flowers 
Ye are wlio show yourselves iu sunny hours, 

Dut die away before your buds are blown: 

Life's earliest relies, in its 8prin{'-time strewn 
Like wither'd weeds before the steps of Fate, 

Frail, fadiii(; offering's,—yet ere 1 sale 
Myself with sorrow, in n pleasant rhyme 
Would I speak somewhat of a gentler time. 

II. 

Oh ! full of lan(;uiBhnicnt, too deep to lust. 

The bridal hours in happy beauty passed, 

(The fcatlier>fuoted hours!)—anti hoary Time 
Smoothed his pale l)row, and with a look siildime 
From out the stream of joy a measure <|u.*ifred. 

And yoiini; Love shook Ids rosy Willi'S and lau('hcd. 
Dance and Arcadian tulu and sylvan sonn. 

Which to those moments did of ri(;ht beloni', 

Went round and then returnixl: the morning Sun 
Met bri|;hter eyes than e’er he glanced upon. 

And evenini; s<iw them stilt the same, and ni(;ht 
laioked from her stur>lit tlmine on stars more brij'ht. 
Till' morn was given to talc, the noon to case 
And musing beneath shade of branching trees; 

The night to slumber ; hut at evening grey 
When the too fiery Sun had passed away, 

Music was heard hcneatli the smiling moon. 

Till midnight came (it ever came too soon). 

And songs which lovers once were wont to sing 
Of knight forlorn and lady triumphing; 

And flowers that lie upon the breast of May, 

Like gems, were plucked to fashion ('urlands gay, 

And laurels green to deck the poet's Jieud, 

For then the hard was loved and hnnoureti 
—Some lay beside a river lapsing clear. 

And fancied Sylpli or Naiad watching near, 

While some of fabled Faun and Dryad told, 

Or Fciity bauniing well or fountain cold; 

And ever and anon the fitful breesu 
Gime aiding those most gentle phanlasies, 

And died away, as voices by a lyre 
(Toiielicd by the trembling of its notes) expire. 

—Around the lovers' brows while ro8<*s hung. 

And at their feet the wealth of spring was flung; 

'And they at times would sit apart and speak 
Each to the otiicr with a llushing cheek, 

Or polb the gentle look in maiden's eye, 

Called up by lordly gallant whispering by. 

III . 

Fate was at hand,—a snake amidst the flowers, 

And lookcfl and laughed upon the passing hours; 


And Envy and pale Hate then exiled far 
Fori'told the selling of Love's brighter star. 

—Oh! the deep sorrow of that weary day 
When Marcian chanced, as he was wont, to stray 
SiMree listening to ilic Tyber's geniic sound, 

Yet winding as the mary river wound. 

At morn he left his home, and paced along, 
Companion'd only by a Uearl-fclt song, 

Tlisit sprung like incenst* to the gates of Heaven, 

By the gay fever of his spirit driven. 

lie travellixl swiftly onwards; hut his siglit 

Was liuried in deep thought: the enchantments bright 

That lie among the clouds he noliee«l not. 

And all the promivi of the year foq'ot. 

The golden fruitage from its grove of green 
Looked out unheeded, iuid, no longer seen, 

The sky-liird mounted toward the morning Sun, 

And shrilly told aloft of day begun. 

How hi; was wakened from that dreaming mood| 

Alas, must now he known;—In lliu broad day 
Marking the clear blue river roll away, 

111 squalid weeds a savage creature stood. 

It is—It cannot be—Oh' Death and night! 

Ilalli hi* come peering from his watery home. 

Mocking and wilhviiug every human sight? 

Hath dark Orsiiii still a power to roam ?— 

—Da'inoii or ghost or living thing he stands,— 

Sidling with suileu eyes upon the sands, 

As though he hrnoded o’er some wrong, or strove 
To wreck on happier hearts the sliglils of love, 

Like one es(‘aped from toil, hut fit for strife— 

The lust and lingering ill,—the blight of life. 

IV. 

Colonna, sad Coloiina,— lie lialii ne.d 
Wildly iinio his homethere Jull'i lay 
Upon her pillow sluiiibcriiig, ralm and gay 
As slei'p m.iy he.— * Thu waves, the waves,» he said, 
mTIic sick sea-waters yawn and yield their duiul— 

The dead? lie is alive . Peril not pain, 

Death nor the grave would kci;p him in its bed. 

'Ihe black Orsitii is returned—again.* 

■ Marci.m,* she utter’d family, and a gleam 
Playcil 'round her nimitli: it was a happy dream. 

■ Thou, lovely thing, whom natiin> made so fair, 

Young treusiirc of creation, must despair 

Sisir tliy {r.iiisccmJciil licaiity, Jiecaiise thou 
Wnipp'd ihy sweet arms alioiil a inuiiiac’s brow ? 

.luli.i! she sleeps, she sleeps; a happy sleep. 

Oh! why dul 1 draw licr within the sweep— 

Why—of my fiery star? It comes—I see 
The comet red, which Fate, iiiine enemy, 

Hath placed about me like u circle sure: 

I cannot fly, and ^et shall 1 endure? 

I Enilurc—1 must, evil and hate—1 must, 
i And Hell, until I wither into dust: 

That may he soon. She moves, poor girl,—My love! 
Dearest thou 1 call upon thee? My pale dove! 

Still on ujy bosom, still.s She woke: his eye 
Rolled round and round like one in misery. 

Fearful to speak : Rut silence is not dumb, 

And in his deep eloquent agony 

She read strange fearful things. He wliispeiud ■Come— 
We must bei'one—• (u Begone? dear Marcian!*) 
a Aye, quickly I for alas, we have no home 
Nor refuge here. On land Italian 
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Wc mnst not build our licartlift, nor hope to dwell 
in safety now, from youth to a(;c.> —u 'T is well; 
Perhaps‘t is well,* she said : <t And wilt thou (;o 
On a long journey with me,—>far away ? 

I may not tell thee now; but a dire foe 

Has risen upon me. Wilt thou wander—say T* 

(• All the world over 1—*} ■ Oh! thou hast said 

Comfort unto my soul,* he uttered ; 

« Whilst 1 may lay my head upon thy breast. 

It matters not; my Heaven U there—my rest. 
l.et the red star shine on, for I am thine, 

Thine while 1 am,—in darkness and dismay, 

Here, or in wildernesses far away; 

In poverty forlorn, or love divine. 

In prisons or in freedom,—aye, in death.* 
lie reused, and straightway he was calm: his breath 
Was in a momriit stilled * one gentle sigh 
(ilume from pale Julia, but he trembled not, 

For she was his—the rest w;is all forgot, 
j —Tlint night they left the land of Italy. 


There was .i tempest brooding in the air 
Far in the west. Above, (he skies were fair, 

And (he suit seem'd to go in glory down : 

One small black cloud ( one only) like a crown, 
Touched liis descending di.se and rested there: 

Slow (hi*ii it ramc along, to the great wind 
llehullioiis, and (nlthough it blew and blew) 
t'.ame on increasing, and across the blue 
Spread its dark shape, ami left the sun behind. 

—The day>light sank, and (he winds wail'd about 
The Iinrqiie wherein the luckless couple lay, 

And from the distant cloud came scattering out 
Uivers of fire: it seem’d as though the day 
Had luirst from out of the billows, far away. 

No pilot had they their small boat to steer 
Asi<lc from rocks, no sea-worn mariner 
Who knew each creek and hay and sheltering steep, 
And .ill the many dangers of the deep. 

They fled for life ( for happiness is life). 

And met the tempest in his hour of strifi;, 

Abroad upon (lie w.iters: they Wei's driven 
Against liim by the angry winds of heaven : 

And all around, the clouds, the air, the sea 
Hose from unnatural dead tranquillity. 

And ramc lo battle with their legions: Hail 
Shot shattering down, and thunders roar'd aloud. 
And the wild lightning from his dripping shroud 
Uiihoitnd liis arrowy pinions blue and pate, 

And darted through the heavens: Below, the gale 
Sang like a dirge, and the white billows lash’d 
The boat, and then like ravenous lions dash’d 
Against the deep wavohidden rocks, ^nd told 
j Of gliastly perils as they backward roll’d. 


The lovers, driven along from hour to hour, 
Wem helpless, hopeless, in the ocean's power.— 
—The storm coutiuiicd, and no voice was heard. 
Save that of some poor solitary bird, 

Which sought a shelter on the quivering mast, 
But soon, borne off by (he tremendous blast. 
Sank in the waters screaming. The great sea 
B.ircd like a grave its bosom sileuily; 

Then sank and panted like an angry thing 


With its own strength at war: The vessel flew 
Tuwanls the land, and then the billows grew 
Larger and white, and roar'd as triumphing, 
Scattering afar and wide the heavy spray 
That shone like loose snow as it pass’d away. 

—At first the dolpliin and the porpoise dark 
Came rolling by them, and the hungry shark 
Followed the boat, patient and eager-cyed. 

And the grey curlew slanting dipp’d her side 
And the hoarse gull his wing within the foam; 

But some had sunk, the rest had hurried home. 
And there pale Julia and her husband, clasped 
Each in the olher’s arms, sate viewing Death : 

She for his sake at times in terror gasp'd; 

But he to cheer licr kept his steady breath. 

Talking of hope, and smiled like morning.—There 
They sate together in their sweet despair: 

At times upon his breast she laid her head. 

And he upon her silent beauty fed, 

Hushing her fears, and 'tween her and the storm 
Drew his emhroidercfl cloak to keep her warm: 
She thank'd him with a look upturn'd to his, 

The which he answer'd with a gentle kiss 
Press'd and prolong’d to pain. Her lip was cold ; 
And all her love and terror mutely told. 


0 thou, vast Ocean! Ever sounding sea! 

Thou symbol of a drear immensity! 

Thou thing that windcst round the solid world 
Like a huge animal, which, downward hurl’d 
From the black clouds, lies weltering and alone, 
L.ishiiig and writhing till its strength he gone, 

Thy voice is like the thunder, and thy sleep 
Is as a giant's slumber, loud and deep. 

Thou speakest in the F.ast and in the West 
At once, and on thy heavily laden breast 
Fleets come and go, and shapes that have no life 
Or motion, yet arc moved and met in strife. 

The earth hatli nought of this: no chance nor change 
Kufflus its surface, and no spirits dare 
Give answer to the lempest-waken air; 

Hilt o’er its wastes the weakly tenants r.ange 
At will, and wound its bosom as they go: 

Ever (he s.une, it hath no ebb, no flow; 

Hut in tlicir stateil rounds the seasons come, 

And pass like visions to their viewless home, 

And come again, and vanish: the young Spring 
Looks ever bright with le.ivcs and blossoming; 

And Winter always winds his sullen horn, 

When the wild Autumn with a look forlorn 
Dies in his stormy manhood; and the skies 
Weep and flowers sicken when the Summer flics. 

—Thou only, terrible Ocean, hast a power, 

A will, a voice, and in thy wrathful hour, 

When thou dost lift thine anger to the clouds, 

A fearful and magnificent beauty shrouds 

Thy broad green forehead. If thy waves be driven 

Backwards and forwards by the shifting wind, 

How quickly dost thou thy great strength unbind, 

And stretch thine arms, and war at once with Heaven. 

Thou trackless and immeasurcahle Main! 

On thee no record ever lived .ig.'iin 
To meet the hand that writ It: line nor lead 
Hath ever fathomed thy profoundcst deeps, 
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Where haply ihe huge monster swells and sleeps, 

King of his watery limit, who, 't is said| 

Can movc>the mighty ocean into storm-^ 

Oh! wonderful thou art, great clement: 

And fearful in thy spleciiy humours bent, 

And lovely in repose: thy summer form 
Is beautiful, and when thy silver waves 
Make music in earth s dark and winding caves, 

I love to wander on thy pebbled beach, 
i Marking the sunlight at the evening hour, 

And hearken to the thoughts thy waters teach— 

«l^lerniiy, Eternity, and Power.* 

VIII. 

And now—whither are gone the lovers now? 

' Colonna, wcarcst thou anguish on thy brow, 

And is the valour of the moment gone?— 

Fair Jiili.'i, thou art smiling now alone: 

The hero and the liushand w'ceps at last— 

Alas, alas! and loL he stands aghast, 

BanKiupt in every hope, and silently gasps 
Like one who maddens. Ilai k! the timbers part 
And tlic MM-hillows rome, and still he clasps 
liis pale p.ile beauty closer to his heart, 

The ship has struck. One kiss—the last—T.«vc's own. 
—They plunge into the waters and are gone.— 

The vessel sinks—’t is vantslitMl, anil the sea 
Kolls boiling o’er the wreck triumphantly; 

And shrieks arc heard, and cries, and then short groans 
Which the waves stifle ipiick, and doubtful tones 
lake the faint rnoanings of the wind pass by. 

And horiid gurgling sounds rise up and die, 

And noises like the choking of man’s breath— 

—But why prolong the talc? it is of death ! 

IX. 

—Years came and fled. To many time was fraught 
With joy, to some imperfect pleasures brought: 

But to the Prince Colonna grey and old 
A dull unchanging tale lie ever told. 

The children of his winter years wore gone— 

They lay, 't was told, among the waters,—dead : 

In the bright spirit of their youth they fled. 

And left him, in his pallid age, alone. 

He wet the dust with hitler tears, and bow’d 
Before Ills idols, aud vast treasures vow'd 
To saint or virgin from his coffers bright; 

And often fiercely at the deep midnight 
Would he do torture For his sin, and drank 
Unto the very drc(pt the cup of pain. 

Willi steel and 6tri|ie he wrought, until he sank 
Beneath the bloody penance:—'t was in vain. 

Kemorse, Remorse—(a f.imisbed creature bred 
From Sin, and feasting on its father dead,) 

Sprang like a withering snake upon liis heart. 

It wrapp'd him in its Scry folds around: 

It slung, and witlior’d, but it liad no sound; 

And, though he pray’d and wept, would not depart. 

X. 

The palace of his f.uhers, once so gay, 

Was mossed and green and crumbling to decay: 

'The pill.irs yellowed in the marble halls, 

Ami tliroiigli the ruined casements the wild rains 
I Rmhcil with destroying wrath, and shapeless stains 
I Ran o'er, difliguring all the painted walls. 


Few servants tended on their ancient lord, 

And mirthful revel, banish’d from his board. 
Sought refuge with the humble. Song or sound 
Echo’d no more within the gallery’s hound, 

But in a lonely tower a Ump at times 
Was seen, and startling thiough the silent air 
Flew shrieks, as from a wretcli whom many crimes 
Had scared, and driven to life's last hold,-despair. 
— Friends pass’d, by one, and one, and one, away, 
liis foes grew gl.id; bis hi other's children, gay. 

Cast dice for his domains, white bending low 
Before the papal chair one whis^iered how 
Report had gone abro.iil of some dark eiime 
Done by the old man in his early lime, 

And hinted of liis vast possessions, which 
Divided might the lioly cliurch enrich, 

And his contented heirs. The mitred king 
Disdained to parley with so poor a thing; 

Yet question’d the great priucc, whose .inswers cold 
Cotinrined the story which the slanderer told. 

And so lie livinl (a perished shape) like one 
Lost in a lovely world—alone, alone. 

XI. 

And iialli thy fiery planet then not set, 

Colonna^—When the winds and thunder met 
III tumult, and around in many shapes 
Death hovered with his dart, Fate turned aside 
The arrows, l.iitgliing o'er the waters wide, 

Till the sea trembled. Ah! hut who escapes— 

Who can escape from Fate* It frowned, aud hung, 
Darker than Death itself, the fondicads o’er 
<>f ih.ii sad pair, and when the billows flung 
Their limbs in si'orii upon the foamy shore. 

Uprose the veering wind,and the next wave 
Scarce touch'd the ringlet of Coloniia's li.iir, 
Which, streaming liluck upon tin: strand, lay there 
Tlic image of liis fortunes. Dark and wild, 
Neglected, lorn,—with an unquiet grave 
Open beside him, there Colonna smiled, 

Or so it seemed, in death, hut in liis grasp 
Still lield the lost aud lifeless Julia. 

Then;, lempesl>stricken—in each other’s clasp, 
Beautiful on the seu-he:il shore they lay: 

Around her boily wen: hw aims enwove, 

, Her liead upon Ins ho-.ofn, close as love. 

f 

XII. 

They died not. Housed within a fislicr’s cot 
I.ife dawn’d on them, nod pain was soon fuigot. 
Time flew, ami health nHiirn’d and quietness, 

And still 1 * the world they found enough to bless. 
Colonna plierl him in the fisher's trade; 

And Juli.i watclied bis evening sail,—afraid 
If hilt a crested wave was on the deep ; 

And iF she heard the ocean billows sweep 
Loudly along the sliorc, slic looked on high. 

And prophesied of storm and tempest nigh. 

—One eve returning home with shout and song, 
The fishers ]>lied their tossing boat along, 

And Marciun al the helm the rudder guided, 

And looked upon the waters, which divided 
Beside the barque, seeming to rise and die, 

Like short hours in a deep eternity. 

He saw a menial standing on the strand. 

Who, turning from u chart within his liand, 


102 


BARRY CORNWALL’S POETICAL WORKS. 


Look'd round to note the place. was— 

lie saw—Orsini’s slave—Alas, alas! 

Oh! Love, fair Love! is there no wilderness 
For thee to hide thee in thy dark distress! 

No haven and no hope, sweetest of all, 

For tlioc to celebrate thy festival? 

A sad short world is this, and yet thou hast 
No home whea* thou mayst dream till life be past. 
Tumult and strife and storm and wild dismay, 
Knvy and hate,—and thus we pass away; 

And trample on the flowers that deck our road^ 
And goad ourselves if others do not goad. 

XIII. 

No more in that lone hamlet were they seen: 

Out the remembrance of what once had hcen 
(Tlieir deep and sad affection), still survived 
Tlieir going. They h.ul lived, and gently lived 
Amongst the wild and sea-heat mariners: 

His eye was cle.iring to a calm, and hers 
Trotihlud, hut still at times, and always soft, 

And her sweet voice (like music heard aloft 
By tender hcrniitcss in rocky cell. 

Or in dreams of love, at night, 

Bv young and liopeless anchorite), 

Was after many a year remember'd well. 

They fled into the mountains. Night and day, 
By strange and lonely paths they sought their way. 
Wild as a creature in the forests bom, 

That springs on Asian sands, Golonna grew, 

And with his burthen on his bosom flew, 
Supporting, watching her from night to morn. 

At last liie clicsiiut groves and woods of pines 
Frowned on them from the gloomy Appenines, 

And then Colonna fell his bride was Stafe. 

He placed her near Laverna, in a cave 
High, nvcqjrown and haunted, yet his sport 
Had been to slumber there in fonner days, 

And, from its diz/y height, he had loved to court 
Thu breozu which ever o'er the mountains plays. 

—Clad in his fisher’s weeds, and with a brow 
Bronzed by his scM-ward life, Colonna now 
Went fearless to the convent, and would toil 
For the pale monks and till tlieir rocky soil, 

And g.iiii their bounty (garments coarse, and food), 
Which he would c.irry to his cavern rude, 

And feed the dove that lay within his nest, 

And hush her every evening to her rest. 

XIV. 

At last she learned the tale—« Oruni—How!— 
Given up and banish'd from his grave, below— 
Orsini, dark Orsinila—On her soul 
The hollow words came like a tliunder^roll 
Sounding at distance over hill and vale: 

And Marciun marked her and his check grew pale, 
And his hand trembled as he soothed her then, 

And through his brain a terror flew again. 

—Now paused he in his toil and daily walk, 

And in the gloom would often idly talk 
Of poison and of blood, and tears would stream 
In rivers down his cheeks when he did dream: 
Sometimes in bitter spleen his tongue would chide 
And then, in anguish that he could not hide, 

He wept and prayed her not to leave him there, 

A lone roan, in his madness,—in dc^ir. 


And then be told lier of liis wretched youUi, 

And how upon her love and gentle truth 
His life had rested;—yet she did not speak, * 

Save in the pallid hues that sunk her cheek, 

And in her heaving breast and rayless eye 
Which spoke of some fii^d grief that would not fly. 

• And will she leave me then who loved her so— 

(So utterly beyond the love of men) 

And ))as8 into a wretch’s arms again, 

From mine so true—from mine! she shall not—Oh! 
Yet wherefore should I stay her, if her love 
Be gone, indeed*—and then .it times he strove 
To think that he rnigliC live and she afar, 

Thu he.iuty of his life, the hope, the star. 

Oh! melancholy thought, and vain and brief: 

He felt that like the Autumn’s perished leaf 
Ilis frame would wither, and from its great height 
Ilis mind must sink, and lose itself in night. 

No talk was pleasant now; no image fair; 

No freshness and no fragrance 611ed the air; 

No music in tlie winds nor in the sound 
The wild birds utteied from the forests round ; 

The sun had lost its light, and drearily 
The morning stole upon his altered eye; 

And night with all her starry eyes grew dim, 

For she was cliangcd—and nought was true to liim. 

XV. 

From pain—at length, from pain, (for could he bear 
The sorrow burning wild without a tear?) 

He rush’d beside her: Towards him gloomily 
She look’d, and then he gasp’d—n Wc—list to me— 
We—we must part—must part, is it not so?* 

She hung her head and murmur’d, u Woe, oh! woe. 
That it must be so—nay, Colonna—nay, 

Hearken unto me: little can 1 say. 

But sin—(is it not sin 7) doth wear my heart 
Away to death. Alas! and must we part, 

We who have loved long and so truly?—yes; 

Were wc not born (wo were) for wretcliedncss? 

Oh! Marcun, Marcian, 1 must go: my road 
Leads to a distant home, a calm abode. 

Where 1 may pine my few sad years away, 

And die, and make my peace ere 1 decay.* 

She spoke no more, for now she saw his soul 
Rising in tumult, and his eye-balls roll 
Wildly and flery red, and through his cheek 
Deep crimson shot: lie sigh'd but did not speak. 
Keeping a horrid silence there he sale, 

A maniac, full of love, and death, and fate: 

Again—tlie star that once his eye shone o’er 
Flash’d forth again more fiercely than before: 

And Uirough his veins the current fever flew 
Like lightning, withering all it trembled through, 
lie clenched his hands and rush’d away, away, 

And looked and laughed upon the opening day, 

And mocked the mom with shouts, and wandered wild 
For hours as by some meteor thing beguiled. 

He wander’d through the forests sad and lone, 

His heart all fiery and hu senses gone; 

Till, at'the last (for nature sank at last), 

The tempest of the fever fell and past, 

And he lay down upon tlie rocks to sleep, 

And shrunk iuto a troubled slumber, deep. 
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Long was that sieep^long— very long and strange, 
And frenzy suffered then a silent change, 

And hU heart liardeni-d as tlic fire witliidrew. 

Like furnaced iron bcneatli the Winter's dew. 

XVT. 

He gained—he gained (why droops my story?) then 
An opiate deadly from the convent men, 

And bore it to his cave: she drunk that draught 
Of death, and he look'd on in scorn, and laughed, 
With an exulting terrible joy, when she 
Lay down in tears to slumber, silently. 

—She had no after-sleep; but ere she slept 
Strong spasms and pains throughout her body crept, 
And round her brain and tow’rds her heart, until 
"They touch’d that seat of love,—and all was still. 
Away he wander’d for some lengthened hour 
When tlie black poison showed its fiercest power; 

And when he sought the cavern, there she lay, 

The young, the gentle,—dying fast away. 

He sate and watch’d her, as a nurse might do, 

And saw the dull film steal across the blue, 

And saw and felt her sweet forgiving smile, 

That, as she died, parted hei lips the while; 

Her band?—its pulse w<is silent—her voice gone, 

Rut patience in her smile still faintly shone, 

And 111 her closing eyes a tenderness. 

That seem'd as she would fain (lolouna bless. 

She died, and spoke no word: and still ho sate 
Reside her like an image. Death and Fate 
Had done what might he then: The morning sun 
Rose upon him: on him ’—Itia task was done. 

The murderer and the murder'd—one as pale 
As marble shining white beneath the moon, 

The other dark as storms, when the winds rail 
At the chafed sea,—hut not to calm so soon.— 

No bitterness, nor hate, nor dread was there; 

Rut love still clinging round a wild despair, 

A wintry aspect and a troubled eye. 

Mourning o'er youth and beauty born to die. 

Dead was she, and her mouth had fallen low. 

Rut still he watched her with a sledfast brow: 
Unaltered as u rock he sale, while she 
Lay changed to clay, and perish’d. Drearily 
Came all the hues of death across her face: 

That look, so lovely once, had lost its grace, 

The eye its light, the cheek its colour, now. 

—Oh ! human beauty, what a dream art thou, 

That wc should cast’our life and hopes away. 

On thee—and dost thou like a leaf decay* 

In Spring-tide as in Autumn?—Fair and frail. 

In hud or blossom if a blight prevail, 


How ready art thou from the world to fly; 

And we who love thee so are left—to die. 

xvn. 

Fairest of all the world, thy talc is told : 

Thy name is written in a record old, 

And I from out the legend now reliearsc 
Thy story, shaping it to softer verse. 

And thou, the lost Colonna,—thou, whose brain 
Was fever-struck viith love and jealous p.»in, 

A wanderer wast thou lonely through the earth? 

Or didst thou tread, clad in thy pride of birth, 

With high putricun step the strueis of Home? 

1 know not; no one knew. heavy gloom 
Wrapped thy last foi tunes, luckless MareUn! 

—Some told in after limes that he was found, 

Dying, within the Inquisition’s hound; 

Some said that he did roam, a wretched man, 

In |iilgriin.age along the Arabian sands, 

And some that he did dwell in the far lands 
Of vast America, with savage men, 

The chase his piastimc, and his home a den. 

What object is there now to know? what gain? 

He passed away and never came .igaiii. 

He left his home, his friends, his lilies, .ill, 

To stand, or live, or perish tii their pride. 

And seeking out some unknown country,—<lied. 

He died, and left no vain memorial 
Of him or of his deeds, for scorn nr praise; 

Nor record for the proud tloloniia race 
To blot or blazon, clle^^h or comp.ire, 

His fate is lost: liis name (like others)—air. 

XVUI. 

My tale hath reached its end; yet still there dwells 
A superstition in those piny dells, 

Near to Laverna. Forms, 't is s.aid, are seen 
Reside the cave where once Colonna lay. 

And shadows linger there at rinse of day. 

And dusky shapes amongst the forests green 
Pass off like vapours at the break of mom; 

And sometimes a faint figure (with a star 
Crowning her forehead) has been sern afar 
To haunt the cliff and liang her head forlorn: 

And peasants still, at the approach of night. 

Even at distance shun lh.it starry light, 

And drciid ■ The Lady of the Mountains a when 
She rises radiant from her haunted glen. 

The convent? still it stinds: its pile is strong, 

And well it c>:hoe8 back the tempest’s song: 

And still the rave is there: but they, alone 
Who made it famous,—they arc pused and gone. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Thb reader will consider this Poem as a sketch onty of 
the great event which desolated the earlier world. 
Having abandoned tny original intention of publishing 
a more elaborate Poem on the subject, I am only in¬ 
duced to mention the fact here, in order to account 
for the chasms which occur, in one or two instances.— 
All reference to the Mos:tic account of the Deluge has 
been purjKisely avoided. 

March, i8a3. 


DEDICATORY STANZAS. 


If ny ili'cbt mnsu «io filentu ibuiu curioni daya, 

Tbo pale bu miae, but thiau bu nil the proiin. 

SHAMPkA&t, $<nfNcr 38. 


1 . 

Art thou still absent’—Then, a strange bright dream 
Ikirc thee unto me in its sltadowy arms.— 

All! come again,—so like a pleasant gleam 
Of liglit, that I (free from unjust alarms) 

May ga74; on my illuminated theme, 

And read thy varying smiles and many charms, 

And swear by the great Love to luve thee long, 

Beyond ambition, or the liglit of song. 

11 . 

Come!—I will crown thee with the fairest flowers 
That ever sprang beneath the eyes of May, 

When Flora and the wind (young paramours) 

Were whispering caught in woods at dawn of day, 

And those that blossom quick in April sliuwers, 

Or when llie Autumn rivers run astray:— 

All flowers thou sliult liave which perfume yield, 

From fountain, lake, or forest,—garden, field. 

II r. 

And first of all the rose; because its breath 
Is rich beyond the rest, and when it dies 
It doth bequeath a charm to sweeten death, 

And violets whose looks arc like the skies, 

And that sad flow’r for which, as story saith. 

Echo the nympli once pined, until her sighs 
Allured some god to charm her into stone, 

And snow-drops winter-born, pining alone. 

IV. 

And Hyacinth, whom Zephyr's jealous wing 
Slew, and Apollo changed to some soft star; 

The lily, of all children of the spring 
The palest,—fairest too where fair ones arc; 

And woodbines, which like fondest lovers cling 
Round trees that spread tlieir sheltering arms afar; 

And flow'n that turn to meet the sun-light clear, 
kpA those which slumber when the night is near. 


V. 

These and all otherswhatsoe'er is best 
Beloved by lliec shall I refuse to claim? 

The sweetest shall between thy palms be prest; 

Tlic nameless—thou shall kiss and (pvc them name 
The whitest on thy bosom wliite shall rest,— 

Alas! not so, for then they lose their fame: 

Not so; but rather shall each flower be 
Rank’d and high-honour'd as it aidelh thcc. 

VI. 

Sweet friend! my soul is haunted by a vow 
To dedicate (frail work!) tliis book to thcc: 

With all its weakness—all its errors, thou 
Wilt prize the wandering verse that comes from me 
Past its poor merit; and perhaps thy brow— 
Lovely beyond that old idolatry, 

Which grew to life from marble (so decreed 
Venus), may lose a caru as thou shah read. 

VIT. 

And yet thine eye, so summer-bright at times, 
When sorrow is not (wheiufore ever?) there, 

May ineUnrliuly wane before rny rhymes, 

And tliy young heart may tremble in its lair. 

And sigli for her, that girl of southern climes, 

Who dieil because she loved a vision rare: 

Pale heathen! languishing like one wljosc brain 
Is sun-stricken on some uiisheltcr’d plain. 

VIIL 

—Said I not, maiden mine, that I would swear 
Before bright Love, the God, to love thee long 1 
Oh \ yes, and to tlic world proclaim how fair, 

How very fair thou art, even among 
Beauties who beautiful accounted arc. 

Tliis duty to ihy poet doth lielong? 

Therefore I swear to lliec, by the sweet pain 
Of love, to love thee ever,—though in vain. 

IX. 

I swear to thcc by all wbo have famous been! 

By lovers who have died to live in song! 

By Ariadne pining near the green 
Ocean, while Theseus' vessel skimm'd along! 

By Dido left forlorn,—sad Carthage queen. 

Who ended on the pile Love’s bitter wrong! 

By Pbaon’s lover plunging from ilie steep ! 

By pale Laodamia, doom'd to weep!— 

X. 

By all who reach’d in life a happier fate 
Through Love’s dim mystic mazes! By that day 
When Pelcus wedded Thetis in such state! 

And by those balmy nights when Cupid lay 
By Psyche,—though at last be lingered late, • 

And she beheld, and so he fled away. 

By all tlie moonlight hours when Dian lone 
Drank in the breathings of Endymion 1 
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By iliiii—by all»>by every other tale 


Fabled of true, happy or dark with woe; 

Dy that, \^hiehc*ur it is, that dolli prevail 
Over ihc rest: and by twin hearts th.il know 
Thomsi-Ivcs so well that n(ni|;hl ran eVr avail 
To kill iheii faith or lay swcol passion low 
'Yet lovers' hearts slinuld .nincil be alw.iy, 

Lest Love, when doubt is Imm, chance to decay). 

XII. 

Yi*t wheicfon* thus' Ah! wherefore not li.ivc sworn 
At once by thy f.ur self,—ihy spotless truth. 

By thy quick sense of all that eaii adorn 
Woman, thy modest pride, thy words that soothe 
^ A biq;htness into heaiily like the iiiorn, 

Wliieli cii>e tni|;ht dun thy ebsir .iiid I'cnlle yoiilli, 

Or make tlie world for{;et that thou wert youii;'— 
hy by thyself have I not said or siinu? 

XII!. 

1 know not •—llow I wi ile or how have writ i 

Tlic muse, who mistress is, alone c.in tell: 

Bi i^ht cause] of the poet's pleasant fit, 

Wlio when she well is clierUli'd, rhyiia'lli well; I 

A f.ui ally of thy most playful wit 

Is she, ami my title passion. \Ytio may tell 

Blit we may live, all three, familiar fiiends, 

As one dull colour with two hrij'liter blends* 

XIV. 

IVrliaps to[^etlier w'e m.iy joiirnoy soon 
(Her wjnj;s ,ire sinewy-stroin; ami tit to be.ir) 

Wheie oiler Asiolpho went, and meet tlie moon 
Trackiiii; her desert—the blue boundless .iir. 

Like thin;' h.ilf lost. 'T is now but eaily .lime, 

' And tiirie ibere is while days .ire lon^ and lair 
To Lisle the si{;hts hards say aie soinethmj; worth — 
And who w ill miss us, sweet, fiom this dull eailh ^ 

X\'. 

None, none —thir course—oiy course, alle.isl, hasheen 
lliimlile and sail fioin my most childish tune 
Tlioiq'li thon iinhs'd hast pluck'd some ple.ismes |>reeu, 
file offsprinj' of .1 near, less-cloudy ^•lilue. 

More likely ih.iii to jmljfc, fioin wh.it thou 'si seen, 
t)f lh)iq>s which hilliei to have dwelt in iliyine; 

So shah ihoii uiastei, I the pupil he, 

When we scl sad to ruai h the lunar se.i. 

XVI. 

IVrhaps we there m.iy finii hriijht orealnres strayiii;;, 
Whose li(;lit would pensli in this eloiidM worhl,— 
lake her who went lliioiii'h Alhnis’ woods .i-str.iyiiq>— 
Byni(;ht, hut slept hy day in cowslips curl’d; 

Or And, liaunlini; sprite, wlio wejit oheyini; 

The frown of Prosper, and his bine wings fuiled 
in sorrow wlieu he met lus master's scorn . 

That jicorlcss spirit,—so line, thoii;;U be.inty-liorn. 

, . . « 

XVII. 

^llere rest I. —Sickness like a film hath spread 
Os’cT mine eye and dimiii’d its little light, 

Sinee \^»at is writ w.is writ—(not fable-hrod. 

Rut such as tiiiest poets love to write)— 

{•And now incthinks 1 commerce with the deail, 

! .\iid face the shadowy angel in his might. 

—'T is gone, and mdancholy dreams and pam 
And scorn yf uU I ilo aloiio remain. 


XVIII. 

And Fame doth sivm a hiihhie that may burst, 
Pierced hy .in ignorant pen or selfish hate; 

And I’oriiiiie like a vision vainly nursed, 
hose gnldi 11 sirengih .1 hre.tih may dissipate; 
And Love—yt .hu | luu hichness-i'iirscd 
As r.iil :i|;ainsi the of my fate. 

Wli.il I may iievei look 011 let me scorn , • 

But//ioi< art to nu* hke the iisim morn. 

XIX. 

Thou livest in my he.ut, through distince—time, 
’.Midst licKlc friendships and fantastic joys, 

Alone a truth .— lake Love, whic h is suhlinie, 
'Ihy sweet smile elevates and never clovs; 

Ami thon art all the lie.iiity of this 1 hy me, 

The hiiglitness, .ind tin* spitii that now buoys 
A verse which else would fall.—O lady mine' 
ri.ue on it, till it grows like thee,—divme. 
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— finiie. in»i lnlt< kiili iiiidii 
I'i'ideic,«t (•« uiiiiii null Imm iliiniUern mi tn. 

tlviu, UlrtoM 

In Thessaly, whde yet the world was ymiiig,— 

Soon after (!h.ios, tniiclied with light and form, 
l.nst Its vague being, and sprung up alarm'tl 
'lo litMiitilul order,—III thepleas,int vale 
()f Tempe, where the me.iduwH still are green, 

The waters bright, the forests tloiirishing, 

I.ivimI Pynli.i .mil the young Deneulioii. 

—She w'as P.indoia’s child, who m gone davs 
; Had for her dowry that most iUMilly gift 
Wliieli fill'd the woild wilh pain Hih sire vvaxeallnl 
Prometheus, the great Titan, who lay stretch'd 
ilitge.iH .1 m.imiiioih on the iKirreii edge 
<M' (i.iii( aMis, where d iy by d.iy, cai tli-Iiireil, 

.love's biril, the ravenous viillitie, like.i eloiid 
saitiiig by the sun to fe.iftt on blond, 
lie was the TiLiii's .son , yet did lie how 
To TheiiUH .iiid before I'le.il Jove whn reigned 
Supreme ii|Hin the lulls Olympian 
I'lrsr (<od ami r<M|>nin[; spirit w.is/ie wlio liiirlul 
The sevllietl S<itiirii (torn luii aiicieiii ihroiie, 

Anri e.ist liim with .m arm tinlili<il 
ile.idhiiig from out ilir; skies, lo walk ihee.'irth 
L'lideilied, where an a riiah he liiu|;hl 
Till' Lallan people m.iny a iineful an, 

.\'id shed the golden time o'er It.lly. 

Pvrrha unit vonng heiicalion!—fair iniinei 
As ever shone in (able or nlil song, 

'IVadilion or recording history 
In green youth wr;re they lover*, though scarce knowi 
Tl^' )ud which .tflcr hlossom'd into love; 

Still lovers, ihongli now vv<>ddcd with eonseiil 
Of their own gentle hearts, before the face 
Of ail the stars that crowd the summer sky. 

How beautiful tli y were may not he told , 

Yet both were hi .ilifiil, and one so fair 

. / 
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Th.it wild) licr (jlossy rinf'lcis downwards full, I 

Surpcniiiii; o'or her shniildont smooth Hiid white 
As marble (such the Parians \vroii(;hl), she secmcil i 
A happv Driad from the woods esoape<l, j 

Or Naiad who had loft her walory cave j 

Oontent to dwell with man :—Houcalion t^>d 
Tin* {;reon earth as the feather’d herald (rod , 

(Jovu'r son and starry Maia's,—always young), 

And round about Iii$ temples the bUck curls 
Ihiiig thick, and clustering left his forelio.-id Ikiic 
I lls eye was like the eagle's, wihl and kn’n, 

And his mouth parted hut to speak of love 

Not huge, yet giant>sprung, his towering youth j 

hose into manhood, like a Titin born. 

(^)relcHS of all the world save one sweet care, 

And in e.icli other lost they ilicaiut away | 

The hours, well pleased <ni fiMgr.ml lawns to stray 
In halmy autumn, oi tliroii(;h summer groves, j 

Or beside fountains where the noonday beat 
(lame never; gciitlebt I’yrrha silent then, 

And iistenitig to her lover's vour S<i low, 

Wliich, while it languisli'rl or spoke soft roproacli, 

Hung like sweet innsic in licr rharuied ear. 

I 

.\t list limy wcil. No voice of pan'nt spoke ; 

l'ii;;ciitle words whicli now too often mar 
Life's first fair fiassion : llii^n no gods of gold 
Usurping swayed with bitter tyranny 
That ssicl domain the heart. Love’s rule was free 
(Hanging through boundless air and hap]iy heaven, 

And earth) when Pyrrha wed the Titan's son. 

—The winds sang at their nuptials gentle tunes, 

Aiul roses opened, on whose crimson hearts 
The colour of love is stamp'd; and odours rare 
Came steaming from the morn-awakening tlow’rs, 

Whieh thi'ii foigot to elose: Thessalian pipes ■ 

Were heard in valleys, and from thieKets green j 

The Sylvans pncpeil delighted, then drew ba«*k 
And shouted through the gl.idi's Wnodmymplis lay then 
lleside the hanks of running rivers, glad 
I’or oneu to hear the shepherd's simple song; 

And many a plcas.int strife that nigliC was had 
On oaten reed and pastoral instrument, i 

neiiealli the mild eye of the quiet moon. 

K Joy to Pandor.i's child ! Supreme delight 
To (lie great Titan’s s- n Ii>—all shouted foitli. 

■ Joy!* and tlie words went through the far vales 
sound iug, 

And through the forests tail, and over hills 
And dolls, where slnmherons melaiirholy streams 
Awoke and gave an echo. In dark woods ! 

Tim wild horse started from his midnight sleep, | 

And shook his mane and shiilly spoke aloud. j 

The Nightingale lay silent in the leaves, 

I'or joy was grief to her: the timorous sheep 
Were silent; and the hackward-t^laiicing hare 
Lay dose, and scarce (he wild deer stirred tlic fern. 

O hnppy amorous hours! O gentlest night 1 | 

Wild) rleasiirc left her home with winged Love;— j 

How often was that night in after limes I 

Brought back! How often looks all light went forth, i 
And kisses pressed on lips glistening with dew, j 

And words more soft than zcpliyr over bn iihcd I 

In May* and sighs more soft than any won! | 
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On the swift pinions of untired delight 

Passed the bright year; and one fair infant, while 

On the young inoilier's swelling breast it lay,— 

Lay like a sluepiug Hower, blooming lope 
In bcaniv, with no sweet companion nigh, 

Drew luMi't to hc.irt, and with unconstiioiis power 
Droutlied pleasures new, pure, and ineffable. 

—A lovely sight it wds, when from his toil 
Ilcturning, or grave thought, or mountain sport, 
Deucalion reached his home. By tlic rude door 
Civnv syc.imorLS, and liiuus whose l>rauchcs hung 
Like amorous tresses, and around whose trunks 
The luiney-sucklc wound its fragrant arms; 

And laurels always green and myrtle-nowers 

Were tlirre, which shook their white buds to the moon: 

And (here, lung waiting his return, was she, 

The genllcst Pyrrha, who each happy day 
fiiitlicr'd her fairest fruits to welcome him. 

Thus did the God-descended Titan dwell 
Through hours and months of joy; Pyrrha the while, 
Meek Jiandinaid, happy mother, fondest wife 
And f.iithful, to her must harmnniuiis thoughts 
(rHvevoice, and uttered music to the morn; 

And told how grateful was she to iho skies. 

To silimce, and (he .lir, which on its wings 
Carried her swx'ct thanks p.ist the farthest Uqts 
Of Priioii, and grey Oss.i, and licvoiid 
1,0110 Allios, llirniq^h the golden gale-, of .Toio,— 

\\ here on imperial cloud he singly sits, 

P.iviiiun'd by llie rainbows, hut uncrown'd 
Save by bis liyaciiilliinc locks which hang 
Down like a cloud, and cast for ever out 
^biick splendours, fiercer lliau are seen at noon 
When bright Apollo wears his Syrian rays. 

There sits he in his stale, and there around 
Stand all the Olympi.m gods and shapes, s.ivt; one, 

Juno his Queen, who near his feet reclines. 

—From that high station Jove dotli wateh the world* 

Its happiness and woe ; its good and evil; 
it.s m.iny hopes, and dumb iiiispokon doubts, 

And the fiisl births of error; lonely pain; 

M.idncss, and mirth, ami hcart-eorroding care; 

And fears whieh plough the forehe.(d with dtvp lines, 

LiK< wiMloin; and electric thought that springs 
Like lightning from the inspired poet's brain. 

Thus, hound in amorous chains, the lovers lived.— 
Meantime, in Thessaly the times were rank : 

Men grew degenerate; women sank abased; 

And childhood lost its smile, and age its claim 
To honour. Jove upon his skicy throne 
Heard now no incense rise, no prayer, no thanks; 

But, in their stead, commotions (hat shook towns, j 

Curses and vain defiance laughing loud : 

And black abominations .and foul thoughts 
Were bred and nourislied, till the heart became 

Spotted as with a plague.- j 

Then Falsehood first was ktiow'n, loan xVvarice^ Hate, { 
Hot Vengeance, and the virgin’s ravishment, 

Cunning, and Theft; and Murder stalked abroad, ■ 

Till sleep forsook the niglit and Fear was horn.— j 

Such sin was never done nor stain beheld 
Through wide crc.ition since the world h<^an, j 

Save when Jehovah shot his fiery rain I 
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Down on (lomorruli, and that rity razed 
And ruined, and its tenants all destroyed. 

Jo\e saw the siii, and o’er his forehead large 
(Whereon, as oti a map, the world is seen) 

There passed tlie shadow uf a storm.—« Jit'hold!* 

He h.iid; and as he spoke the vassal skies 
Trenihled, and white Olympus to its heiirl 
Sickened and shook : then, stieteliin|' wide abroad 
Ills sceptre which doth eouipass land and sea, 
lie pointed towards the ocean caverns, when' 

Upon his coral bed the sea-god lay 
deposing ‘—ihrongli the hollows of the deep 
^Vhcrc teinpesls come not, and through .'ll! the caves 
, Of that green worhl and watery pal.urs 
The word resounded .—fnim his bwl uprose 
Th«' brother of .love, and with a sign replied. 

Tlien in a niuinent from their (|uaitered homes 

The winds r.unc imilteiing,—West and lilightiiig Kast, 

And South ; while Ihne.is pilson-dooined and m.td 

Mew to the \<>ii|i, and shivciing hraneh and tiuuk 

faftod tlie billows till llicit ciuhug bciiiU 

Slruek (be pale slats.—.\( l.ist ibe viel South liuiig 

Ihouding .done, down-weighetl liv eloud and sliowei, 

And booiut in hhiek, mmiitiiiig the cotiiui(; duoni. 

And with Ills r.iYun wings and misty hie.iili 

.\lhircd die storms. Wide-slieic hing clouds .iroiiiid 

(A d.iik eouftHlciacv) in sdciiee iiu^t, 

llidifi'; .ill llu.iycn. Tow.trds the glnoiiiing .sliiiie 

The letiipesl sailed djiecn, and mi (lie (op 

(If IViion buist .ukI swept .luav its pines 

Piy ilinus.inds \N here it Iniist a way was made 

Like th.it (oin hy die av.daiiclie, wlu'ii it l.ilK 

r.oiulm than ei.isluiig ihiuidei, .iinidsl smoke 

And mill, hounding rrmn the (ojiiiiost Alps 

O'ci eli.isni and lull, and strips the foiesls bate. 

Oh! woe, deep woe to fi idlful Thc!is<ily ! 

That lcmpust-.slioek sounded idl o’er (he l.iitd, 

And men left their low dwellings and came forth, 

And saw die slu'clcd cataracts gush from Ih-.iven, 
hike tivcis th.it had burst their boinls, ami lail 
Darkening the d.iy, until those ceaseless iloods 
Diown'd and destiny’d the herbs and bended corn, 
Flowci’snnd fruits, (he wealth of all the yeai.— 

I'or a lime the earth drank in die migiilv i.iiiis; 

For a lime,—hut sjlc«l soon, morasses shone 
When' plains li.id stietch'd, and rippling iivuts left 
'I'lieir channels old and wander'd f.ir away. 

Upon a hilly slope lay Pyrrlia’s lionic 

Still safe from the rising waters^ yet she fear'd. 

• Dciic.dion !•—(on their mossy bed diey lay, 

And heard without die hissing rain descend.) 

• Deucalion! Alil 1 fe.ir, Deucalion, 

The gods arc anger’d; not with thee, dear friend, 

For, though the Titan’s son, thy vows have been 
Constant, thine actions holy. Unto Jove 
And Tiiomis have we bow'd and pray’d—in vain: 

Por lo! the storms arc out, and Ifeaven is dark 
Perpc^tally. Apollo now no inoic 
Rises at morning nor at evciimg fades; 

And Diaii, who when the ye.ir was wasting luokd 
' But pale amidst (lie fi(>li(ing elements, 

Uadi vauish’d quite: (ho stars are gone; the day 
, fldlh diwl .—the earth itself passelh away.* — 

I Thus spake that gentle woman and lay sldl. 
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Weeping and^fidl of fcai> Deucaliuii took 
llci iicaicr to Ins lieai t •—• Themis is just,* 

Sighing, he Slid, a.iud kind, and though .1 frown 
Hath hung upon the forehead of great Jove 
.\while, Yct clc.iicr light will conic at last, 

.Vnd III* will xinilu am[ tejonv :ignin. 
liclicvc U. love: ,iiid know, a dream —a dioughi 
How thou \ei he saved lutli come to me. 

And 1 will l.ihniir huig .md shape a i.ift 
Wheiciti upon the luiigh wave thou sh.'ih pas^ 

To happier shou's, sweet Pyriiia.n^Slitl she sigh’d. 
While iu>, still soothing, fioni liei roichea l pale 
I’arteil the dark brown ban, and pass'd Ihei'cou 
Ills lips in silence. 'riiUH he.ut-foldod close 
She wi'jit .iw.iv hei fiMrs, andshiiiiher fell 
l.iki* SUOVV- 4 I 0 WJI on her —Oiiiellv nIk* slept 
Without a dream until (lie iiioiiiiiig ciitiie 

.lloiii came hut (hat hioad lighi wliii-ii hung so loiij> 
111 heaven foisook the sliowetmg niiiiament,- 
Tlic cloMils went lioatiiig on their fatal way. 

Ilueis I 1 . 0 I glow'll lo seas, the great sea swolii 
Too inigdity for his hound, liroki* 011 the l.iiid, 
lioaiing .Hill rushing, and each Hat and plain 
Di'voiu'il epon the iriiiinilains now were seen 

C. iiint men, uiul women Imngeniig with tlicir babes, 
iii{> e u li other, or witli ni.iible looks 

Mcasin iiig tin: sp.ii e beneath swlft-Icsseiiiiig 
M limes .1 swimmei Iioiii some distant loek 
I ess high, l aiin* slriiggiing with the w.ives, but s.tiik 
Hack from tlie slippi 1 ^ s<iil. Pale iiiolbcrs llieii 
Wept wiliioiii hope, .uni .iged heads stiiick cokl 
by agues tremided like led anliimii leaves, 

.\iid inf.ints iiioau’d and V>ung hoys slitlek’il with luai 
Stout men grew white with famine Rcauurul giils, 
Wliorii once ihed.iy l.uiipiish'd to look on, lay 
Dn the w’ci eailli .md wiiiiig their dieiich'd li.iir. 

And f.itlieis saw them (heie, dying, and stole 
Their scanty fare, and while they pciisli’d thrived 
Then Terror ilied, and (irief, and proud Despaii, 
it.il’c .lud Remorse, iiifmite Agony, 

Love 111 its thousand sliapes, weak .iml siihimic, 
It.ilh-sli.ingled ; and sliong Passion perish'd. 

The young, the old, we.ik, wise, llie i>jd, ibe gooil 
Fell on ilieii fares, stmek.—whilst over llieiii 
Wash'd the wild waters in (heir < laiiiorous march 

Still lull the Hooding r.iitis. Creal Ossa stood 
hone, like a poeruig Alp, when vapouts shroud 
Its sides, unsli.ikcii in the reslIcsH waves, 

Blit from llie wehi'rjng ileeps Pelion arose 
And shook his piny forehead at the clouds, 

.Moaning, and t ruwn’d Dlyinpiis all Inn snows 
host from his hundred heads, and shrank aghast. 

D. ty, Ktc, Night, Mciriiing came and pass'd away. 

No Sun was known to rise and none to set: 

'Stead of its gtorious licams a sickly light 

Paled the hruail Kast what lime (he day ih Iiorii. 

At others a thick mass vaporous and black, 

And Hriii like Milid tnarhie, roof’d llic sky; 

Yet gave no shelter. 

—Still the ravenous wolf 
Howl’d, cind wild foxes anil the liousehoUl dog 
(jiowii wild, upon the mounUtins fouj>hi aitti fed 
i Kacii on the other. The great eagle still 
j III Ilia home blooded, inaccessible, 
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Or, when the (jiooiny mormn)j seem’d to ^rcak, 

Floated in silence o’er the shorclm seas. 

Still tlie quick snake unclasp’d its (flittering eyes, 

Or shivering hung about the roots of pines; 

And still all round the vultures flew, and watch’il 
The tumbling waters thick with bird und beast; 

Or, dashing in the midst their ravenous beaks, 

IMundcr'd the screaming billows of their dead. 

rie’er has such ruin been nr such despair 
Since, in r4•co^d^ or tales of Thessaly. 

Karih shook, great Mother, and froiii all her limbs 
Sent signs of terror and unnatuial pain. 

The valleys trembled, «ind (;nMt lakes rtnloek'd 
Their dark foiirulatioiis, and l.iiil haiv to ilay 
Naiads with watery locks and elfish shapes, 

Half sylvan, sueh ns loved of old to li.iunt 
On the fresh ed{fO of fnri'si-glriled pools, 

And shook the ghuled ccJiols with ihcir l.uq'h. 

>VhoIc plains heaved up: meadows w«‘ie torn and turn‘i 
nnwnwanis, and aneieiit oaks whose erouked feet 
Were rivett<>d in roek.s were urench'd aw.iy 
And hared to the wild blast and sullen I'ain. 

Wonder ('row plain as truth. P'lna, far off— 

Terrible Kina, spuming, cast abroad 
Her hlazinj; rivers with loud {;roaning sounds 
That tore (lie amazed heart of Sicily:— 

Snell noise was never hnnl on llie great shores 
>\h(Te Orinoco, hii(fesca>crcatiiic, eomts 
J«ollin(' his shining train, o’er raphls and gulfs 
Descending swift, and for a thousand Ic.igues 
K:iva{;es wood and wild, and mad at last 
Dashes his watery scorn .igaiiist the breast 
I That fisl him:—She, fond orean-rnnther, still 
Receives him to deep r:i]m within her arms. 

Jli(;her and higher fled the wastinl throngs, 

And still they hoped for life, and still they died, 

One after one, some worn, some hnngor-mad : 

Here lay a giant’s limbs sodden und shrunk, 

And tliere an infant’s, white like wax, and close 
A matron with grey hairs, all^iimb and dead: — 
Meanwhile, upon llio loftiest siifrirnil safe, 

Deucalion labour’d through the dusky day. 

Completing as he might his floating raft, 

And Pyrrlia, shelter’d in a cave, bewail'd 
Her child which pcrisli’d.- 

Still the ruin fell : 

No pity, no relapse, no hope'—The world 
Was vanishing like a dream, (dglitning end Storm, 
Thunder and deluging rain now vex'd the air 
To madness, und the riotous winds laiq^h’d nut 
Like TLiccbanals, whose cups some God has charm’d 
Beneath the headlong torrents towns and towers 
Fell down, tempU's all stone, and brazen shrines; 

And piles of marble, palace and pyramid 
(Kings’ homes or towering gras eg) in a breath were swept 
Grumbling away. Masses of ground and trees 
Uptoni and floating, hollow rocks briiie>cramm*d, 

Vast herds, and bleating flocks, reptiles, and beasts 
Bellowing, and vainly with the choking waves 
Struggling, were hurried oiit,^biU iioue ictuin'cl 
All on the altar of the (pant Sea 
Offer’d, like twice ten thous.ind hccatomhs, 

Whose blood allays the hiirning wrath of Gods. 

-^Duy after day the busy Ik'atli pass'd on 
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Full, and by night return’d hungering anew; 

AikI still the new morn fill’d his horrid maw 
With (locks, and herds, a city, a tribe, a town. 

One after one luune out, and far from, land 
Dying in wbitl|iools or the sullen deeps. 

All perish'd then —The last who livcil was one 
Who chin|; to life because a frail child lay 
Upon her heart: weary, and gaunt, and worn. 

From point to (loint she sped, with mangled feet, 
Bcurin{' for aye her little load of love 
noth died,—la.st inaityrs uf a mother's sins, 
f.jstcli]ldieu they of Farth'ssad family. 

Still fell the noodin(; rains. Still the Farth shrank: 
And liiiiri held her straight teiylic way. 

Fieree lightnings hiirnt the sky, .irul the loud thunder 
(IteasI of the (icry aii) howl'd from his ehuid, 

F\uUii)g, tow:ird.s the storm-eclipsed moon. 

Ri’low, tlie OeiMii rose boiling and hl.ick, 

And flung its monstioiis billows f<ir and wide, 
Oiumbling the mountain joints und summit lulls; 

Then its d.iik throat it L.u'cd niul rueky tusks, 

]ii‘re, with enoiinous waves on their hi'oad hacks, 
TJie (lemons uf the deep were i aging loud ; 

And rai k’d to hidt'ous mirth or biltcr.seorn 
lift'd the Sea-angels; and e.irtli-huiied broods 
()f(u.ints in their eh.iins toss'd to and fm, 

And the s( a-lion .md the whale were swung 
bike atoms round and round.— 

Mankind was dead. 

And hirdh whose active wings once rut the .lir. 

And hoasTs thtit spum'd the waters,—all w'cic dead : 

And eveiy reptile of (he woods had died 

Whirh crawl'd orslnng, and every culling worm.— 

The uiitniicd tiger in his den, the nude 

In Ills d.tik home—weic (’linked ‘ the darling ouni’e, 

And (he Mind adder and the stork fell down 

De.id, and the stifled iiiainniolli, a v.ist hulk, 

Was w.ish'd far out amongst (he populous fQ.un 
And them tlie serpent, which few hours ago 
Could eiaek llic pantlier in his sealy arms, 

{.ay lifeless, like a wi'cJ, beside Ins (irev. 

And now, all o’er (he deeps ('orjises were strewn, 
Wide-floating iiiilhons, like the rubhish flung 
F«irth when a plague (irev.iits; the rest down-sucked, 
Sauk, buried in the world-destroying seas. 

(Confusion raged and ruled. At last, up-grew 
A min('ling of Karih, Sen, and lieavcn and Air; 

All one they looked, impenetrable, bl.ack 
As (ihaos, when the salient atoms flew 
Around the abyss and made all space a Hell. 

Nature lay drown'd and dead. Fens, moors, and hogs, 
And pleasant valley’s and aspiring Inlls, 

Rivers and trees were lost, mountains .mil lakes: 

Fven Heaven eternal, whom no cloud before 
Utterly barr'd, tliiougb ii'.sen'uc domain 
Kept captive all the Gods and lucid stars, 

Merciinns and Apollo and tlie test; 

And hid their beauty from the fainting world. , 

—A mass like the great oc(;an when all winds 
Rlow and lay bare its hollows, ami shake forth 
The conlury-slceping sands, until the foam 
(2row8 thick and dark, rolhsl over set and land,*— 

A perilous mass of floods, fierce as the North 
In March, when scything blasti. strip all the bones, 
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Aad loud us wiien the riven air ptocldims 

Kurtliquakes at Heclu, ur once l>n(,'ht Ueru. 

• 

—'ll is a t.ibk bevond ilieMitse,—anti ■jel 
Someliiricb she writutli willi a yttlden pen,— 

\Vilni*s8 lliose tiles breallun{; of Paradise 
And dll tlut sinful mirth oftiircc’sson, 

And wlicie ihe nit^litiesl poet open l.iy 8 
Retl Pand.pinoiiium lo elern.il view, 

And nunihert'th out the IVers of Salaii, all 
Toss'd on the fitTv waters, .md bew.iilinj’ 

Their fii^hlful fall; from lleavt:nV prccipiluiis bouiid- 
(atsi like (he rcftist;, to find out their way 
Tliroii^li tlepths niitl d.n k abysses, and the jar 
Karlier than Order, till the months ol Utdl 
Received them tlamiii{;,—>a treineitdons home' 

It is a tisk beyond ihe Vn.se, (no far, 

To jiaint ih.it learieii dai kticsswlnt li uhsciin-tl 
The world, nr that wide horror wliirh was hoin 
When every cleini'iitfoibook its name. 

And nature, and all ditinh and mimeent l)iiii(]S 
PerishVI, Inrause imperial man li.ul eiretl — 

A tlrc.iriness (here is whieli einlls ilie lieait, 

Wlieii (he snn dit's on soiiic> it'e-haneii plain, 

(ilieeriess and wintry-pale, and when the wniti 

Wailcdi in loud Deri'inher, r.illiiq; (;iiosts 

To feed the si{;hl of eicdnlons a{p', und whc'ii 

Thehail-stoim eomes; niid when lliej'real sea ehifes. 

And (he wild liorsesof the Allande sh.ihe 

Their soiiiitlnq^ ni.ini's niui d.isli the fo.iiii to lliMven. 

These sijdils .ir<‘ vanr|iiisli'd h\ the p.iiiiler’s toil' 

Rut vvhen (lie intolerahle llootl prev.iih'd,— 

That watery ni.iss,ner(!, whieli ijnite desttoveil 
Tliess.ily, man nnd wnnian, >Mid ehildieii fi.iil, 
birds, he.ists, the very woiin, the liee, the (lowei, 

W hen iiothiiq; lenv-* hnl rum, .iiid noiq^lit seen 
Rut one inonolonniis dieaiy waste of w.ivrs 
Tiimblinjf ill inonslrons eddies, and a ii^ht 
Take an celipse eoinplele when day is hid, 

The pauitin's pencil and the poet's pen 
Must fail, confounded at u M'ene so duo.— 


On it drear mnrnini', a<piO'Cold and dark, 
Deiieiilioii from the inouiiLun's lonely to[> 
Launchi'd his frail r.ift, rich willi its livini; fiel^jht 
And laden full: Scarce li{,'ht enough was scou 
To show that quarter of tlic sky 'iie.Tili which 
The creen Parnassus (when that mount was (pceti) 
Held station ; yet with hands which trcmbleii nut 
I Tic struck his piny oar a(piinst the soil 
; And floated on the waters.— 

—So he left 

i Tlic f.nlln{i land,.and then loud pusts uprose 
Curling; the billows with uiin<ilin.il ra^e. 

Till on the summit of the desert hill 
They riislicd, and in the Titan's sijjht tore up 
The knarletl oaks, washing and wasiiiiy all 

Tlie ruinous earth until no trace was seen. 

• 

« Wbitlier, ah! whither—to wliat liappier shore 
* Stecr'st thou thy way, Deucalion ?» Pyrrlia spoke. 
He, glancin^r at tlic sky, just whcie the Noith 
Is cut hy the eastern lijjlit at early d.iwn, 

(The mld-poinl of the compass) bade her ^aze 


■ hat see'su ilmii—iiou^^ht?—Pooryirl, lliine eye is 
dun: 

For hope still lives.—Como ! Rrido of my despair 
(.Now of mv Impc), wc ’ll live or die Io(;ellit*r. 

Alon|' the dcscrti. of llie deep wy *11 j'o, 

Alonp the wide .nul wavo-hlown wildcnicvS, 
l.'iid.iiinled .lud until liij*. .Some fair laiiil 
i here is wliic h Jove dcsqMjs sh.dl ho our home: 

Relieve it. O Th,*ss.di.m PmiIi.i! — '/'boii, 

Cinid of the ocimh. caiisi (hnti fear its r.q'o?*— 

So spoke he, smiliii{> llnoiip.h deep sonow,—fill'd 
With fc.ii which Ml he kept hid in Ins hoaii; 

And with piev.ulin[; looks .ind vuu-e all love 
Clu‘er'd the sad Pyri'lia oil lici w.itery way. 

— Moim p.is.s(‘cl, .iiid noon, and eve .iloni;; .did ni(«hl 
Over llieir he.ids hun{' hk<> .1 pill, l)iiniij*)i wlm b 
No niinnii* sitr nor ('liinpse ol faiiiiesl lit’bt 
Ooiild pn ice; but all was d.n k,—dark bUe llie (;t.ive. 

—.\iid So (bey floaUsI on tlieir f.iltsl traek, 
lloine onw.iicls till the o'ciwliolmitq^ runs li.ui CiMsed, 
And tlie wild winds wen* sleepni};' and .irouiiil 
.No noise; was lie.lid, s.ive fioni llieii In'.ltiiq' lu'ar(.s. 

And (lie lone ii.isbiiq's of the emiless seas. 
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SoMi- have believed llu; Deliij;e never wms' 

.\iid some (li.it, etc* it w.is, m in walk'd ibe woild 

N\ illi .1 sip,hi mole ne.ii (o iiiiiiioi t.ilily 

Tli.iii e’ei li.illi slioiie snue those diliivi.iii day!* ^ 

Olbeisli.ive piie-s'd lli.it iiiotislioMs lubes, now deiiil, 
itiaeken’d llie ,nr, uuc«‘, 01 with potideinus bulks 
Tiod down ibe soil,—Pluenix and eastern Roe, 

And Spimix whose words pei’plex'd llu* wit of Tbebct*, 
.And tU-lieinotb,vasi birth (■ilniust ,i f.dde), 

Tb.lL fed like Imiuiiiu on the streams and lidts,— 

A hrealliini; womler,—a slr.in(;e Iriilli, eonfirinisj 
—To me llic records of llie days of old 
Are si.iiii'd with .i diviner cbaiaeier. 

I’able, bistoii.m p.i(;c, 01 sai'cr verse 
1 mar not nor rejeel, nor now iininiic*. 

Rent on .1 tale of ancient ye.ii H, bow f.ir 
The wiinders of past limes be false or true. 

W bctlicr llie hripht and rollinff world rame forth, 
A i>iiii|' of life, from U.irkne.,s nr blind (ibance, 
CI1.10S or iiltet Nonpbl; or spi iii){' from Air, 

Mre or innumeiable aloiiiD, cb.inird 
Into barnionioiih motion, or dependetli 
On si.ir or i omet, ih not now iny earn : 
j .Nor wbelber in the e.irlirsdcep lieei I there hides 
A mu'lilY abys** uf waters, c.istirq; out, 

Front inimcniorial iniie, beautiful iliint,fl 
In Us revn|vii)|p 'T is eiiotipli for nic 
To p.ize on its preat teoions,—boundless pkiins, 
Continents, llotirishiiq; isles, and deserts inde, 
I'orestft old as lire world, and failing floods, 

And mountains, east and west, wiiicb kiss the moon, 
Andin*, .md llimalayans, and hriplit Alps; 

And iieiy l.tna, in her purple pritle 
Piisiiip fiuiii ine.tdows of a iliousand liutai. 

Nor these .ilone Iraunporl me; (’cntler sifjlits 
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Are minu, deep {'loves and founcuins un<l.caiin lakes. 
And rniirmurini; waters and Innu silcnl shores, 

The air, the golden sun, the visidng cloud 
Which comes and goes; Niglit and her crowds of stars. 
And lhat nc’er-slcopiiig wdderncss of waves 
Tlie sea,—tl»e populous sea, whicli eircletii all, 

And the wide uich of everlasting Heaven. 

Free Nature iu her bounty offercth these 
To man, and hence 1 worship. 1 may •lie.'iin 
That the great earth imshaiien, was iiidersl 
First, co-eternal with the supreme God; 

Tlius Pliito titught: or hy a single word 

(Born likii a thought, and smit with light and sound 

At once) w.is c.ilh'd to we.ir this peifeel form, 

This dri»s of bluest air .md sylvan shade * 

Ur with thy Fables, old Pylh.igoias 
(Gatlier'd in samlv I'gvfil, or derivetl 
From bearded Alagi iii llie (ihatdee lamU), 

Cheat for awhih' my .soul '—nut Tiiith will eutiie. 

And eloildless seasons aiirl sereilei liotiis. 

And then Imw vam it rs I leain, lo Si-nd 
Among e-irtli's sci reis .ind eoufiisloiis, forth 
A ihoughi unwiiig'd. lo seanh and ask what was 
77ie tlreml JIt'ifinHiiitj ' l.iko u pilgiini worn 
By toll and Idinded on the hurning rsuids, 

The haftted Speeiil.tlion linnie ictiiins, 

Dinoping and (;l.id to lesl. Thcrelure no more 
U Aliise! no loni'ei ioilei in tliy way; 

For (lion, ere thou hast done tliy toil, must srale 
'Iho iMMpyroan with iindroopiiig wings. 

And look upon the bright haunts of llic C«tds. 

High 111 that middle region, wln’tv, it seems, 

I Ul^inpns and his himtlivd heads ai-e lost 
t fn air—(though eloiids haiii' rniind and make tiie place 
! Holy, certilc'an vapours r.in; and fine), 

'T IS storied .love's Saiiirni.in palace sprung. 

—It WMS a mighty dome, whose Idne arrh slione 
With a llumsiind eonstullaled liglils lhat laiued 
j IIk'Ii, endless day, and geiirlesl wai inlli like spring. 

[ The present and tin* p.isl were there,—the Signs 
Seoi'inoii and (ianeur anil Arjiiarins, 

And all who belt the sky, and .ill the throng 
That ll.ime along the lro]iios, nr like gems 
hive in the foreheads of the }i<*iriispheies, 

Sinus and Taurus and the st.iiiy twain 

i J 

(hedas), and tieree Orion, who, iMilweeii 
Hiirnix and Hydra, on tlie nights of .May 
Shakes over sonlheni seas his watciy beams; 

And northwards shone Canopus, and the lights 
l^issiopei.i, and the great lix’J star 
Areiiiriis, and Andromeda, long chained 
And liaiinted on the cold and soa-hcat rook 
Others were there, since known. Below, withdrawn, 
And seen as through a visu clear and wide. 

Gleam'd sijuares and urches, streets, range after range, 
Temples and towers and alabaster spires, 

Wliirli ran up to inlinitude, and pierced 
With sharp and glittering points the highest air, 

And terraces crown'd with pavilions, which 
OttHhone the sun, and with their light made base 
All Ace of old Nebuchadnemr hung 
ToweriBg above his Babylonian halls, 

Nokte^freat wonder dumb. Nearer, all round 
TkatbMtootts dome colossal figures stood, 
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f.ike pillars, with vast sinewy arms outspread, 

And golden shapes between, with finer care 
Wrought than cV>r Phidias used, whoso carved thoughts 
Threw hcanly o'er the ycais of Pericles. 

Typhon was llierc— {his spirit, die coi'pur'al mould 
Lay under Finn, cinsh'd,) and Atlas liuge, 

Plinrcys, and lUiaruus, though spared from toil, 

And prone Fiiccladiis, whom Pluto trod 

Down with his chariot wheels, when through the heart 

Of groaning earth he wound his dusky way,* 

And raped Proserpina - and all the rest, 

Titans, and giants, and amphibious things. 

Whose hate grew sliong when Saturn ce.iMed liis reign. 
Fix'd on their pi‘desl-(ls of glowing gold » 

[Figiii'cd with all the actions of the sky) ' 

They stood,—proud perfect wuiks, and through theii 
veins 

Triinspiiient the ethereal fluids rail: 

Willie in each space curtains of trernhliiig mist 
And a/urc-wnven :iir came flowing down, 

O’cr-slinwer'it willi sUis,—hetwecii whose waving fold* 
The delicate /ephyis with theii odorous loads 
Pass'd in and out, and girls, like Flora fair, 

Spitnkicd the v<'ined floor with amaranth blooms. 

— And there the liiighiiig llouis flew round and round 
In .dry circles, while uiitspre.ul below 
The wood-nymphs lay and F.iiins, whose haunts were 
now 

Flooded, aiul at their Iiead lliu sylv.m P.ui, 

Married to Kcho, who received his words 
As wisdom, and to all the lisii-tiing Kuilh 
Told the deep secrets of Ids springs and caves. * 

And .Inpitcr, ctein.il Spirit, was there, 

1.1 ki* ri Divinity hi'yoiid the rest 

l-'iithroiii'd:—Apart, and a^ imperial kings 

Sit reigning 4*ompass’d by their pomp and .iims, 

So, amid clouds and amethystine fires, 

He lilted; not fierce ns when througfi heaven he chasi.‘d 
S-ituni, hut milder than the first-born Love. 

And near liim stood Apollo,—Cyhcle, 

.Iniio, and zoned Aplnoditi^ crown'd 

With llow'ering iriyrlles, and Itie palest in.iid 

Of heaven,—Diana; and bright numbers more. 

Sndilenly—(for till then wlii.speis had been, 
x\nd snides prevailing and inulodioiis tones, 

And Knliis in distance far was beard 
Sounding his trumpet over lands and seas] 

Silence came forlli:—The ciieliug Hours then ceased 
Their rniind, and from Jove's tliione n silver light 
Flow'd to the zenith, mild as what is seen 
At morning, when the westering stars are gone, 

And young Apollo still delays the day. 

Fvery bright eye was fill'd, and quickly liini’d 
Its radiance towards the supreme king, who raised 
His he.id and shook his cloudy hair aside. 

Smiling in he.mty throughout heaven.—'T was then 
The Gods rejoiced, and knew the woiU was saved. 

I 

* jADique (.er aiifraeiu* anitnnruin mior opnuo* 

Sub lerrit querubat tier, Qravibusqueyemenion 

EDculaduni ualuabni ti ALb. Ue ra/di* Pmerpin. • 

^ « Erlio, th« V ite of Pnu, ii no otlior ifian gtnuine PhUuavfthif 
which faiiliFully ri‘|««ta hia word, or only truiiauribea aa Nmnre 
dlcttiM, tlina rejireieiilini; ibfl true itnagu aod rvllectlon of ibo 
world.*—L oro Balds, <*n Learning. '* 
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N The world is SiivEU,—Millions of Rjilrits sang 
All iiroiiticl ll»c skiey lialU— The IVorld is saved; 

From Deluge; from the immeasurable wt'alh 
Of Jove; from Desolation; from Decay! 

They sang, and all the murmuring Zephyrs shook 
From off (heir wings harmonious airs, and sounds 
Cinm stre.iming fiom immortal instruments, 

All ho.ivon allimcd, and ns by Muses* hands 
Touched in diviner inomenls, when the choir 
Of Pho'hus, from long listening to his lyre, 

Are equall’d for .i space with mightiest (•ods. 

Kvcii ill* himself, the Lord of light and song, 

For once descending from his sublime state. 

Swept in the madness of tlie hour, huch chords 
As stung to ravishment and finer joy 
Oorls, and all else ‘—The eonstell.itions flash'd 
And trenihlcd : the fierce Giants lost (heir frown; 

And the Fuiins shriek'd, while ilimiigli Olympian veins 
Like light, the quick neeiarean spiiil flew*. 

Till c.ieli stood forth betray'd—a brighter God, 

Startled at his full shown Divinity. 

The World i« -taved; from Deluge; from Decay’ 
Still sounded thiough the v.ist Saturnian halls. 

Like ci'hocs which the inounl.iins ninltiply 
From rock to rock, simdiiig (heir cries .ibroad 
O'er harrc'n moors and the duinh .solitudes, 

And ihrntq'li the watery didls .md hollow caves, 
Which, sh.iking off the rincieiit silimce, give 
(iuMi all^w*^•r, in their own fantastic voice 
Familiar to the listening air .ihme 
Still the words sounded : Still « The D'orld i% saved! 

I ILing ail around; hut ns the echoes died, 

Fainter,—;ind fainter still with every ery, 

, The vision of the Gods whieh lately filled 
The circuit of Olympus with tis light, 

Ueceded —The griMt Juno shrank, eclipsed. 

And Venus lost her smih;, and Dian waned 
Ceres had fled, and Mars, and Plurhus now 
Shook softer lustre From his dewy hair ; 

And Jupiter, the greatest nitd the list 
Of nil to lose liis hrighliiess, in a cloud 
Shrouded the light of his Klysiaii eyes, 

And seemed to fade aw.iy. One after one 
Dcp.irled.—NVhithcr ' Oh! iruiiiiriMio more, 

Xo more the Muse may tell who saw tiuil sight 
Thoiis.iiidti of yciii's ago. Whcliior there i>e 
An inner conclave or diviner scat 
nemoved, or if the embracing elements 
Then each received its own peculiar tiod, 

>Min lost Ins iiicaination, or put off 
A shape which was his limit,—ask no more. 

All that IS told is this—They vanish’d,—all. 

Statues and pillars .md cerulean doimw 
Vanished, and lustrous stars and crowned Gods, 

Aiul Giants shrank to dissolution, like 
The watery pageant which the moriung sun 
Drccds on Sicilian shores, and biiildclh up 
Tower and vain column and Palladian arch, 

And capital, upon the alarmiKl floods: 

Or siu^i as travellers note at break of day 
On Vambamarca, where llic shapes of men 
.Stand forth like ghosts, and vanish. So the (lods, 
Great visions! through the wide cnipyrcaii fhsl, 

And faded,—w.'isling all to azure air 


Yet, ere they vanished, two hrit’,ht creatures left 
The skies, coifiuiission'd to declare hy signs 
The will of Jove to wingfooted, light, 

And young, ('..uluccan Mercury, who like 
A diver plunging from some rocky height, 

Hung liiinself headlong from the crystal walls 
Of Heaven, and through (he .ilry wilderness 
Shot like a star; and with him streaming went 
Iris, array’d in all her m.iuv hues, 

\Yilli power to spread or KhIo her colour’d wings, 

And amid sunshine or in r.iiu throw nut 
Her storm-dissolving ho\v, ami cheek the floods. 

Over the water-ciuer'd hdU they tlew, 

Which once look’d fiir in GteGce,—over the tops 
Of AiIioh ami the mmintain-peakH that sLiml 
Glose hy the llosphorii.s, whose quickening stream 
Was diuwn’d .and lost, .and he no longer rush'd 
Forth .as of old, to cl.isp liis shrinking Itridc, 

The pale Proponlic, in his foaming arms. 

All was wide waste «ind water. Far and near 
The skiey (wain (like .is two planets spin 
llouml in their orbits, yet with gentler s[>ecd) 
tarried, and still descended, and delay’d, 

IJnveiiiig .ilteiilivc .is e.ieh floaliiig wnu'k 
P.iss'il ouw.irds, hy the eiirreiils eh.irm’d along* 

At last, not fai from wheie Painassus lies, 

Tlu-y saw, contending with the awaken'd W'ind, 

.\nd loss’d, .md woin, and siruggliiig with the streams. 

A little raft, whereon two eiealiires l.iv, 

Wreck of till' wnild. The m.in, with haggard eyes 
And sinews ioosen’<l hv unnatural toil, 

Sti ove yet to elierish his eompaiiinit pah'. 

And with high ti-iid<T coinage, siieh .ih Kpriiigs 

Fioin roimlauis oulv wheie the he.iil is ptite, 1 

Soothed her and spoke, and with his arm aionnd 

Her f.iiutiiig figure, seem'd to w.ird away 

Fvils, both waleiy perils .lud despair 

0 Art (lion so we.irv, Pyii ha''" in soft voice 

DeiM'alion spake—■ so v;caiy, so forlorn’" 

0 Pity me, my sweet hiiHliand; thou art brave, 

Hut 1 am we.iker than an iiif.iiit's sigh.' 

Oil' I have weighed lliec down: Alone (lion inighUt 
ll.tve held (;real war with Fate; hut 1 have heeii | 

t Thy ruin." —• Ihsir ]>erdilinti!" he retiirri’d, 
i< Not golden Foiiiiiu! oi> fier liirnini; wheel 
Was so to he desired as thou hy me. , 

Oh' thou ail fairer (liaii all foitime.—Love! 

! Pyrrh.i' Thou teiideresl erciiliire evei horn, 

Glieer lliee.—nehiild, day breaks at last, and iiurk! 

: How all the music of the inormng comes." 

He spokt* and smiled,—When, like a eui lain torn 
Siidtliudy fioin the Hast, the p.*irled glooms 
Wiih.lrew, South, West, and to the liowling Morlli:— ] 

Thus (heinous di iven from some holy Hhrinu, I 

Hv incantations, or a God’s bright frown, | 

Foisake the temple, and with desperatn shrieks j 

Gast them upon the wild and boundlc:«s winds. 

1 he storm grew silent, and the thunder spake 
No more; but in their place visions .arose, 

.Meteors uud floating lights .uid glmeiug stars, 

And splendours rituniiig to and fro, amidst 
Heaps of dissolving cloud, trembling, confused, 
j Rut joy is slow-lielicvcd, wheie grief hath hv(.sl 

1 ' « Rmi Inin nm'.ep llinn ii woiiiflii’* icar."— Cmihl. I 
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Lniif; a f.imiliiir: so fIcHp.iir slill salt* 

Aiiii .sorrow on the downra^t Pyrrlta’s cyos. 

I 

At l.nst, )(lic look'd—und lo' tin: Kaxt {'rcw pale 
With niornint', and then niishiiii; (like some bride 
Whose car evpccis yet fcarH cmcIi distant (reail 
To si‘ck hci rhaiiihcr when the feaitC is done) 

Threw out iu fiery colours, and heo.imr; 
thiinsoti and hurinn|; red. Apollo's sloi-ds. 

Which w.iil his roriiui(; at the easlern ('.-ite, 

Harness’d weic then;, and champ'd dicn crYspd hHs, 
And threw their Ilarriin(’ fn.iin upon the air 
Then (itsr, in all its radi.int shori'* 

The Vi.iinliow, shadowy aicli, of cvciy line 
iff li{;hf innovc, in II«mi'< n's Iniinoti.d loom, 

(jiy, ticli, illiiKliions coloms iiiiti|;|(sl then*, 

And shone and weie invtdvcd e.icli uiiiiin t'adi, 

AIoiiih of loveliest lii'ht, oi.iu{;e .ind hine. 

Yellow and {tlowln;; i4-(I and snoiliinjj (;reun; 
l.yni|; across llo- sk\, hut v inisiiin{; 

As the I liMt (I ly ... the .ircli was seen. 

Ovei P.iin.issii> fai llie vision him;;, 

And ihilliei, hot lie alon|; hy tide or swell 
(Hilled the i.il'i, tinlil u sound lik(* waves 
|{re.ikin|; on sorii(> roii{{|| sir.iiiil alarm’d the air. 

Then Pynlia lieiiihled, .uid Dcucilion knew 
' IVrril ss.iH iieir, and from his face the smile 
Faded, and loweriti}' care Ills eves o’eispre.id. 

No word he n(li‘i'ed, hill with slrainiii{; aims 
Tnd'd,— hill ill vain : ihe loud and hiiriyin;; Nirc.iui 
Fnreed llieiii alnn{>, till lhrnii{;h the whitenin|; viavcs 
The hill lid rocks peiTisI up as hl.ick .as de.illi ; 

.\iid ill!' hoarse pelihtes rallied no the shand 
A slot my welcome ; and the wituls Idew loud , 

And ihe Mca rov‘ .ind Siink, anti round Ihe raft 
(airl’il wall a Iiiiiii'i'y noise, till one hu(>e w.ive 
hash'd them .don;; the xlioii'.— 

Then: wnvk’tl lhi*y l.iy, 
‘Mie wniunii in hni hiishand’s puaidi.iri aniib 
((H.ispi’d hk«' .1 jc\v«d in itssleimr easi*). 

Rut lost lo life, aiiil duoih, .mil tnoiumiess 
And llieii th.il hiush.itiil, f.iithful to the |;i ive. 

Sriuii;; once inoie lii« worn neivis, ami with «le<‘p .sohs. 
And sta<;i'eriii(; steps, <ind siplis, hon* her hcvoiid 
'I III'lyi .iniiv of the .Si'.is « Ito.ii on,» he said — 

• The tie isiire of (lievvoild iss.ived .it l.isl.* 

So, piesMiii; those cold lips, her lie.id he r.iisi’d 
Upon his kins* — kSIicwiU levive*—JiCM{>h’d, 

And fell, li.ili-swooniiiQ; and sleep, lon2;-iiel.iv’(l| 

( 1 . 11111 ! like a olniid and vvinpp'il liis litnhs in test. 

There, on the str.tnd i)iey lay,—Denealion, 

F.itluT of (ins famcil world, pro;»cmtor. 

And I'yrih.i llie s.id mother, (’oddubS'horn ; 
iiolh wreek'd, tlionyh s.tvod, hceausn ihcir brothers did 
Anti'dihivi.in sins,—heeauso the w’ratii 
Of Ihe hu'h (Jod. i;real Jove, lay on Ihe earlh, 

And was not lo he i|uencird, unless by blood. 

Then: lay they, lon;'>litne sleepni;;, while a Sea— 

To wineh the .Vllaniie w ith ils waste of waves 
Is poor, thon|;h from its wartin^; depths it flnnp, 
Aiariinis lo the moon, and that broad belt 
Of waters where the Ualtie storms are hreil 
is tiou^hr, nor where the Arabian snake is seen 
j Wasiiiig ihersnbian roast—A iMvmulU'ssSea, 

! Paved like the dre.inier's hraiii with livid looks. 
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Rolled f.ir and near, and shook its hideous loads 
At Heaven ; and ever, ns the hillows bared 
Their mountain backs <ind sank, worn with the toil, 
Howled to the dreaming; winds, and the winds gent 
Ficree answers h lek and dash'd the weaves to snow.-'- 
I So, eie tl sliirnher’d in entire repose, 

I Antii'k’d the Ocean' then, hy |;rcdl de{;rccs 
! hcKrendin;; from its cloudy stiife, tamed down 
, The plnnipn;; billows and impetiinns depths, 
j Iloaiiii;; lor prey.—.And now (;rc.il ile.wen had shut 
Her windows, and the (oiiiil.vins of the world 
D.iiiiin’d with a woid,—and (ycntic c.ilrn came down. 
And a ]towi>r .irnst;, wliieh lo llie e.irth's deep heart 

Suck'd llie v.isl floods, till v.iles and hilN appear'd. 

• « « * « 

—Recoveied from thejr li-.anee, ami so rcfrcsli'd 
As till* tin-d spirit ib by food and sleep, 

Tlic waiiderei'g look'd .irotind. On one f.tirsidc 
Hose lulls, ,iiid );i-nllc w.iteis rnurniur’d rii'ar, 

And vci n.il me.idnvvs where the wdd rosi' blew 
Spiead llu'ir fresh e.ii pet.s. In the midst iipspnin(; 

A mnunt.iiu, vvlios*- jjieen lie.id some ancient storm 
Had struck in tu.iin: rich forests deck'd its lieiyhb, 
And l.iiiiel wiiileinesses elolhcd the sides. 

And loiind u Hew harinonioiig winds, whose wings 
lion inspir.Uion and the sound of .son;;. 

I.owor, and in the shade of lh.it great hiH, 

A leinplc t.iy; iiiiloiich'd liv storiii or flood 
It seemed, .iiid white as wlicn, jiist luwn, it caught 
Ionian biMUty fioin tin; c.irver's skill. 

Thither they weiii, peihaps by some stiong star 
Di.iwn, oi llie spiiil of the place unseen. 

To .isk their doom or own the tulin;; God:— 

Thither ihey went, first p.ircnts, whom no child 
Sol.ieed, yet with lie.irfs lighter than of yore; 

The uoiii.ui paler ib.iii when fiislslie fliini; 

Her eniling .iiiiib .iruund Duiie.ilinirg neck. 

And he moie gi.ively beautiful, less youn(;, 

Rut in: iier lie iven .ind like a dieain of .love. 

Tliey eiili'i'd —On a rn.irhic pinlcstal 
A veiled figure sale, syhil or sage, 

Oi hie.iihing oracle, \vhos(> inspired woid.s 
WiTc t.iie—iiiimiil.ihle like Oraih or Love ' 

And rie.ir Iut. from .in .diar, whose soft ll.imc 
W.is I'ed.ii-fod, fumed spue and ftaiikdK'onsc, 
Samlabwond, aloes, .md Arahi.in gums, 

AV.iriii odouis yieblmg like the suns of May 
When lilooms are starting, and the fresh green grass 
Laughs ihiongh its April tears and hums with life 
They knelt, the rough sloiicH kissing, and with fe.ir 
Pr.iy'd, antl«aeh took bright leaves of the rirh bay 
There lying, and with low nnplorini; sounds 
Gasi them iipnn Ihe Hairie.—And then uprose 
Tli.it ngiire, which vv.is .liistice, and the ()uccn 
Of propheev. and mother of the Hours, 

Daiighicr of Earth .tnd Heaven, and bride of Jove, 
(•rc.il Themis. Slip, unvi iling her bright eyes 
And brow pale ns ihc m.rbic, with a voire 
Sounding fioni awful distance, slowly spoke. 

• (Ihildrcn of Dust!* she s.iid, u Hoar and revive: 

The wrath of llciiven has passed, and yc arc saved. 

I 

« 

I 

j ' I.n\e is not loie 

W liidi niuTs nht'n u Mlieijiion finiU.—Siuii»rr«Rr.* 
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G*o from my tnmple, and wllli garments loosed * 

And faces liiddcn, your great parent’s bones 
Gather, and c.ist them o’er your backs.*—They stood 
Mule witli amaze: each to the other look’d 
For help, bewilder'd; and when s^'iisecamc back 
The altar and the goddi'ss were no more. 

» Themis immortal! O return, return ! 

Hear us, 0 vanish'd Themis (so they moaned) 

: K llc.ir us, and shed thy lustre on our minds, 

|» Now dark. \Yc sue tint, and are very sad. 

We h.ive endured much fortune, and, though spared, 

! ^^'c arc alonc'-~no kin, no fi'iciids arc ours, 

None,—no companions save the senseless stones.* 

'I'he Stones!— ’T was then the riihlle of the skies 
Dissolved. They left tliat temple, and obey’d 
Its (|ueon and prophetess .—Dciicahon first 
DIueking fiom out the earth (winch sighed) .a stone, 
Threw U :tgaiiist the wind : It ftdi,—and lo! 
islowly as when the moon unclouds her f.icc, 

Swrih'd and grew human; yet mil man .it once, 

I i'lit liMving like the worm its niiler se.ilo, 

I And shooting, as the flower puts forth its leaves, 
i Flexlhlu arms (yet (inn), limits apt (or strength, 

Muscles and sinuous shape, and streaming veins. 

And last—the crowning head , whicli (cold at first, 

And stiff like some pale mask), relaxed to life, 

Unclosing its hiighi eyes, ami in warm checks 
1 l(‘ceiving the first blush of living youth. 

O wonder! Happiest Pyi rha, with what speed 
.S/ie c.ist a stone, which like the fiist U|>-grew, 

Yet f.iiriT,—fimiale, with such w.iviiig form 
As Ctree oi C-ilypso, free from harm:— 

! Slowly the change went on, from hmh to limh, 

From w.iist (o bosom, Kwelhiig like a cloud, 
Wliite-luining neck, and then the awakening f.ice. 

And l.ist the eyes imrlohcd. • Inimorlal Heaven !* — 
1 'hu motlier spoke, ami for a moment stood 
Dumh, and with arms oiitspro.id then ficw' along 
And clasp'd the ncw-horn vision in her aims. 

Theic hung she, and so |>ar(>d as mothers do 
yMio clasp pale children gather'd ftoni the grave. 

And saved when hope had perish’d. ■> Oh !■ she spoke, 
< 111 low .iml linri'ying tones, a Oh I leave me not 
I Ag«iin , lone!—toy sole child !-~aTid yet 
I Art thou indeed, with all iliisskicy grace, 

I Mine own, made perfect without aid of time ? 

\ I'hon stranger on the earth I Ilcavun'schild (and mine)— 
I Oil! vision, die not until Pyrrhd dies.* 


Thus, to her child restored, the mother spoko, 
Thus for awhile, yet not her toil forsook: 

But still, obeying their great oracle, 

Those early parents cast on high the stones. 

And ever where they cast the fragments rose 
Men, strong and young, or women beautiful,— 
Born by some great enchantment, such ax lifts 
The earth from darkness or dissolves the moon, 
Or clothes the proud sun in eclipse. 

• —At 1.181, 

Wearied with toil and new emotion, botli 
Uotired^ and in a cave o'er which the rose 
Shook liis immortal blooms, and lilies near, 

' Oiie<.diie Icnipio ; 

KiveUturspiit; eiaeuiqaa reiolvite vetiM. 

Oua<;iic pMi tcruQin msenvjsftaui psrcDtix. 

Ovift Mhiim, 


Jasmine and inMsk, daisies and hyacinth, 

And violets, a hhic profusion, sprang 
Haunting the air, they lay them down and slept. 

And with »ofi bleep r.iinu dicams, a glittering brood, 
lU progeny, like stars from d.irkncM hri*il: 

An<l Themis, so it seemed, before them stood, 

A tow’r-crowned goddess,—a S.iiurniun shape. 

Whoso forehead ninck'd the cloiicU, which round about 
In throngs came fawning, like aerial slaves: 

While she, oulstretching her right hand, .and pale 
Wiih power call’d upw.)rdsfiom prnphelie depths 
(Which like a p.ission shakes iiniunrial frames), 

Spoke lo the Future,—a strange language, horn 
Of Tinie and Nature, then not iindeisiood. 

And then she loiiohud Deucalion's hrow , unsealing 
With her cold finger, cold us winler ice. 

The I'lomcthcan’s sight,—while still he slept. 

In a moment straight before his eyes there throng'd 
Visions,—vast moving sights, Ocean and band, 
P.ilaces, towns, .iiid temples,—sc.i^girl isles 
FInatin(', .ind imvunoF u llinusand ships, 

Ai lilies of steeled men, and shapes that wore 
Their p.inther spoils (iinitglil else)—fierce s.ivages, 
llivors ,md deseit w.isics, and giassy slopes 
Clown’d with the hraiiching palm, and cedars such 
.\.s stood on Lch.tnon anil kis.sud the wind 
At iiioriimg,—.md strange scenes and shapes hcsiiJu. 

—For a lime he look’d bewildered; Iml at last 
Ills uyo acciiHioiti'd S.IW each shape distinct.— 

Fust, on rich moving thrones, sccptievl and crown'd 
With oncnt.il gold, il.iz/ling as il.i), 

And sliiddiHl o'er with gems, pass’d slowly along 
The kings of 'riiebcs, and ocean-girded Tyre, 

And Memphis old, and shrunken Babylon,— 

Huge warrior men, upon whnsc lips, lliungh sad, 
Hung scorn, and pride in every wrinkled fiuut. 

Then came a he.iidcd king more mild than they, 

I F.ither of m.any sons, all fair and brave, 

And daui'hteis, one a prophetess *. This was 

The Troj.in Fnam, at whose city gates 

The fircci.dis watch'd for ten long bloody years, 

And entered at the I.ist old Ilium. 

Ni‘ar him s.«te one with l.inrcls crown’d, hut blind. 
Who, pausing for a lime, spoke forth at last 
With a voice more solemn than the trumpet's lone 
(billing armed men to b.iltle. Terrihiu slnfe 
In which the Gods once mingled filled Ins song. 

Until descending unto gentler tones, 

A gentler chord he priWiI, .ind l.ove was made 
His theme,—how on the Asian sandi a dame 
Loiter’d with him she loved .and left her lord, 
(Lacedemonian Helen)—Low she stoic 
I- rom Sparta then the sightless poet sung, 

Willi the boy F.iris, Priam’s shepherd son ; 

And how Aehilles auger’d, .and the prince 
I Of barren Ithaca w'us led astray, 

, For ten long wretched years o'er land and wave 
I Wandering in grief and could not reach Ins home. 


Following, and as tlie Magi walk, came two, 
Hermes and 3&oro.i8tcr, deemed sun-born. 

Wise as the ever-watching stars, grave, pale, 
And shrouded round by superstitious bicath, 
Which bade believe that each one was a God, 

' No less, and could dispense empire aiid death, 
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Aichck, joy, and charmit from evet^ ill. 

These passed; when, like iiome picture where each shape 
Looks so o’er-mastered that life stirs in all, 

Athens from out a rirruUr cloud up-spranf; 

Dravely, and showed her temples all and streets. 
Through whicii proud glorious men walked—one by one, 
Kl.se in bright throngs, as .ages brought them forth 
With exultation and no painful throes: 

Kings, princes, and tlie soldiers of all states 
(Not Athens alone, but Thebes and Macedon, 

Corinth and Sparta and the rest) were si^n 
Conspicuous in their shining steel, but most 
Great poets and gravc-eycd philosophers 
Shone through the dream like stars, and (it the land 
With beauty and truth ; for well sage 'Ihemis knew 
Virtue is first and knowledge before arms. 

Or power, or we.iiil), or strciigtli in buttle shown. 

—Cadmus, of that iirimortal throng tlie head 
And leader (for wc pass .ill meaner tribes), 

Stood with those wondrous letters in his hand 
By whieh hi if, lit thniight w'jsin iU. quick flight stopp’d, 
And saved from penshmg. Ampliion next 
C.ime with Ids lute, .ind Linus fiercely slain. 

And Orpheus, Thracian shepherd, who mat e stay 
Swift livers in llicir flow, until too cold 
The lewd R<icchuntcH <lowii the licbrus’ stream 
Boiled his dissever'd head, which utter’d still 
* KiirydiceN—And then Alcsus pass'd, 

Th.iles, andSiipplio, whose so passionate song 
Kail'd, though all fire, to stir the senseless hoy 
Phaon, and so the amorous Lesbian died. 

Next came the Macedonian who bestrode 
Hueephiilus (whose spirit, till then untamed, 
lie broke by turning to the biiiuling sun)— 

' Yet not alone in steeds or in fierce arms 
Delighted he, hut much he loved rtch song, 

, And fed his mind upon the tales of Troy:— 

Then Plato, musing, whose most great delight 
I Was wMoin, which he taught hy streams and groves, 
Making liissus and its hanks renowned; 

And Socrates, whose earnest aim was truth, 

. And tliu star-blinded sage Pyiltagoras; 

) Pr.Lxitelcs, and Phidias, and llio rest 
j Whose Proinctlican toiieli awaken’d life 
! In the cold marble ; and tint king who died 
! Sidf-martyr’d in thy strait Thermopylae ! 

. And lie wlio taught retreat o’er woods and plains 
j So well, and deserts strange, and hostile shores; 

! And Archimedes whose fierce .irt brought down 
I Biiin on cities; and that tragic Three, 

Aiheni.ins, who the dream of life unveiled, 

' Winning men’s wondering hearts by spc'ecli and verse, 

, And gave this world its best pliilosophy; 

Then pass'd Demosthenes, and he whom Fame 
Slanders, sage Kpicurus, on whom leaned 
A youth well fitted for aught wise or good,— 

! Valuatit, but wanton laris bound him down 
I ®T amorous magic and enchanted toils; 

I And Pericles then, and then Aspasia came, 

: Whose midnight study by some eastern lamp 
I Had paled her check, but fill'd her ryes with thought. 

Then followed countless endless throngs like leaves 
Crowning a woody wilderness,—unnamed. 

Unknown, save some, on whom chance or the time 


Fell with redoubled light and made distinct;— 

Crowd after crowd,—enormous living trains, 

Men, women, of every shape, and age, and mind 
(bright generations) passed along, some robed 
Like si.'ers, but mo.ti with spear or helmet armed. 

Or in equestrian state, as still we see 

Graven on gems or marble, and some wreathed { 

With Delphian laurel like Diana’s maids, I 

i Or roses Gyihcrcan, some with bays, 

I Apollo’s {;ifr, and some the gift of Mars.— 

I Beyond ail piercing of the sight they reach’d 
Into the future, like a proplict's ihoiiglit; 

And still they pass’d, .iiid still no end was seen,— 
lleiiies, and s.igcs, and fair shapes tiiibom. 

Vast towns and towers, temples and aqueducts, 

Pillar and arch and trophy, all were si%n ; 

And li.tcrh.inalinn inirtli like tliat which stunn’d 
Puiscpolis, when Philip's son, grown iihid, 

I Fired the great city,—around which eatnc sounding 
! Battles and triumphs, and the rage of war, 

' The rout, the riot, and the cloud of arms, 

, The conquest, and captivity,—and death, 

I Such throngs of old were never known to stream 
j Fioui li.ihyloii or Susa, nor when last 
I The Assyri-iti met the Mode, and marked the bounds 
j (}f I'mpirc by the gates of Nineveh; 

' Nor when old Boinc w.is highest; nor when, more late, ! 

I The Sevillian through the Indian valleys broad 

Swept liKe a storm.- 

.\li that lias hi'cii, and is, and is to come 
j Was then*, made plain,—writ down clear as the stars; 

I A grind Amy, beyond all winch tlie grave 
I Could show, though from its populous .irms ir threw 
The treasures of past time, great, wise, and good,— 
beyond all thouglit, all guess or large belief,— 

beyond Imagination’s widest dreams.- 

i —Tliese things, so Themis bade, assumed hi ief life .— 
but wliiilier they fled, or when the 'fitm shook 
That rich slet'p off, .ind in the awakening light 
bathed Ins flushed forehead, still remains unsung 
111 story;—yet, before his sight, ’t is told, 

Stood l^riha, fairest of earth’s visions still, 

Who on his tranced slumber long had look'd, 

Whispering tlie Gods for comfort. He awoke:— | 

And o’er him, gently bonding, children hung | 

; (lie ilieir creator), and a new-born world i 

I Opened upon his sense,—a Paradise 
j Of flowers and fruits, sweet winds .and cloudless skies, 

And usuru waters winding to ilic main, ' 

' .\iid forest w.alks, and (far off) sounds which break 
; The sun-set silence, and the songs of birds 
I Chanting melodious mirthVernal delights I 

I Haunted the air, and youtli which knew no pang I 

Ban through all living veins, and touch’d all eyes i 

With beauty :—the tall branches waved their plumes; | 
The water trembled; and the amorous sun j 

Came darting from his orb: E.iglcs and doves 
Fail’d ill tla* ether, and the hranching slag i 

Fled from ins shadow* on the grass-green plain.— ! 

O golden hours'. O world! now stalnctl with crime, ' 

I Immaculate then, nielliinks iliy perfect fame ' 

I Should live in song' Mutliinks some hard, whose hcai I 
Traces its courage to Promclhe.in veins, ] 

Should build in lasting vei-se, firmer tlian mine, I 

’ Deucalion’s story-(upon Delphi's steep 
Saved from the watery waste), .and Pyrrlia’s woe. ' 
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THE GIRL OF PROVENCE. Il5 

&f)e (flW of ^troOencr. 


INTRODUCTION. 


Tub foUowiD(' pas8;i);c (\v)iich tuTurs in ■ 

K&Hay on l.tinacy») su^^cstcd ilic poem of ihc « Girl of 
Provence.* Tlic reader will perceive, liowe^er, th.it 
it forms the rndtcrul of only the coiiclnJin{; Bl.inzns. 

■ The entliusiuHin of a Girl from Provence had lately 
occupied my mind, it was a singular orciirrence which 
1 shall never rorj'et. I was )>i'es(‘nt .at the national 
MiiM‘um when this Girl entered the Salle d'Apnllon. 
slic was t.ill, and ele|;antly formed, and in all the hloom 
of health. 1 was stiuek wUli her an, .ind niy eyes 
involuntarily followed lier steps. 1 saw l)(;i start .is she 
cast her eyes on the statue of Apollo, and she stood 
before it .is if sinick with li{'lilniii{', her eyes ijr.idii.tlly 
sparklini; with sensibility. Slichad liefore lookeil c.ilnily 
around the Hall; hut her whole frame si’cnied to he 
then eleclrilicd as if a transroriiiatioii li.ul t.tkcn place 
within her; and it has since appearinl, that .i Iranslor- 
niatioii had taken place, and that her youthful breast 
had inihihi’d a pnweifiil, alas! f.itil passion. I re¬ 
marked, that her ronipaninii (ati elder sisliT if seems) 
could not rurcc her to Icavi; the sl.itue hut with inneli 
entreaty, and she left the Hall with tears in her eyes, 
•ind all the expressions of tender soiruw. I set out 
the very same eveniii[* for Mnntmoreii(*y. 1 returned 
to Pans at the end of Aii(pist, .iiid visited immediately 
the ni.i(]iitnrent collection of antique's. I rccoihrlod 
the (iirl from Pioveiice, and thou^lit ])er1iaps 1 mi(}hl 
meet with her a^'uin , hut 1 never Siiw her afterwards, 
thoufili 1 went frequently. At Icn^^lh 1 met with one of 
the allend.inls, who, I recollected, had observed her 
with the same allcDlive curiosity which J h.id fell; and 
I inquired after her. ‘ Poor Girl’’ sai«l the old man, 
‘ Th.it w.is .1 s.id visit for her. She cuirie afterwards 
eieryday to look at the statue, and slie would sit still, 
with her li.iiiils folded in her lap, .st.inii(' at the imui'e, 
and when her iriends forced her awav, it wasaiwa^* 
with tcais that she left the Hall, lu the middle of !^luy 
she liroii(^t, whenever she came, a basket of (Inweis 
and pl.ieeu it on the .Mos.iic steps. t)ne niorninq eailv 
she coiitiivcd tn^et inf<i the room bcTon; the iisn.d lioni 
of opening it, and wc found her within the j’l ate, sitting 
within the steps almost faintinij, exhausted with weep¬ 
ing. The whole ll.ill was scented with the perfume of 
(lowers, .and she had elc|r,intly ihrown over the st.itnc 
a large veil of India muslin, with a golden fringe. We 
pitied the deplorable condition of the lovely giil, .ind 
let no one into the Hall until her friends c.utig and car¬ 
ried her home, blie struggled ami n*sisfe»l exrwdingly 
wdien forced away; and dccUred in her fren/y th.it 
the God had that night ehoaen her to i>e his priestess 
and tha^she must serve him. Wc have never seen licr 
since, hut have lieard that an ophite was given her, and 
she was taken into tliu country!' I made further in¬ 
quiries concerning her history, and learned that she 
died raving.*— Related hy lUndame de Hazier, a Ger¬ 
man lady. ^ 


THE O.IUL OF PROVENCE. 

— \ drCBDi of 

Skaped b) konie Hoiitiiry iiyiu|ili, nhnto l>r<'a«t 
Loii|;ed for s domhlcts lotcr Ironi ultux*. 

Luri» Uyiius. —t'hlUU tfiifwU. 


I. 

If ihcro he aught within thy pleasant land, 

Kiir I'r.ince, which to the poet help may he — 
if ilion ait haunted by a Muse,—coiiiiiiaiid 
I'lial now she east lici precious spell on me 
Ihd that the verse I write he fair .ind free, 

So m.iy I, . 11 ) niitraveUVI stranger, sing 
lake one w'lio drinketh of Apollo’s spring 

II. 

For,—though I never beneath eastern suns 
W.mdered, nor by Pai'n.’Mstis hill so high. 

Nor where in beauty that bright fountain iinis 
Struck by the winged horse that sealed the sky, 

Nor ever in (he meads of Aready, 

In (loweiy I'ain.i, or Thessalian shaile, 

lleaid swiid tin* p.isioial pip<‘ at evening playd,* - 

HI. 

Vet iiave I cho>ii*ii, fioni the throngs of I'lle 
Wliich ciowdt'd on me in life’s dicamitig hums, 

<Jne s.iil indeed, but siieh as may not fail 
To attest the peerless king's iindving powers, 

Who, like .i Iq'ht amongst HysMii bowers 
Still iiiovelh, while the sun (hts empty throne) 

Floats onw’aids, in its weary nuiiid, alone. 

IV. 

Ages .ind years have been and pass’d .iway, 

And Mirth with light and Hope with rainbow wings 
Have llown, and Grief Iwriic slow on pinions giay, 
Sinee thou west worshipped at the Delplnan springs, 
Whereliv no longer now a pod sings. 

Yet hast thou been, () Fliii'bus' well ri'paid 
By the deeji love of one Provencal in.iiil. 

V. 

Cornel—with lliy raven tresics loosidy hung, 

Tliou nymph translatutl lu the skies! Iheathe! Sigh! 
I.et tliy dark odorous h.iir be round me lluog 
And twined (rieh inspiration !} till 1 die 
For love of iliee—asliadow; so may I, 

Siimgto etbeieal life, declare thy pain :— 

Till liicn, whate'er I sing—I sing in vain. 

VI. 

Eva!—pale rose of Provence! where art thou^ 

Thy harp is silent,—gone, thy home forlorn: 

Mute anguish lielh on thy sister’s brow - 
Thy f.ither’s eye (once proud and like a mom 
Of sparkling June), is emptied of its seom — 

.\li' hid me (and thoti aid) in gentle veise 
And words fair as thyself, (hy talc rehearse. 
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vir. 

XIV. 

Id France—in $unny Franco, the fieliU arp gay; 

Earth’s fruits are richest there, and ripen soon: 

The shrill lark wcloomcth a brighter day, 

And, free and sheltered from the fiery noon, 

Tlie summer-sweet Acanthis sings her tune; 

Or in the glassy waters looketli long, 

Until the nightingale begins her song. 

For once he wept; but quickly from his eye * 

The fire chat flash’d therein dried up the tear, 

And lie assumed again that conduct high 

Which bird a iliiteons love, not freed of fear, 

Hallowing the lives of those his daughters dear: 

Better perhaps if Love alone had dwelt 

Within, and awed their young hearts while they knelt. 

vni. 

XV. 

0 Provence! in thy groves and vine-bung bowers 

Doth Jttil that creature pine—that little bird 

Who weeps her very soul .tway in showers 

Of music,—only at the nightfall heard, 

Yet sweeter far than any liuman word? 

Still doth it pine 7—or arc the rose and thou 

Deserted for some happier region now ? 

For her who bore them, when she droop’d and died, 
Exceeding sorrow did those children feel. 

And oft they wish'd to slumber by her side, 

And to her ear their pretty griefs reveal; 

At last a delicate bloom began to steal 

Over their cheeks, and beauty waved and spread 

About them, and with grace their every motion fed. 

IX. 

XVI. 

Once, how it used to fill the fragrant air 

With inel.inriiolv sounds that touch'd the brain! 

• 

But that was when pale Eva bound her Jiair 

With flowers that, blushing into bloom again, 

Alarm’d the hirri to most melodious pain. 

Those days are gone.—Oil! is the twiliglit pale 

Made amorous still by (he lone nightingale?— 

In Heloise a blither glance was seen, 

A firmer step, a brighter, darker eye; 

Her words were clear, like sounds that run between 

The fure.st brandies when some brook is nigh; 

And scorn sat smiling on her forehead liigli. 

•• Thou artDe Varenne’s girl,* the f.ilher said* 

■ And Eva?»—sighed that child, and hung her head. 

X. 

XVH. 

Fair Eva was Dc Varenne’s gentle rhild, 

Most gentle, from a ruggetl sire descended, 

As April springcih from the winter wild, 

A thing of rain and light gracefully blended, 

Weeping inheritor! whose life is ended 

Almost before the trump of March is dumb; 

Dying in showers ere green Spring lidlk come. 

it Eva! thy si«.tcr thou rcscmblest not; 

She dicers my soul, and is ashamed to pitie; 

Her grief has died: why is not thine forgot? 

Thou art thy mother’s all, and she is mine. 

My pecrIetHS diild, ] kiss thee,—my divine! 

Wh.it a clear beauty laughs through her disdain t 

My joy In lie said, and kiss’d his rhild again. 

xr. 

XVHI. 

Scarce eighteen summers by the Dnranre’ side, 

Which freshens the Provencal valleys green 

With its bright waters, did that maid abide. 

Beheld by few, yet loved as soon as seen, 

And ripening as her mother once hud been,— 

Scarce eighteen summers, ere a sorrow strange 

Fell from the sky, and wrought mysterious change. 

And so—{one f.ivour’d, and the other worn 

By harsh neglect, and care before its time,) 

Fled on life's early hours, until its morn: 

Then gleam’d the eyes of one sad and sublime, 

And in (he other’s laugh’d a sunnier dime, 

A paradise of beauty briglit and young, 

And over all a heaven of love was flung. 

XU. 

XIX. 

How gracefully she lived rau many tell; 

How meekly too she bore her father's frown ,* 

Though sclilom on his patient child it fell, 

.\nd quickly then she smiled and soothed it down. 

Or clw would in harmonious measures drown 

His wrath fas water quells the angry flame), 

Till Love return'd, or slow Oblivion came. 

Oh! radiant creature, fairer than the sun, 

How dim was she beside thee—how dismay'd ! 

Tkou like llie east where diincing splendours run, 

She like tile quivering alder's deepest shade; 

Yet peerless in your wild-wood leave's array’d 

Were both,—sweet childri'n of the sylvan hours. 

Subjects of l.>ove, who dies in courts and costly bowers. 

XHI. 

XX. 

Two children,—Eva and young Ilcinise, 

Were all that fortune to Dc Varenne gave, 

When from his wars beyond the Pyrenees 

He came to mourn upon Aurelia's grave. 

Oh! why sliould sorrow weep and never save! 

She died, sad mother, and her husband wept 

When closer to liU heart her children crept. 

In courts, where revel reigns, and passionate song 

Floats like a triumph on the Bacchant’s hrcatli) 

.\h! what bath love to do,—unless prolong 

Its rare existence to a lingering death ? 

And die it must in war, the soldier saith; 

Its voice is shiver’d by the trumpet’s tone 

It sees the fiery fight,—and lo! ’t is flown. , 
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XXI. 

It hall*410 home upon the weltering sea#} 

Or if it hideth there, on bitter food 
It feeds, lone, trembling at each idle breeze. 

Until *t is blasted by the battle rude, 

A gcnllc tiling with gentle siruiigth endiieil. 

By absence kill'd,—by scorn; us often slain 
By poisonous pleasure as the sting of pain. 

XXII. 

Fair Love!—Beside the fountains and blight ilehU, 
By running waters and in mossy glades 
(Tasting whatever the green quiet yields) 

Me roams, from morning till the evening shades 
Fall* and the world like a phantasma fades : 

There roams lie, like a Sylvan^ whom the air 
Woi'sliips,—uQwing'd, and making all liis care. 

XXIII. 

There, night and day arc hU. Thu radiant sky 
Is doubly lieauiifiil, and sun, and shower, 

And rainbows whicli upon the mountains lie, 

And twice its common odour hath the flower. 

And doubly fill'd with joy is every hour; 

And music hangelli on the winds and floods, 

And lingcrclh in the caves and desert woods 

XXIV. 

And In the populous foicsts thick with life, 

Wliich (ilecp and cool as F.niiius ever knew) 

Arc haunteil only by ineloiiiniis strife 
Of birds or insects, when (he year is new* 

Feeding upon the fragrant siiinnier dew . 

And llicie the iinlliiiig seasons bring, for aye, 

To niglit licit slumber, and fresh life to day. 

XXV. 

And Beauty, in bur own eternal form 
( Tlic same that witch'd the Dardan shepherd young) 
Abuleili.—Art dolii never there deform 
The ainaranlliine hues wliicli life liatli flung 
O'er lips and cheek# to crimson blushes stung ; 

But fi'i'c :i$ is the elemental air 

Nature and Beauty livc,~aud both are fait. 

XX VI. 

And both might in Do Varciine’s home he seen, 

For there bis daughfuts wore the early day. 

The one entranced by some high perilous scene, 

The other, fonder of a gentler lay. 

Bead how the Gods from their celestial way 
Would wander for the Naiads' loves, or lake 
An earthly form,—and all for Beauty's #.ike. 

xxvn. 

She rend how Jove from out tlie gates of light 
Caim downwards, shining like a mist of gold, 

And how fond Scmele became slar^briglit, 

And Auaxaretd a statue cold, 

Prison'd, though dead, within her mortal moiila. 
She read of eyes made lovelier than the morn 
ThroiigUlove, and blinded by exces.-* of sroni. 


• xxnii. 

And so her gentle spirit, Fed by time 
With radiant fable, from its earth up-grew, 

( .\s mouniaiii clouds float, erring but sublime. 
Through the bine air) and hung on visions new, 

! Like wing'd biuginatioii falbc yet true : 

I .\nd that impcnal passion that dulli leig.i 
j O’er cvci-y nerve, grew bright within her brain.— 

xxix. 

—How hcniitifiil is morning, when the streams 
Of light cornu running up the eastern skies' 

How beautiful is life, in those young drcMins 
Of joy, and faith,—of love that never flies, 

Chniiied like the soul to truth}—hut ali! it diet 
Sometimes, and somclitiies, with the adder's spite 
Stings the true heart that nursed il, day and night. 


And hcatilifnl is great Apollo's page : 

Rut they who dare to read his hiirning lines 
Go mad,—and ever after with blind lage 
Have of the skicy socicls ami hrip.lit signs ’ 

Rut all lliey tell is vain ; for ileulli entwines 
The siriiggling utter.iiice, and the words expire 
Diiiiih,—self-euiiHunicd, like some too furious fire. 

XXXI. 

—One night a revel had been held, .ind dance 
And song liail sotiiideil in the ear of night, 

And m.iiiy ii gallant (hat had gt.isp'd a lance. 

And been the foicmosl in a bloody fight, 

'Iheu inoveil a measure with his l.idy bright, 

.And press’d her jcwull'd arm and told his pain. 

Al.isl that Love should cvei speak in vain! 

XXXII. 

Only the lonely Fva sate apart,— 

\A hilc young GliutiHion in her sister's ear 
Poiii'cd his love music, till her healing heart, 

And eyes that ghiteriiig grew and huge and clear, 

And the strange transpori and (lie ciimsoii fear 
That stained liie beauty of their checks, betrayed 
How mucli the lover loved, and how llio maid. 

XWHI. 

The iTiMhiight tamps were o’er them, and the flare 
Of light, which shone at times and died away, 

(ihuieed like the shifling siinsiiinu on lier hair, 

An«l bn-iighl her ringlels out in rich array: 

And (here the lover's looks, like break of day, 

AYere seen, fix'd—helpless:—Oh 1 a radiant spell 
W.'is on him, and lie knew its perils well 

XXXIV. 

But Eva, in the shadow dim, like one 

Who sought her linshand in the clouds, reclini$d ; 

A vestal of the world,—because (lie Siiii 
Hid his tyrannic beauty there she pined, 

Pale as a prophetess whose lahonring mind 
I Gives nut its knowledge} but her np>rai6ed eyes 
Mione with the languid light of one who loves or dies. 
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XXXV. 

Soy in one bright creation (through the earth 
Unmatvh'd) is love writ down :—uo words are there» 

But ail is clear like some eternal birth 
Of heaven,x-a golden star,—the azure air: 

01)! I remember welt how soft, how fair, 

That vision shone,^how like a dream of youth, 

Ilow full of life, and love, and burning truth! 

XXXVl, 

Masses of living cloud were there,—and arc; 

And Love is there, unseen; and amorous light 
Fills the dim ether; and the passionate war 
Of kisses, like the silence of the night, 
fs fieard; and every branch and leaf is bright 
With love; and in (he Iremldtng waters ne.tr, 

Tamed by some presence, drinks the bending deer. 

XXXVII. 

And in the midst-O girl! whose cui ling limbs 

A god has breathed on till they sting the brain 
Willi beauty—Look! how in her eye there swims 
Intolerable joy— • * . * 

* • ‘ p • * • 

xxxvnf. 

lo!—fair [o!~(hou dhist dearly earn, 

By after wanderings and transformer! hours, 

The love of Jove.—F.iir Kva! thnii didst burn 
Self-martyred in tliy green Provencal bowers. 

Consumed to dust before Apollo’s powers. 

Both felt from too much love.—-Sweet woman, still 
Is thy love-harvcst iillcd with so much ill' 

xxxix. 

—That night of revelry the victim's mind 
Shook In its height* firm reason and clear thought 
Forsook her, and her soul awhile grew blind, 

Sc.ired hy the light of love, and wandering sought 
Its way tliroiigli perilous regions now forgot, 

Through liaunts of death and life, and the throng’d way 
Of darkness,—to insufferable day. 

XL. 

That night she lay within her silken nest. 

White creature, dreaming till tlie golden dawn; 

When Phcchns, shaking off liis skiey rest, 

Dcnoended. Trembling, like a frighted fawn. 

She lay, bewildered, pale:—The orient mom 
Wept, and the Hours blushed scarlet, and the array 
Of Heaven, ^stars, moon, and clouds) were swept away. 

XLI. 

No presence in tlie o'er-arching vault was seen 
Save his,—Apollo's; who, unlike a God, 

Quitted his fiery height, and on the green 
SUrr’d with white byacintlis and daisies, trod: 

And wheresoe'er he stepp'd the fiusliing sod 
Threw Bowers from out its heart, and from her room 
Game odours, like tlie heliotrope's pcrfiune. 


XLII. 

' Awhile he stay’d .—he gazed,—perhaps a thougiic 
) That so much beauty was not bom to die, 

! Assail'd him, but not long that pity wrought, 
j For through his brightening form and his large eye 
• Shot passion, shaming the immaculate sky, 

Where kindness lives with love, .and h.itc is known, 

Like mortal follies, by its name alone- 

XLIM. 

He took her, gently, in his radiant arms, 

And brciitlied on her, and hoi'u her through the air, 
Hushing from time to lime her sivcct alarms, 

And whispering still that one so good and fair 
Should dre.id no evil tiioiiglit and know no care: 

And still they flew, and aionnd a lustre played, 

Near them, ns near a figure plays its shade. 

XLIV. 

Tlicir course seemed pointed lo some southern shore. 
Over the waters where the trade-winds blew 
They pass'd, and where men find the golden ore, 

And where long since the ll^pcrinn apples grew; 

While, far hencatlt, the Old world and the New 
Stretched out their tiny shapes, and their thick chain 
Of islands, spangling like bright gems the main. 

XLV. 

And then they moved beneath a lovelier .sky, 

O’er green s.ivannahs w’herc cool waters run; 

O’er hills and valleys; o’er vast plains that lie 
Flat,—deserts hlislcied hy the Afric sun; 

Over spice-groves and woods <jf rinn.amon; 

By Si.iin and M.ilay; and many a fHir 
Bright coiiniry basking in the Indian air. 

XLVI. 

Whither they journey’d then, ah, who in.iy tell'— 
Beyond all limits that the sailor knows; 

Beyond the ocean ; and beyond the swell 
or monnlaitis, and beyond the Antarctic snows: 

To some bweet haunt, 't i.s told, where softly glows 
Perpetual day,—some island of the air: 

\Yc know its heauty; but wc know not where, 

; XLVir. 

—Eternal forests, on whose boughs the Spring 
flung undecaying, fenced the place around, 

And amorous vines (like scrpent-s without sting) 

Clung to the trees, or trail'd on the green ground, 

And fountains threw on high a sliver sound, 

And glades interminably long, hclwecn 
Whose branches sported the grey deer, were seen, 

XLVIH. 

And from the clustering boughs the nightingale 
Sang her lament; while on .a riN^dy striKim, 

Which murmur’d and far off was hoard to fall, 

The swan went sailing by, like a wliite dream; 

And somewhere near diil (he lone cuckoo call. 

But none made answer; and his amorous theme 
The thrush loud uttered till it spoke of pain; 

I And many a creature sang, but seemed to sing in vain. 


I 
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. .XLrx. 

There, rich wiih fruits, the tree of Paradise 
(riie planL'iin) spread its large and slender leaves, 
Aftd there (lie pictured palm was sefen to rise, 

And trembling aspen, and the tree that grieves, 

(The willow) and sun-flowers tike golden sheaves; 
The lady-hly, paler than tlie moon. 

And roses, laden with the breath of June. 

I.. 

And in the midst a crystal palace stood 
On pillars shining with immortal gold: 

Its gates were golden, and some artist good 
Had carved them (ill each nook and corner told 
Some wonder of the Sun or story old; 

And raiuhow landscapes, ropictl from (he skies, 
Shone in the metal with a thous-md dies. 

LI. 

Upon those gates no sounding horn was hung: 

No warder answered from his watching tower. 

But silence over all the place was flung. 

Making it holy us Mgeria's hower, 

And gentle splendour, like (he evening hour, 

Mingled with shadows fine its finer ray, 

And fed the pLicc with beauty night and day. 

Lir. 

All these the lover to his love display’d : 

The p.ilacc whose bright (op was hid in heaven. 

The lustrous pillars and the long arcade, 

The statue,—where it sut'med some Uod had striven 
Wiili iintiiortaliiy,—and fad'd, yet given 
Tile raaikle likenes.s of Apollo’s smile. 

Ills grace, his glance almost,—hut not his guile. 

Ull. 

Tliere, a vast hall far spread and liigh was seen, 

So high—the falcon might have tired his wing 
Nor touch'd the roof, whereon, with stars between 
Shone Heaven’s wide kingdoms, all,—a radiant ring. 
And from the midst v\pollo seemed to spring— 

(Was he (he phantom of her hopes,—no morel) 

She tremhlcd,—wept,—but still lio seemed to sn.ir. 

LIV. 

I 

1 And, far away fiom out that central hall 
Uan arched passages diverging far, 

Kucli with its doors and range of rooms, and all 
(Self-lighted as by some presiding sLir) 

Shone spacious, and the most harmonious jar 
Of voices and irregular footsteps near 
And busy words, like life, broke on her ear 

I.V. 

• 

And music, like the dissonance of Cods, 
lUcli,'^Bacchanalian, as when Uehc crowns 
Their cups with kisses, and through all the abodes 
, Of Heaven a sudden shout breaks forth that drowns 
’ The air with laughter, and shakes earthly towns 
j To dust—immortal Music in licr bower 
I Sung, till^pollo struck the golden hour. 
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LVI. 

Then, ill that siilhicss, Eva heard u voice 
friim one uu&een l>csu(e her. Thus it said : 

• Welcome uiy sovereign lady, and rejoice ! 

Fear not: hut on the tlowcry p.iveniciiis iri*ad, 

Or on these downy pillows rest your iic.id, 

Or bathe your hiMiity iii the waters near. 

Or drink,—belioUt, ihc necUrous draught is licre.i* 

I I.Yll. 

I She gazed,—and slowly from the marble ground 
1 O’cr-sticw’d wilh flowers a golden tabic sprung, 
Where fruits of matchless fiajjiance diil abound, 
And ii.iinc’les.H d.iiulic8 all (nguibcr (lung, 

And on their hniighs llcspcrt<in apples Imng, 

And neclar r.ivishiiig to taste,—like gleams 
From Circe's eyes, or love-cnclidiiled dreams. 

LVHI. 

F.iir girl, kIiu left imtouch'd (Ii.it iicciarous wine, 
Fruits and aiiihrojsi.in food, and stray’d along 
The pictured rooms, all fair (and some divine) 
Willi skiey slori(>s since made pl.iin by song, 

And woiiien, an iniperishablc (hinug, 
l.ifli'd lioni eailli to heaven by force of love. 

And purified by light and the glance of Jove. 


Thvie ceilings s)tHMd abroad their cloudless liiif's, 

And st.irs shone from them, and the sounds of wings 
Wi'ic hcanl like riislung wafers, when (hey lose 
Tlicir life in fn.im, and down (lie jiillatH springs 
Ban tike (he fluid lightning, when it elings j 

(Or seems) around some pine or shallered oak , 

Aiiil every room some bright and different marvel spoke. 


Through all the pal-iee,—])illars, and iircltt's wide, 
And lloois, and roofs (it seemed a myslie pi,an, 
And only hy the curious eye espied) 

Iiisiiiiet yvilh light a Iniri;'splerKiour ran, 

As Mood goes slie.iniiiig iliioiigli (lie lieart of man, 
And laciy hinge .iinl joint w'as fed hy fire, 

Wliu h (low'll half hidden like some veil’d desire. 

LM 

All d.ty she traversed her inipcii4d home. 

With wonder gazing, and strange mute delight; 

Anti llieri she pray'd iier absent love to come, 

' And liadi- him hurry (he too slow (wiiigiil, 

. And then the coming of iuinioital night 
; She dreaded, its sublime aijd dark array; 

' And thus,'tween fe.ir.s. .id plu.)Kure, fled the day. 


! Twilight is come,—calm mournful hour, for (hose 
i Whom years have quell'd, whom cold dread thoughts 
: engage, 

I But life hath fires before we reach its snows, 

' And youth treads fiercely on the ground (hut :igc 
! Shuns with a timid glince and sad presage; 

And twilight hath no Uu'rors, no repose, 

( Foi hearts where Love's impetuous spirit glows. 
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LXIII. 

Twilight is come: but where is he whose word 
Slioiild be as holy as the Heavens?—Afar 
Through all tlic empyreal air no noise is heard» 
Nor vision seen, nor bright descending star; 

No sight, no sound; only the ebb and jar 
Of meeting passions in one heart, until 
A hymn arose which broke that silence chill. 

1 . 

Apollo!—king Apollo! 

In what enchanted region dost thou stay?— 

Is it in the a^ure air 
Or in the caverns hollow, 

Whicli Thetis nl the set of day 
In the sea waters far away 
Buildcih up, as blue and l^air 
As Ihy own bright kingdoms arc^ 

a. 

Oh! King of life and light! 

O peerless Arrhcr! 0 triumphant Ood! 

Behold'—the golden rod 
Now poinicth to the promised hour,—twilight; 
An<l she who loves tbec so 
Is pale and full of woe.— 

No wave nor throne have f, 

No bower nor golden grove, 

No palarc built on high, 

To tempt thee not to rove, 

But truth, and surli a love 
As would not shame the sky,— 

If these be nothing. Time 
Shall leach me how to die. 


Yet come not, great Apollo! ronie not here; 

The hour has vanished, and thou needs must stay 
In those sca waters far away:— 

For mo,—iicglort ami fear 
Are niy fit bridal cIiixt : 

An oaitlily creature, what had 1 to do 

With sight!* of Iiea^en or pleasures of the skies! 

Oh' master and my king, tliy slave despise! 

Now from thy station wheresoe’er it be— 

Within the waving sea 
Or in the pathless blue— 

Look down, in (hy divine 
Disdain, and from thy lips 
Shed darkness and eclipse. 

The lit requital for a love like mine ! 

I.XIV. 

She ended; and above, as from a cloud, 

The eternal sun broke forth :—no shape was there. 
No voice, but soft winds all the branches bow’d, 
And wide illuminations Blled the air. 

And beauty looked so lovely that despair 

Fled, and innocuous warmth and cheering light 

Fell on the mournful girl like some late lost delight. 


LXV. 

No tear now stained her cheek; no failing ton^ 
Telling of anguish hid, or dull with pain; 

But grief is given to the wind that moans 
Amongst the forest houghs, and to the main 
And to the rivers all who must complain 
Yet feel no sorrow to the end of time— 

As years all fill'd with blood are freed of crime. 

LXVI. 

But when the tw’iliglit fell, th.it gentle child 
Felt a strange terror, till a voice she knew 
(It Was Apollo’s) spoke, but oh 1 so mild, 

So like familiar tones we know are true! 

And his too fiery gl.ince was quench'd in dew; 

■ Fvj, iny mortal love, the d.iy lias liiirn'd 
To Its deolino, .\nd lo ! 1 have return'd.* 

LXVII. 

So spake he, and the maid with downcast eyes, 

And flushing forehead which liad lost its snow. 

Him answer'd (while her breast like summer-skies 
Spread out iLs hrcalliiijg paradise below, 

And rose and fell as billows swell and flow)— 

■ My master! art thou hercTx—and with a sigh 
liaising her eyes, slie saw him smiling nigh. 

I.XVIH. 

Oh! never was a smile so full of scorn 
As that which glanced along his curved lip; 

And his rye.s sparkled like the approach of morn; 
Yet sweeter were bis words than winds that sip 
The dew from liy.icintlis .—Oh! canst ihnn strip 
Thy bird of jilumage, and her sweet despair, 

Wliicli flow'd in music to thee, never spare?— 

lAlX. 

■ Apollo! king Apollo!*—That wild cry 
Was licard in llluiii when its end was near. 

From Pn.irn’s Sybil daughter, who with an eye 
M.ide bright hy prophet dreams and wise by fear, 
S.IW the red rum and the tlashing spear 
Through all tliu darkness of the untold to-morrow, 
And heard the Spartan’s cry, the Trojan's sorrow. 

LXX. 

Apollo! king Apollo!—Is iby scorn 

Not dead,—and were Cassandra’s tears in vain t 

Her words (an oracle)—her life forlorn, 

Slung through by unbelief and fierce disdain?— 
Her crowned exile and her death of pain?— 

Still dost tliou ask new love and fresh despair, 

And hopes born but to perish?—Spare! 0spare! 

LXXT. 

I speak 111 vain The chariot of the hour 
Is rolling onwards,—over kings and slaves, 
Passionate spirits, and the crimson flower 
Of love, which Hermes' magic never saves,— 

Over rebellions and the gloom of graves,— 
Through light and darkness, and the eternal woe 
Of life, to regions which no thought may know. 
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LXXII. 

Older thsUi ruin, or llic dust that hides 
I’crsepolis or Balbcc, and yet fair « 

.Like early manhood, die 0 reat Phantom rides 
(Time or the Hour) above usWhere, O where 
Tbrou(|'h Hell, and Heaven, in earth, and die wide Air; 
Invisibly he goes, and without sound, 

Like Death, a tyrant,—shapeless but uncrown’d. 

I 

LXXlll. 

He passes I'-Oh! not all the suns that shine, 

Not all the Autumn floods nor Winter’s rain, 

Nor all that poets tell of, though divine, 

Shall clear thy annals of so foul a stain '— 

He passes, and is gone;—and I complain 
Unto the silence; and return dismay’d 
To tell diy latest grief, sad Provence Maid!—> 

LXXIV. 

The hour has pass'd ;-~and Night, who laughs at time, 
Shakes out her spangled liair in loose array, 

And, clasp'd with coronets of gems sublime, 

Sits like a qiiecn, to whom, at death of Day 
(She bright successor) a whole world inugi pay 
F.OW adoration,—while die sleepless care 
Must watch her glittering vigils sliioing fair. 

LXXV, 

That night—Oh! never shall its silent hours. 

Its love—its darkness lie profaned hy me r 
If I must tell, he it of vinedeaf bowers 
Where Bacchanal delight is loud and free, 

Or Aplirodite's home hung round with llowcrs, 

Or coral branches from her native sen; 

For love is her wide boast; but clouds should hide 
The young hot blushes of a human bride. 

LXXVI. 

And yet night came (voluptuous night!) and sleep 
Weighed down the cye-lids of Apollo’s bride, 

Who sank into a tremulous slumber deep, 

Believing now his falling locks she spied, 

Or heai^ him breathing odours by her side, 

Or felt his burning kisses on her lips, 

Or saw his eyes bent o’er tier, in eclipse. 

LXXVII. 

And once she dreamed he said • Awake! arise, 
Daughter of clay : Behold 1 the truth is plain: 

Thou hast looked love on me with impious eyes, 

On me—a Gotl, and with enchantments vain 
Bound me, and tliou must die.i A thrilling pain 
Traversed her heart, while thus the Pythian spoke. 
And sleep was scared by terror, and she woke. 

LXXVHI. 

» 

She ra^, and saw him in his beauty laid 
Beside lier: O’er his limbs a tender light 
Hung floating, and his bead looked all array’d 
• With a halo, as the glow-worm looks by night, 

Or like a lunar rainbow pale and bright,— 
Encompass'd and enshrined by the clear breath 
Of Heaven) which saves immortal frames from death: 


LXXIX. 

And on his liiw there lay a rose-red leaf 
(jourting the kiss she gave, and did not fade— 

(How could it feel a touch so soft and brief?) 

And then slie press’d the violet veins that strayed 
Over Ills throat, and then shrank back afraid 
(inzing upon the God—who calmly slept, 

While to her couch the trembling creature crept. 

LXXX. 

, This past, she slept; and of sky-piercing lowers 
j She dreamed, and iMtnquets held beneath the moon, 

And trod on stars, an<l through illumined bowers 
Paced like a dancer, whom some eager tunc 
Leads on to pleasure which must perish soon: 

Yet still by her white side Apollo lay, 

(She dreamed) till darkness faded into day. 

LXXXI. 

The morning broke, and she was Phoebus’ bride: 

And evening fell:—But did the God return?— 

He came not,—he came never to her si«lc; 

But her briglii Dream (for 'twasa drenm) did burn 
M.idncss upon her, and the world did spurn 
Her story for a folly:—yet sAc believed ; 

And o’er her widow'd passion meekly gricvcit. 

LXXXH. 

Like Ariadne, when in pale despair 
The Athenian left her,—so s.id Eva pined, 

And so she went complaining to the air, 

And gave her tresses to the can'lcsH wind:— 

The colour of her fotc was on her mind, 

Dark, death-like, and despairing;—and her eye 
Shone lustrous, like the light of prophecy. 

LXXXIH. 

Over the grassy meads,—beside lone streams, 

To perilous heights which no weak step could reach 
She wandered, feeding her unearthly dreams 
With musing, and would move the tremulous beech 
And shuddering aspen with imploring speucli; 

For nothing that did live, Sove they (who sigh’d) 

Pitied the downfall of her amorous pride.— 

• • « • 

LXXXIV. 

—There is a story;—that some lady came 
To Paris; and while she—** years ago!) 

Was gazing at the marbles, and the fame 
Of colour which threw out a sunset glow, 

A tall girl entered, with staid steps and slow. 

The immortal liall wlicre Phiebus stood arrayed 
In stone,—and started back, trembling, dismay’d. 

LXXXV. 

Yet still she look’d, though mute, and her clear eye 
Fed on the image till a rapture grew, 

Chasing the cloudy fear that hover’d nigh, 

And flUiog with soft light her glancM blue; 

And still she trembled, for a pleasure new 
Thrill'd her young veins, and siammeriiig accents ran 
Over her tongue, as thus her speech began 
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LXXXVI. 

• Apollo! king Apollo!—art tlion liere ? 

An thnu iWeeJ returned?*—and tlicn her eyes 
Outwcpt her joy, and liope and pawicnale feiir 
Seized on her heart, as tow'rds the dazzling prize 
She moved, like one who sees sk shape that flies, 

And stood entranced before the marble dream, 
Which made the Greek immortal, like his theme. 

LXXXVII, 

Life in each limb U seen, and on the brow 
Absolute God;—no stone nor mockery shape 
But the resistless 5 uh,— the rage and glow 
Of Phoebus as he tried in vain In rape 
Kvergreen Ikiphnc, or when his rays escape, 
Scorching the Lyhian ilescrt or gaunt side 
Of Allas, withering the great giant's pride. 

LXXXVI II. 

And round his licad and round his limbs have clung 
Life and the flush of llesivcn, and youth divine. 

And in the hrcatlicd nostril backwards Hung, 

And in the terrors of Ins face, th.it slune 
Kight through tlie marble, which will never pine 
To palcnes.s though a thousand ycais have fled, 

Rut looks above all fate, and mocks tlic dead. 

LXXXIX. 

Yet stands lie not as wheu blithely lie guides 
Tameless Koiis from tlie golden shores 
Of morning, nor when in calm strength he rides 
Over the scorpion, while the lion roars, 

Scared hy his huruing churiol, which outpours 
Floods of eternal light o'er hill and plain ; 
but, like a triumph, o’er the Python slam, 

XC. 

lie stands with serene brow and lip upcurl'd 
by scorn, such as Gods felt, when on the head 
Of be^isl or monster or vain man thev hurl’d 
Thunder, and loosed the lightning from its bed, 
Where it lies cliained, by blood and torment fed; 

His fine arm is outslretclicd,—his arrow flown, 

And the wralli flaslics from his eyes of stone, 

XU. 

Like Day—or liker the Berco mom (so young),- 
Like the sea-tempest which .'igainst the wind 
Comes dumb, while all its terrible joints are strung 
To death and rapine :—Ah! if he unbind 
His marble fillet now and strike her blind- 
Away, away!—vain fear! unharmed she stands, 

With fastened eyes and white beseeching hands. 

XCII. 

—Alas! that madness, like the worm that stings. 
Should dart its venom through the tender brain; 
Alas! dial to all ills which darkness brings 
Fierce day should send abroad its phantoms plain, 
Shook from their natural hell (a hideous train), 

To wander through the world, and vex it sore, 

Which might be heppy else for ercr-more. 


XCIII. 

Lust, and tlic dread of death, and white Despair 
(A wreck, from changed friends and hopes all Hod), 
Amliitiun which is sleepless, and dull care 
Which wrinkles the young brow, and sorrows bred 
From love which strikes the heart and sears tlie head, 
The lightning of the passions,—in whose ray 
Eva’s bright spirit wasted, day by day. 

XCIV. 

She was Apollo’s votary (so she deemed), 

His bride, and met him in his radiant bowers, 

And sontclimes, as his priestess pale beseem'd. 

She slrcw’d before his image, like tiic Hours, 

Delicate blooms, spring buds and summer flowers, 
Faint violets, dainty lilies, the red rose,— 

What time his splendour in the Eastern glows. 

XCV. 

And these she took and strew’d before his feet, 

And lore the laurel (his own leaf) to pay 
Homage unto its God, and the plant sweet 
Th.it turns its hosnin to the sunny ray. 

And all which open at the break of day, 

And all which worthy arc to pay him dne 
Honour,—pink, saffron, crimson pied, or blue. 

XCVl. 

And ever, when was done her flowery toil. 

She stood (idolatress!) and Linguishcd there, 

She and the God, alone;—nor would she spoil 
The silence with her voire, hut witli mute care 
Over his carved limbs a garment fair 
She threw, still worshipping with amorous pain, 

Still watching ever bis divine disdain. 

XCVII. 

—Time pastand when that Gorman lady came 

Again to Paris, where the image stands 

(It was in August, and the hot sim-llaiiie 

Shot through the windows),—’midst the gazing bands 

She sought for her whose wliitc-besecchiDg hands 

Spoke so imploringly before the stone 

Criic Provence girl),—she asked; but she was gone. 

xevni. 

Whither none knew:—Some said that she would come 
Always at morning with her blooming store. 

And gaze upon the marble, pale and dumb, 

Dut that, they thought, the tender worship wore 
The girl to death; for o'er her eyes and o’er 
Her paling check hues like the grave were spread; 

And one at last knew further;—she was dead. 

XCIX. 

She died, mad as (lie winds,—mad as the sea 
Which rages for the beauty of the moon, 

Mad as the poet is wliose foncius flee 

Up to the stars to claim some boundless boon, 

Mad as the forest when the tempests tune 
Their breath to song and shake its leafy pride, 

Yet trembling like its shadowsSo she died. 
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c. 

Slie (lied at morninf; when the gentle streams 
Of day came peering ihroiigh the far (nistsky. 

And tliut same light which wrought her maddening 
dreams, 
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Brought back her mind. She mvoke with gentle cry, 
And in the hghi she loved she wish'd to die- 
She perished, when no innrcshe (»uld endure, 
Hallow d before it, like a martyr pure. 


S^ettev of l^ocraccio. 


INTRODUCTION. 


As the folliwing « Lettcn involves a few particulars of 
the early life of the famous Italian novelist, it may lie 
ns well to state briefly what are and wh.it arc not facts. 

Of Ciovanni Boccjccio, the |;reat author of the • De> 
eamcron,» little seems to be known. He was born at 
Certaldo (or Florenru), about the yo.ir i3i3, and when 
he arrived at manhood, was, according to some accounts, 
placed under the law professor Citio de Pittoia. His 
fattier dying soon after, Boccaccio gave himself up to 
poetry, and studied also tliecl.iKsir8and the sciences willi 
groat effect. He liimself says, iu one of his letters (to 
Petrarch I believe], that he was the means of introduc¬ 
ing the (ireck language into Etruria. 

The circumstance of Boccaccio having led a dissolute 
life at Florence, and liaving hecn reproved by a Carthu¬ 
sian friar, niustated ns facts, if 1 recollect lightly, in 
Mrs Dobson's Life of I'eliMrch; and tliat lie was inti¬ 
mate witli tlic famous lover of Laura is known to all. 
The story which 1 have admitted, of his having heen in 
love with a lady near Florence, is the fiction of the 
authoress of « Petrjnjiic ul Iiaurc:i alihoiigh he w.is 
actually attached to a female, whom he celehritcs under 
the name of I'iamntta. Some persons say that this ladv 
was Mary of Arragon (daughter of Bobert, King of 
Naples), wliom Boccaorin first saw in the church of llic 
(jordeliers. Whether this be the absolute fact or not, I 
leave to otliers. It is sufficient at le.ast for the origin of 
this u Letter,n which the reader will suppose lo be ad¬ 
dressed to her. 


TIJi: LiilTEfl or BOCCACCIO. 

I. 

0 TBou, fiefore whose beauty my young spirit 
Hath bowed,— so long oppressed by amorous pain ,* 
If I b.ivc sold the ihouglita wliich 1 inherit 
From my free nature, do not thou arraign 
That now, poor slave, I hear Love's glittering tliain I 
it wears rue,—it consumes me; yet / fove, 

And that is my reward.—Shall I return 
Into the past, and quench the fires that hum 
•Within and hallow me (as some dark gnove 
By ever-living lamps is made most pure)?— 
eVin I*i*eturn,—1 who have dwelt with Love, 

And fed on piissionatc dreams? Can I endure 
That tyranny of thought which strips the heart 
Bare of its hope, and gives it—liarren truth?— 

Thou was4 the virgin idol of my youth .— 


Thou waat?—thnu art; and shall a weak dismay 
Of possihlc ill lure my weak heart to stray ? 

Slinll I be told tbat woinau is not iruel— * 

That f<ove bath died who was a god of yore?— 

That Fortune U u sea without a shore, 

Where they who vcnlurc not have nought to rue?— 
Shall i believe all this and look on e/ieef— 

It cannot lie,—>ll may uot, if I array 
My mind with fnilh, as in my hettcr day 
So with a bright l>ellef 1 look on dice, 

Thou he.iiiiy of tliu South, us on the Sun, 

Who deigns to gild the slave he looks upon. 

—Shull iioilihig but thy shadow full on me! 

T is true I liuve not much that can udorii 
Thy conquest,—not in fortune,—not in name; 

Bill I may prosn.iic still the tilde fame 
1 have, and even dtis thou wilt not scorn; 

Thou will nol, for thine eye is like a morn 
Whereby men augur of die day to come. 

And in tliy silence llion wust never dumb; 

So, h]>irit sweet, will 1 of tbeu forelcH. 

Thy young voice is .i truer oracle 

I'liaii that which in die old Suliirniaii days 

Sounded ui Delos in Apollo's praise, 

And did die lasks of P.igan proplielswell; 

And lily white beiiuty is (for never yet 
Could Nature mould such creature and forget 
The pel feet soul) asHuruiu'e uuto me 
Of lliy iiiiullered rideliiy;— 

Tlierefoic, by yellow llyiiiun, do I swear 
To m.ike thee my leluiice, iny sweet care, 

My all of meiiioiy, riiy extnanest iio|>e. 

Fool th It I am, nielhiiiks I c.innol cope 
With my antagonist ills : the idle shade 
Of joy stalks forth and straight I am hrlray’il. 

Hope li.is fled far . the fuluie, wliieli was late 
Dieam-hi-ighi, is now a c.il(ii iinallcring fste; 

And Frieiidstiip lias usurp'd the name of Love; 

And passion, briglit as the fire the Titan stoie, 
lias Iium’d to its dei'linc. Do not reprove; 

For still, at times, it lluriies beyond control. 

And is a|;.iiii the madness of my soul. 

I will not change: or if I wander, soon 
Shall I return, and lie as is the moon* 

Who, though she change, returneih, lurfliing lotfi, 
And faithful to the bc.iuty of her youth: 

Like her my peerless love shall shine,—yet not 
On altars nr in sepulchres, hut where 
My faith to thee sliall never he forgot: — 
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Itjshall be holy as the autumnal air, 

And foshion’d into music, and along 

The tides of time be borne, irith things as fair, 

In all the immorrality of song. 

It shall live unaiarm'd by hint or jest, 

The one great virtue of Boccaccio's brcasc:»- 
For't is not erring^wishes, nor the shock 
Of doubts which force the changing man*to mock 
Love in his temple,-~till he dies of shame, 

But't is the laughing lie>-’the petty blame 
That frets and turns the human'milk to gall, 

And, though it scarce seem bitter, poisoncth all. 

» H. 

When last t saw thee—(following in thy train 
Was I)—O would those times might be again! 

They were too happy, sweet! and therefore brief, 

And wither'd, like an early budding leaf, 

Which, while its cold associates still arc seen 
Flourishing, having lived its age, (in hours!) 

And wasted oti the wanton Spring its powers, 

Doth die upon its stem of summer green: 

Therefore it may nut be.—0 princely maid! 

When last 1 saw thee, was not promise made 
That I should tell my story (all) to thee? 

Yes,—we were sitting iindcrnoath a tree 
Which shook its odours on the Baian waves. 

Thou must remember it;—We gazed together 
Enchanted by the glassy sea that laves 
The Ciipi; and islands, in that sunny weather 
Seen plainly from the Pausillippo hill. 

Hast thou forgotten how we talk'd of him 
Whose ashes slumber there, holy and still? 

From whicit his name, that never shall grow dim, 
Spr.mg like a lunar glory, gently driven 
Across the many-coloiir'd plains of Heaven, 

Until, as stars whose glittering toils arc o'er, 

It sank into its place, and moved no more. 

Now, hearken to my story!—When I came 
First to this world, and saw the morning flame 
From the grey East, streaking the sky with bars 
Of light—(this while the shepherd of the stars, 

Circ.it Lucifer, was busied in the West)— 

Imaginations strange perplex'd my breast, 

Like ghosts some ancient house untenanted: 

And, after this, pale Learning sow'd her seed 
Within my memory, and I became 
Such as 1 am. Tliis, and no more, I claim 
From the remembrance of my childish timer 
Yet't was so like the period of my prime 
(The interval was nothing,—buried years 
Of boyhood,—idle, full of pains, and fears) 

That the first germ of what may never bloom 
Was born, it seems, in me,—a sweet perfume 
CUogiug about my birth, and making still 
Those years seem sage,—not comprehensible 
To me or others; but't is often so; 

In budding, happiness is Hkest woe: 

Great thought is pain until the strengthen'd mind 
Gan lift it into light: the soul is blind 
Until the suns of years have clear’d away 
The film that hangeth round its wedded clay. 

Then Love came—^Love I—How like a star it stream'd 
In infancy upon me,—till 1 dream'd, 


And't was as pure and almost cold a light. 

And led me to (he sense of such delight 
As children know not; so, at last I grew • 
Enamour’d of beauty and soft pain, ' 

And felt mysterious pleasure wander through 
My heart, and animate my childish brain; 

And thus I rose (for patient still was 1 
And a true worshipper)—to poetry. 

Thou radiant spirit of the Muses! never 
Will I profane thee with adulterate rhyme: 

Love is thy theme, or Glory. Never, never 
Will I mix up the cavils of my time 
(Things of an instant, which a day disarms 
Of worth) or this my petty state's alarms, 

Or jealousies, or vulgar tricks of need, 

With u peerless Poesy,*—a poor base breed 
Arc they, not children whom the stream of song 
Should clasp in its bright arms, as slow along 
It winds into Eternity. Tiie theme 
Whereon my charmed spirit loves to dream 
Is (Itoti,—Queen!—princess of that sunny throne 
Seated upon the waters, where alone 
The glory of the world is not a name : 

Even in Florence it is not the same; 

Yet here are woods and rivers, and the swell 
Of hills,—the pastoral mead, and lawny dell: 

But here lives not tlic Sea;—The ocean waters 
Wander not here, nor lash our sylvan ground, 

Making immortal noise, nor sound for sound 

Send hack to our mountain echoes when the daughters 

Of the pine-forests shout in storm and gloom: 

And we have not thy skies, nor thy perfume 
Winging the azure air,—yet through green vales 
Our Amo runs, and where the slope prevails 
Glinipi with bright kisses, till the yielding earth 
Gives forth its coloured sweets, a cloudy birth! 

III. 

Now shall I pass unto my boyhood?—no: 

It is enough, perhaps, th.!! thou shouldst know 
That time was mournful to me:—It is gone; 

And manhood like a radiant morning shone. 

And Beauty lit her himps that 1 might see 
Intunser day: Then life was Heaven to me: 

My soul was perfected by passion,—pure 
As marble ere the Parian pierced the mine 
Wherein the carved Diana lay secure, 

Yet lovely as that shape whicli is divine 
Though mortal, being born and warm’d to life 
By light as is the rainbow (when the roar 
Of rain hath pass'd), which was but cloud before. 

1 loved:—I tell thee thou art not the first 
(Though fairest) of the creatures of my love: 

For early did the floods of passion burst 
My veins and overwhelm me,—yet I strove 
Never to tamper with my nature then, 

Nor call back my desire into the den 
Wherein it had reposed for twenty years; 

For I had hope ft was mixed I own with fears) 

That the strong lustre of my love would lead 
My thoughts unto their fountain springs, and feed 
My soul with light:—T was then I penn’d some tales 
Where Beauty is the bride and her son ever 
The God and master of my poor endeavour,. 
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O mistrctt! thou shall read the tales 1 hare writ, 

For love is there, and reason, and a wit 
Which tjiough it be abandon'd at its birth, 

Aqd vanish for a time, shall nse again. 

And in remoter places of Uiis earth 
Shall be a treasure to great men,* whose fame 
Shall be commingled with my lasting name, 
Co-heritors of bright futurity. 

0 light of my Renown, I sec thee on high! 

This is not vanity: it hath (bright faith!) 

Its birth in darkness as the Lightning liath, 

And yet it shall be seen from shore to shore. 

And heralded by spirits wlio shall soar 
On their own wings and mine unto the sky, 

Supremest poets, who can never die; 

For (ienius, which looketh like the light 
Is as the earth eternal, and for aye 
Is busy with the brain, and still at night 
Breathes beauty on the poet as he lies 
In thoiiglit, and doth submit to be compress'd, 

And laoguisheth or brightencth as is best;— 

And so is verse conceived which never dies. 

IV. 

In youth, I read (with Cino) serious law, 

And should have read till now, but (hat I saw 
How dull and selfish the civilian’s toil, 

Ne’er ranging from his desk unless to spoil; 

And then they placed a cowl upon my head ; 

III change, and vain ! for I was forcst-bred, 

And loved to wander in mine infancy, 

And made a young acquaintance with the sky, 

With rocks and streams, rich fruits and blushing (lowers, 
And fed upon the looks of Morning, when 
She parteth witli the beauty of the Hours; 

And so I quitted the most holy men 

With whom [ herded, and (thus willed my sire) 

I sought fair FlorenceHere I did aspire 
Unto d base renown, and gave my all 
Of passion to a failliless woman’s thrall. 

I revell'd; and (with riot and bright wine 
Mad) did assert that span of life divine, 

And shouted in the stern Carthusian’s ear 
(Who having learn’d his lesson taught me mine), 

M Love is but slavery and Faith a fear.* 

O shame 1 for then I knew not Love nor Faith: 

No knowledge of them had I more than hath 
He who is mute, or deaf, or lilind from birth. 

Of speech or graceful motion. On the earth 
I lived as doth the hermit, who hath given 
His wisdom here away for hope of Heaven, 

And shut the fountains of his thought with prayer: 

So, misted by a strange voluptuous air, 

I traveli’d on in intellectual gloom, 

Forgetting the dull poison in perfume. 

But I awokeI saw a face os fair 
As Oian’s,—or thine own; yet touch'd with care 
And pale, my princess,—though thy check is pale; 
And with eyes downcast,—-thus do thine prevail; 

Her voice was silver'd,—like my Naples’ queen. 

And her hair braided as thine own Italh been, 

When on some lamped feast, solely array*d 
In thy own costly beauty, thou bast stray’d 


(Like some wliile creature of the upper air) 

Amongst us, marvelling at sight so fair. 

This girl of whom 1 tell thee {—she is dead, 

And thou wilt .inger not at what is said) 

I loved as I l«vc iln-e. calm, perlia|)8. 

Was that regard ihan the one now which wraps 
My senses in iu clear unchanging light; 

And yet it yieldtKl me most great delight: 

But 1 was very young, and scarcely knew 

Love‘s quirk gradations, though it faon’d and flew 

Round anti around me, and iny lieart was fire. 

Until borne onw-irds by my wing’d desire 
I travcrsetl an Elybiuin.— 

There may be 

I'assion like mine,—as true, certain more Free, 

Rut never was delight so large as mine 
When 1 lay p.inting at Olympia's feet. 

And she—she smiled! It was a smile heav'ii-sweel,— 
Like Juno’s when by Jove she did recline 
Clasp’d in (he Cytberenn zone. T sprung 
Into her arms and there Itcwiidrr’d hung 
On luT red lip and gazed within her eye, 

Which (urn'd and misted when iny own w.'is nigh: 

—Why do 1 tell tlire lliis'—why, hut because 
1 love tliec, and submit to all the laws 
Wliirli the sweet tyranny of l.nvc lias seal’d, 

And Truth is one,—and lo! 1 have reveal’d. 

V. 

Wlicn iirst 1 saw licr—(young Olympia 1) 

She iivi.'d not far from Florence. One may stray 
Unto the valley where her colUigc stood 
On a blight morning, he the season good, 

Slimmer or latest spring. Her dwelling was 
Fenced round hy trees which shutter’d the fierce air 
To fraginenis, pine and oak; and ash was there 
Which leaves its offspring berries to the gram, 

And citron woods that slionk out vast perfume. 

And myrtles dowiied with their richest hloom. 

There dwelt she, sylvan goddess’—there she first 
Swam oil my si(;bt: 1 tlioiigiit iny heart would burst 
Wiih transport as I saw licr llorit along 
TowVds me, and slowly read the rarvwl song 
Which on the o.iken rinil my knife had writ: 

There was some idle praise, but more of wit 
Had grown and mingled widi that forest vcisc, 

And 1 would often with a laugh rehearse 

The song, thinking at times that some weak maid 

Might love such incense if she thither stray'd: 

But I was to be victim: 1 had gone 
Like an erratic (ire upon my coui'sc, 

Over the Heaven of beauty, all alone, 

And now 1 felt laive’s clidstu and supreme force 
Press on my very heart, until in pain 
I utter'd consecrated vows,—in vain. 

—She perish’d in her youth; nor should I now 
Have told thus much, Imt that upon thy brow 
I saw forgiveness—ft was iu fancy this) 

And smiles that recognized my vanish’d bliss 
As a thing risen from the grave, and bright 
As ever in the summer of thy sight. 

When pale Olympia died my heavy mind, 
Grief-smitten, languislied to a deep eclipse; 

Yet brief, for 1 arose, half sorrow-blind, 

And on her marble-pale (but lovely) lips 
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Laid the last benediction of trae ^ich, 

And (pew an alter’d man. Great miaery'bath 
A lustre in it, like the clouded moon, 

When, of her darkness unattired soon, 

She streams illuminatinij land and sea: 

So grief soon east undanliog light on me; 

I saw (he many faults, the many ills. 

The purer pleasures too that haunt sweet life, 

And 1 determined me to quit the strife 
And fever of rebellious joy, which fills 
The mind with dull oblivion and sad care. 

And scorn of all things here, gracious or fair. 

VI. 

flow will I tell thee bow I kiss'd the air 
Of Naples, and first faced its visions fair,— 

Its blue skies and Palladian pal.ice8 

(Like Eastern dreams),—statues and terraces, 

And columns lustrous with poetic thought; 

All fill’d with groups array'd in antique dress, 
(Nymphs and Arcadian shapes, (jods, goddesses) 

From base to palmy capital marhlc-wrought, 

And colonnades of marble, fountain>cool. 

Amongst whose labyrinthine aisles the breeze 
Roam'd at its will, and gardens green, and trees 
Fruited with gold, and walks of cypresses. 

Where Revel lield her reign (n gay misrule) 

Nightly beneath the stars. And there the seas 
Which w.'inder in and nut thy sunny hay, 

Soothe Iscliia and the crowned Procida, 

Bright islands, with a thousand harmonies, 

Or answer with rich cries, from sliore to shore. 

The anguish of the great Yesuvian roar, 

When that earth-tempest, scattering dust and fire 
From its red heart in torment, doth aspire 
To Heaven, as did an angel,—Many sights 
1 saw, beneath ihe softest sun that lights 
The Italian world to morning, though tliinc earth 
W'a» then not teeming with its fiery birtli, 

But l.iy in huge repose, outstretched fir 
Like a giant slain, or sad, or worn with war.— 

But wherefore do 1 lend to thoughts like these 
My perplex'd soul?—Thyealm-cnrhained seas 
Are nothing now: thy purple Apjienines 
(Hither they stretch, clothed all with gloomy pines 
From head to foot) are nothing: Summer now 
is nought; and Spring is gone; and Winter rears 
Ills head and shakes the frost-locks on his brow, 

And laughs at hy-gone days and perish’d years: 

O days*—yet one is my perpetual care, 

Even now : I cannot lose that day so fair 
(It shinctl) as a precious diamond set 
In my poor round of thought) when first I met 
In the (kirdclior church, (ftee,—like a dream— 

A fascination, into light or air 

Dissolving,—chuuoting thy melodious (heme. 

Ail, peerless princess! do not thou forget! 

Oh! with what weary steps my feet hud trod 
Street, square, and murmuring hcech, and garden sod, 
Till harass'd by the languor of die hour, 

I stole for refuge to thy church :—The power 
Of music was awake, and to the wind 
Just atirriDg, tho most solemn organ pinctl, ] 


And spoke, and seem’d in sorrow to complain, 
While, mingling with its mystic tones, a strain 
Of song fell dying from a priestess' lips,— , 

Such song it was (so sweet) as must eclipse 
All sounds for ever. My dull spirit grew 
Brighter—more tranquil; and I paced through 
The stone-cold aisles and touch’d the altar steps: 
There saw I—what?—a vision ! in the depths 
Of holy aspiration lost: Her eye— 

Thine eye—(oh I thine it was) journeying on high 
Amongst the wondrous Heavens, with such a glance 
As might allure a seraph from his trance 
Of adoniiion, when the relicl king 
Passes the constellations, and dares fling 
Delusion ill the eyes of angels bright. 

I saw thy soft eye wander, like a light 

Starry,—meteorous; at last it wept 

Rich, liappy tears, and midst its lashes slept.— 

I stood—(how often have I told thee tliis !) 
Enchanted to a vague oblivious bliss, 

Like one who in a heedless hour hath drank 
Odours Circean, and brain-charmed sank 
Into some sweet futurity of joy 
He, waking from his dream, with sore annoy 
Fecleth that still he stands a tiling world-horn, 
Heart-smitten, self •despised, alone, forlorn. 

Yet not thus I:—for, wlien my alarm’d heart 
Turn’d like a bird to some magician's spell, 

TowVd thee,—1 saw thee still in beauty dwell 
Before me, with raised eyes,—silent,—apart. 

As though (he sense of song would not depart. 

—At last, a fine and undulating motion, 

Like that of some sea-bloom which with the ocean 
Moveth, surprised thee in thy holy lair, 

And stole thee nut in silence, lady fair! 

1 saw thee go,—scarce touching the cold earth. 

As beautiful as Beauty at her birth, 

Sea-goddess, when from out the foam she sprung 
Full deity, and all the wide world hung 
Mute and in rrurvel at perfection born. 

I languMi while I think of tlicc : The morn 
W.1S not more bright, nor balmy eve as soft, 

Nor music heard in dreams wandering aloft: 

Thy cheek uiilhlubh’d (ho sunset, and thy hand— 

0 white enchantment! i have read and scann’d 
Its page, and tasted (once) its perfect bliss:— 

VII. 

Fair creature, pardon I Those were happy days 
(Were not they, princess?) when within thy gaze 
I bask'd as doth a snake beneath the sun : 

—Yet, wherefore, after all that I have done 
Of folly, call me like the serpent grey, 

Which hath been wise esteem’d from earliest day! 

I only on the flowers of thought have hung 
As yet, and 1 have not the adder’s tongue, 

Nor am I wary as tliat creature is: 

Yet have I stolen from thee the poor bliss 
Of ignorance, and wedded thy fine mind 
To intellectual shapes and fancies bright, > 

And taught thee to look at the dazzling light 
Of Trutli, which striketh the dull sinner blind. 

We two have read together glorious rhyme 
Which Homer old and his great brothers writ, 

In Attica and Greece, and the world lit 
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Wjtli Fame through ererlasting thought and time.— 
And we have read my master Petrarch's lays. 

And fcddiis learned lump witli words of praise 
Whereat he kindly smiled. Gracious is he 
(Idke a good spirit hath he been to me, 

A light in the perilous dark); his soul is full 
Of all that is wise and great and beautiful, 

And wheresoever, princess, thou shall go, 

Wear thou his well-lamented songs of woe 
Close to thy soul:—to mine tlicy are a calm; 

A shadow to rny passion—(like the palm 
Which hangeth cool above the Indian's hrow.) 

A fountain where my br.un may bathe its fever: 

A refuge which is sure and lirelh never; 

And to my wounded thought sweet and perpetual balm. 

W'oiild I might call unto thy heart the hours, 

Those pleasant hours, when we roam'd so free. 
Listening and talking by the Naples' sea! 

Or gathering from thy father’s gardenb flowers 
To braid thy hair on some fcast-coming night: 

Oh! still most dear are those gone hours tome; 

Yet dearer those when at the young ove-liglit, 

Seated familiar near thy ccdsir-tree, 

Wu wati'h’d the coming moon, and s:iw how she 
Journey'd above iis on her sightless track, 

And chased with serene looks the fleecy rack, 

Or smiled as might the luintrc&s-qiieen of Heaven 
Floating, attended by lier starry court, 

O’er plain and mountain where their shadowy sport, 

Is again reveal’d,—or when all passion-driven. 

Leaving tlic arurc moors she seeks her way 
Through cloud and tempest and the peal’d alarms 
Of thunder, and the lightning's quivering wrath, 

Guided by Love unto the Latm tail's arms.— 

Oh 1 so wast thou by love and duty guided, 

And we were ruled by thee ; fur each one prided, 
Himself upon obedience,—not in vain, 

For thou wast a virtue without stain, 

A visible perfection shining clear, 

A creature fairer than man worsliips here. 

—Mammon is worsbipp'd licre, an idol base; 

And nelial, co»;oer (varnish’d round with grace 
And smiling sin)—and the blood-hungry God 
Black Moloch, whose large stiin’d feel have trod 
Temples down to the dust and holy towers, 

And ravaged the green fields and peasants’ homes. 

And fill'd the river wheresoe’er it roams 
And the great Sea with gore: The forests deep 
He hath cursed, and startled from their innocent sleep 
And cost ujK>n their tops his red rain showers; 

And he hath killed tlic oak that stood for ages 
To bear his slaughters on the ocean wide, 

And he hath torn the books of saints and sages, 

And struck the house of Science in his pride. 

And drain’d the widow of her refuge tear, 

' (The last) and bade the young bride live alone, 
Andg;nock‘d the sire’s grey hairs, the orphan's moan:— 
Fierce was, in whatsoever shape he comes, 

A curse—Bcllona-Iike, or fiery-red, 

Or like a comet staring kingdoms dead,— 

Or heralded by steeds and stormy drums, 

> Blood and the fear of death and pennons flying, 

And clo^ beliind die murder'd dead, and dying, 


Insolent ever,—hateful in all hues 

Figures and mocks and signs wherewith the Muse 

Hath hid him from the execrating world; 

Whether with flashing arms and flags unfurl’d 
He stands outnumbering the thick leaves at noon, 

Or sends his triimpois braying at the moon, 

Or runs from rank to rank, like courage <'aught 
I'roin victors grey by those who never fought 
• * • « • • 

But t/iou—O princess! thou wast hum to 8.tve 
The frail world from ohlivion. Thou didst give 
A liglit more lovely than did ever live 
On earth or tlio wide waters, or in air. 

Or such as arc upon tlie blue sky lying. 

To lift low passion from its brute dintpitir, 

And save the poetry of love from dying. 

I thought that beauty was a fable, frnmutl 
To enchant the soul of boyhood into day, 

Lest it should lie in slumbers dark .alway: 

1 ihnnght that life would such chain'd dreams dissever; 
Bill Ihou didst shine upon me:—I was sliamcd 
And struck to adoration dumb, for ever. 

Thou wonder of the earth! fable nr dream 
Never entranced like thee: no ihought, nor theme, 
Vision liowever wild nor loneliest moot!, 

Imagination, with her airy brood 
Of spirits that go mad beyond the stars 
(But here ate chain'd and fettered by the bars 
Of earthly tilings too palpable)—e'en She 
Cannot from out her empire wide and free 

j Call up a beauty lieaitiiftil like mine:— 

I kiss thee from the distance;, OufH;ii divine! 

I VIU. 

I Why did I lose thee7—Wherefore was I sent 

I (Gently, 't is true) away to banishment, 

With such ii passion clinging to niy soul?— 

1 cannot tcU ihee half its huge control, 

Its fiery folly,—its so proud despair. 

Its scorn,—aye of itself; nay, scorn of thee! 

Dost thou not marvel how such things should lie? 

They were; but I am well—and yet not thine I 

'-And thou hast pass’d from me!—f>o I repine?— 

1 ask my heart in vain ;—'t answcrcili not. 

My soul hath but one sightit looks alone 
Into the future, and the past which shone 
So bright is now (save some few dreams) forgot. 

—A change now as I write is Jiappenin]', 

My mind doth rc-asaume its strength, and fling 
Away Hate, Fnvy, Melancholy,—hlinii 
Krrors which hung like clouds upon my mind, 

And now 1 stand strong and with new-horn power 
Array'd fit ciiampion for a darker hour : 

My sight is piercing bright; my reason free, 

Unfetter’d, even by love for thee. 

Yet often, methinks, as I lie pondering 
Under the evening boughs at sunset pale, 

I hear thee,—like that strange voice wandering 
Amongst the vernal thickets, ere winds bring 
Perfume from roses or across the vale 
Enchantments come from the lost nightingale, 

Before the morn^fed lark her matin weaves, 

Or the thrush whistles, or the stock-dove grieves, 
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i hear thce,>-tweeter than all souDda tli^t be; 

1 see thee, too, waving along:—i ace 
Thy black Italian glances, and they flash 
Amorous delight upon me, till 1 dash 
My burning forehead in the fringed stream, 

And then I find thee (what thou art)—a dream! 
This frets me, shakes me; but at last I rise 
Emboldened by the pain, and through the skies 
All starry tracking my sublunar way, 

Utter,—as poets used when Pindiis lay 
Open to Heavenly ears, and verse was strong 
Willi fate and peril,—some prophetic song.— 

CONCLITSION. 

Farewell!—The bars which hang around our prison 
Are nigh dissolved : Tim sun liatli set and risen 
Again, and (lung new morning on my world. 

The aspect of the future is all wonder: 

Innocuous lightnings, iitialliod to thunder, 

Are every where in spot t lustrously hurl’d. 

A Vision of the Deep, of Earth and Heaven, 

Is opened on me,—and my sight is driven 
Amongst the tombs and towers of nieu to be: 
Eternity (lows back with all her fountains, 

And scythed Time lays bare the horizon mountains, 
That hide the world to come even from thee. 

I sec a Paradise where peerless flowers 
Laugh in perpetual light, and crystal bowers 
Fashion'd for lovers, whispers always sweet; 

And rich pavilions by the green woods shaded, 

And airy shapes whose bows are violet^braided, 

And forest walks trodden by delicate feet. 

1 see the lion and the lamb together. 

The white dove hiding by the falcon’s feather, 

And the fierce vulture near his victim lie: 

1 sue the peasant and (he prince adorning 
Equality and peace: I hear the warning 
Of Earth, loud-telling her futurity. 

T see the Deep, and ’midst its caverns hoary, 

Gold, helmets, statues, famous once in story, 

And Jewels brighter than in Ormus’ mine: 

I see the shadows of tiie Deep (its daughters) 

Floating afar amongst the azure waters. 

Or streaming by my eyes in dance divine. 


And in the air I see illustrious treasures 
(On summits higher than the eagle measures) 

Of amethystine light, and rainbow shapes; 

And voices touch my car, like running rivers 
When first the Spirit of the Spring delivers 
The world, and \Vintcr like a dream escapes. 

And now, a cloud, so vast no tliought may span it. 
Comes travelling on, and—as when some huge planet 
Roth deluge the next orb with black eclipse, 

It overshadowetli the world: Its hour 

Is come—is gone, like the wild Bacehanl’s power, 

Who dies with tlie bright frenzy on her lips.— 

—T is past:—and the wide scenes are gone for ever: 
The past like some slow-fading lamp doth quiver : 

And in the present only doth my soul 
Live, like a spirit,—by the tempest shaken, 

Yet full of chat bright strength that shall awaken 
The world from error, and its blind control.— 

Farewell!—Ever the same, thy friend, thy lover, 
Boccaccio Hveth. Though the wide world over 
Fate shall exile him, yet no change shall bend 
His courage, or resolving firmly taken: 

But, though by every friend and hope forsaken, 

Still shall Boccaccio he tliy hope, lliy friend. 

Thy home lies far away: but every featui‘e 
Of thy soft beauty, thou imperial creature, 

Within my heart of hearts w'ill 1 retain: 

Thy fortunes and mine own are far divided; 

Thine to a throned chair, by duty guided, 

Shines fair—Away, unto the sunny Spain! 

Perhaps, with somewhat of my old emotion. 

My eye may glance at times across the ocean, 

And through the cloud-fcd billows when they flee 
To Heav’n, and through the phantom-peopled ether, 

I may behold thee still,—wandering hither 
An exile from thy olive shores,— to me. 

Aud should I sec thee on the amorous wateis 
Ti'cading with white feet bare, as once the daughters 
Of wing'd magiriiDS could by some fine spell, 

I ’ll clasp tliee, beauty of the world I—though madness 
Itiiin down, or dazzling death, or endless sadness 
Cling like remorse to me.—Farewell, farewell!— 
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Good Friend! whose spirit, like an April day. 

Is full of change,—bright flashes and some rain, 
Fantastic, gay,—yet gentle more than gay. 

And rich and deep as is the populous main, 
Take—(if thou wilt)—my song. 1 build my fame 
Beneath the sliadow of thy rising name 
(Which shall not pass away while wit sliall be), 
Proud to associate my verse witli thee. 
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I DBBAM— I dream—1 dream— 

Of shadow and light,—of pleasure and pain, 
Of Heaven,—of Hell.—And visions seem 
Streaming for ever athwart my brain. 
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The* present is here, and the past that tied 
So qiiii;k, is returned with its buried dead, 

And ihe future li.ttli b.ned its scrolls of fame. 

And I see the «is" and the • v.aS’ pic same, 

Ju spirit alike, but clian{>ed in name. 

I See the idianlonis of Karih and Air, 
thniiMind an: foul where one is fair 
I (Ihit lluit ■ Is doinc, and herliluc eyes calm 
Are shadow’d hy le.ncs of the branehiii^' palm), 
•And 1 hear the yells of a initliou more, 

\N hofeo Sins are all w’iitlc‘n in stiipos and (]oic:— 
There ’(• one who the (fein nf his best friend stole,- 
And a Kiri|; linlf-liid in a be[;{'ar's soul, 

And a Poet wbo lied for his earthly {'ood, 

And a Woman nf {>l.iss, and a C>od of wood 
(Wi.ipped rniiiid like the idoUlicast that Ircaiis 
With mnideioiis scoin on (he Ihiidoos' heads),--- 


I see a Palare—cnnrinniis—Inijjlu, 

Siiiddisl with slats likt* .in Aii('iis( ni{;li(. 

The [I I liars (li.it pmp it ai e bascil bejow', 

Ihit W’lii'uee they c*<>im; or windier (hey ^jo 
Who, VMili ail i'ye like ours, shall know ?— 

The sb.ifts are einliossed and ;;olden, and graven 
W illi b-tteis of Kaiill and Hell and lleaseii 
(V leiiilde nurture,—r e (he speech 
Of (he Sea when il hursts on a si. my bcarh) 

Theie .ire disr.oul—melody—innsie,—hiin(; 
lake heads oil .1 ios.iiy oddly slitui(;, 

Anti words nl .1 fiiij'otten ioii;;iie •- 

Theie ail* lessons to euisi* alld a few to lilcss, 

.\nd liildles beyiiiil (he Nplillix’s (•iiess , 

And folly, ami p.issimi, and proud desp.tir. 

And .ill nio'ids of (he mind are seulptiiied (here. 

—'I he sli.ifts .lie of (pdd, and they 1 on so 'ii|;li 
Tli.il (hey pierce die lloois of the fai blue sky, 

And a million of ne.itiiHH, who.se si/e is a span 
(dimb miind .mil .iioiind (liem, .mil e.irli is—mail 
All toil, somi' risi', some liarip, in the air, 

And soini' fall willi a shriek in .1 tcnible lair, 
liieli yawns like (In* pit ol (he damn’d, nr .1 cave 
Wlieie the br.ites of (be wilileiness imii|>cr .iiid lave 
I'lerre (lames .iie iip~iism|', and i.un is deseendii)(;. 

And o'er all die elond-hl.iek llcMven is beiidiiip,, 

And the insolent winds are lonsisl from llieii den, 

To liiss their Morn in the ears of the iiu*ii, 

Who diop like leaves, when but few do 

On (be ]>li(;lit-sinitleii buu(;bs —llaik' a tiumpel runj; 

Tliroii(;li my br.iin, ar behold, .ill the jolbirs crick, 

And tlic star-siiiddcd palace is ^one (o rack 

It tutlorb—it falls—wall .1 liiim.m scieain 

l ike llic wbirUviud’s cry.—T i.s—an empty dream. 

A dream‘’—what is it—a birth or death 
Of ilioii|{ht’—T is wliatevcr Ibo poet saitli. 

A figure (.1 prophecy) d.wk or dumb, 

Yet hrealUin^ a tale of the v.ist * to come» — 

•A fable,—a fact,—a clouil unfuil’d 
rroin .all that was done in the list {{ood world, 

And m truth as alarminjj as Pl.iio’s fe.ir 
(Or liopc) of that inip.bty einbraciiii; year, 

. Williiii whose peiilous (;rasp old Tune 
SliQulil return, pull’d back by bis locks sublime, 

^Aud tho-K.irlli should gape, and die urns spice-fed, 
Slioitld (»itc up (just as they were) die dead. 


I drcMin—I dre.un—I drc.'im:— 

A waking (.nicy now becomes my theme. 

1 dit'.im ol pleasures old, 

And o( the ajje nf (pdd, 

VNIicn cvciy river ran a happy stream , 

Befoie • The .Syiian* r.ij'ed. 

IbToie usl wars were wnj'ed , 

Before .1 beio foo^dit 01 F.imr was born; 

Before die slats wm* sli.iiiied, 

Or men each oUut hl.iiiusl 
For deeds the fiowmii{« ii'mlu bubeld in scoin 

I 

And now—I see as in some iii.i{]U' (;lass 

BaJl.int eiiclKutliiienis —Flist, l.ii sire.imiiii; bii|',bt, 

l),(//iiiiy the sliiuiii([ e.irlli with looks of ri(;ht, 

A lip,lire like a Hnd Hr seems lo p.iss 

rrnni Heaven to He.iveii, ami from star (o si.ir. 

Till all the depths .iiid d.iikeiied woilds af.ir 
IVist: iij> appaii'll'd in his joyful r.iy; 

And wheiesoe'er he (11 libs 
Pale pl.iiiiJs le.ii (heir lie.ids, 

And wlieicsoo'et he smiledi—|o! ‘t is day 

But on w-h.it lonely moaiit.iin h.iK'.imt old 
Silt’sl heyoud the sun,—p.itciii.il kiiij;’’ 

W)i> ionk’sl ihiMi, W 1 ( 1 ] l.il|;e I'Ni'S so hl.illk .itid (old. 

As lliou{;h die eteiii.il yc.ir wen* on (lie whip, ( 

Why .(( diy feel are they, (lie 'I'liail hiood, 
l.ike hr..'All leaves of die aiilumn sliew'il' 

111 mule euoiiiioiis .iii(;uish io! they he;— 

No wind mil sidleii sound 
Th.it sli'ikes the li.iMi‘ii {;riMiii(l 
d.in stii them fioni (heir iiauee Awake or uie' 

'Ihe sill) now hI,i/«-s ovi'ih<'ail Below, 

A livei lin’d with iinri and h.ilf hid, 

Bill (ei iilde as Oce.iii at his How, 

Bushes a|on{'—I’.d.iee .ind pyiaimd 
t'.rey with (he spoils of years, and iiiip,Uly lowers 
'I'iiat ( ost die 'fit.ins (.ill) a thousand lioui's 
Of loll lo hiiild lliem (o die eloiidy Heaven, 

Ai( i(‘ii(, .iiid tiiinlilr In the stie iiii, 

Widi then d.ii'k m.islei's, while ,1 setieuii 
Uiius thioiip,ii die e.iiih, .IS tliuuj;h its iiiniosi he.nt w.is 
riven. 

And thou—liriperi.il tiTror'—FiiJesl-hoiti 1 
Ho.iiy .s.itiuims'—thou whom Heaven and l!.irlli 
Muni) fiom llicir rn Ii (onlimee, as the dun mnrii 
Sprani; fwim (he ('rave of tii(;hl, .1 iriiii(;l(.d hiilli, 

Hall liphi, half il n kness, yet like holh siildime,— 
Awake' Arise' I.lse sh.ilt thou, am ieriL Tunc, 

Father oi m.tny yeais. In; swept away, 

And no hii|)hl i(-4‘ord lefi 
Th.it die yoiiii|' world wept 
When thou, the Patriarch, bank before iisurpmi' day' 


He falls, lie falls; IJis ancient rcifjn is over - 
And on his neck a golden chain is laid. 

And on liis c>c an oyo 

D.irts like die hlindino sun; rmd in his eai.s 
Sounds like the morn, terrible huiiioiiics, 
ll.i{;e, as the ocean ra^cs 
Beneath the eclipsing) moon. ■ 

>7 
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Silence is (^onc: and Night, , 

Glittering with terror, for the first time bares 
Her star~h«wHderd facty and strangely smiles; 

And the winds laugh aloud; and every pore 
Of the blue air, stung w ith a radiant life, 

Drops sweets; and nodding forests lose their gloom; 
And twilight caves are shining, 

Set round with splendours like the set of suns: 

And Music (which had perishM) is bom again; 

And like a bird new-waken’d in the night 
Uttcrctli her liquid notes, from spangled streams 
And fountains,—till the leaves arc touch'd to tears; 
And every valley sinks writhing with joy; 

And every hill aspires, 

Ambitious to behold a new-born God. 

Saturn alone (Heaven’s king and Earth’s) with scorn 
Looks on the time; and wuli impetuous strength 
Tears his harmonions bonds and gulden chains, 

And spurning, with a shout, the obsequious ground, 
Invades the sliriiiking air. 

—He rises, like a ruin, 

Loosen’d by earthquakes from its deep foundations, 
And hung in the days of plague 
O'er some had city, wliose wide streets are thronged 
With millions, stained with death, yet fearing woe. 
lluw, if he so descend ?— 

He springs,—he rises: 

His course is like the comet's, fierce and bright 
So the dealh-liiintcd serpent, crowned with wrongs, 
Springs from the reetls of NileSo that vast snake 
Strong as a tempest, that lays waste whole lands, 
Darts, like a wrath, from out his Asian haunts. 

And gripes the groaning lion till lie dies. 

lie rushes through the air: the sullen air 
Avoids him, and his wings, out-spread in vain. 

Flap on the void. His strength departshe falls.— 
As some brave swimmer whom the waves o'ermatcli 
Looks f.ir to land—iu vain. 

So doth the aged S.-tluru's starting eye 
Glare on the faithless sky its red reproach, 
hs first,—itsh-ist. The fiery Pliu>bus 
Sheds all his ire on that unshclter’d brain. 

He falls; and not a voice 

From Earth or Heaven is heard to speak for him: 

No tears (though false) are shed: no heart is touch’d 
With human anguish for a God dethroned. 

He falls,—he falls—he falls, 

Ten thousand fathoms down, 

And the duskv crown 

Is stripped for ever from his kingly brow. 

His son !—Hit sort is King! 

Hark!—the Heavens ring: 

JuvB is elected Lord of life and woe: 

His thunders speak; his lightnings come and go 
His pomps arc all around ; 

Bright light and mighty sound 
Attend him, and his radiant armies flow 
Like rivers round the throne; 

Hb is God alone. 

Aad where is Saturn 1—On what silent shore 
010^ he lament his wrongs and old exile? 
te what dull woods whereon no Summers smile, 

Aad all the Springs (if aby were) are o’er? 


Where autumn and her bounty arc not Known; 
Where Winter pincth for his icy crown. 

And the long year, breathing one endless sigh,’ 
Stripped of the seasons hath not learned to die!— * 

—Saturn the king is gone:—perhaps in vain 
He liowleth to (he heedless winds his pain. 

No matter;—Such great end 
Is surety worth a friend : 

The Father falls,—but, look! the Son doth reign! 


O Saturn, fallen king! 

Older than the firmament;—Before the Sun, 
Before the Moon, before the glittering Stars 
Thou wost;—and art thou gone!— 

Oh! could I with my verse 
Stay tliy chained ruin, 

Straight I would rehearse, 

Though my own undoing 

Followed, as the night 

Followctli the bier of the pale twilight- 

But, ah! in vain, in vain ! 

Down-smitten by tlic sun's 
Kays, immortal pain 
Through thy furrows runs, 

Like the fierce quick lightning. 

When the storm is brightening. 

And teais, as from huge fountains 
Where the Sea is nursed, 

Spring,—and lo I the mountains, 

Moan until they hurst: 

The great throne that bore thee 
Shrinks to dust before thee. 

Every thing that «war» 

Pines its life away; 

So shall all things pass 
Which have birth to-day * 

What i>» joy or sorrow 
But—To-day—To-morrow ’ 

Life shall rc-assume 
Its peculiar birth: 

Tlioiigh it Mek the tomb 
It shall seek the earth 
Again; and like a star, 

Or as angels are. 

Winged witli ctherial beauty fair and free, 

Shall tlirougli finer regions flee, 

More bright, more soft, more green, 

Than ever here were seen 
In Tempe's valley or Idalian groves; 

Yet there the Cretan doves 

Sang to the silent branches without fear, 

And not a voice was near 

Save hers who for the lioy Narcissus sighed, 

And, too much loving, died. 

Love in etherial light cannot outravc 

Its strength, nor perish from excess of scorn : 

But, like the zephyr lo the wild sea-wave,— 

Like echo to sweet music,—like the mom, 

Whose pearl-bright sorrow doth the leaves adorn, 





I 


THE GENEALOGISTS, 


i31 


It givetit strength and grace. Its boundless range 
Is all the blue dominion of the sky; 

It cannoLpass away; it cannot change; 

BuCdike the perfumed ether spreadails power 
.O’er the celestial vales and arure hills. 

And with immaculate passion stirs and hits 
>, All hearts, while Beauty—the eternal dower 

(XHIeaven, grows brighter still through each transcendant 
hour. 

• 

Here, on this dusty earth, perhaps the Spirit 
Of hove may droop, or soil its radiant win(;s: 

Perhaps a^something it may chance inherit 
Of what is around and yet the bird that sings 
In prison learneth a mtdodious strain, 

And often its sweetest song is bom of pain. 

So, in the land of sorrows, Love may shine, 

Through clouds—through te.ir8 perhaps, yet still divine, 
Divine as beauty—as the light of truth. 

And fed willi p.ission and immorbil youth, 

And music, like some while eiK'hanlcd bird 
In old times on Arabian waters heard. 

Oh! then Imagination was a God, 

And on the world with radiant steps ho trod. 

And every leaf he touch'd, and every hue 
flo glanced on became bright, and all was true: 

And still—as soft as fable, Nature sings 

Still in thu sbailowy wooils and haunted springs: 

And buds at bre.ik of morn sidl wake the sun, 

And some (more sweet) stilt cb.iunt when d.iy is done. 
And some tlie night-wind witch with amorous sighs: 
Only tlic swan is mule—until it dies. 


—No more—no more—no moix’. 

The hour of dream is o'er; 

And troubles of tlie woild bloom out anew; 
But youth—and sunny day— 

And beauty—where aie they?— 

The earth lias lost its green ; the sky is blue. 


No more with pastoral pipe 

Shall 1, when tlie year is ripe 

(Falling in golden showers, and odorous drops 

lied as the ruby's light), 

Solace the p.dc twilight;— 

Alas 1 the muLincholy music stops. 

In vain the reed is blown: 

No sorrow save her own, 

The watery Syrinx will allow to rise; 

But,—ns though Pan still wooed. 

And she ag.iin (pursued) 

Fled o’er the amorous shallows,—so she sighs. 

Slie sighs—like winds at eve, 

Like lovers’ tongues that grieve, 

Like tones—oh! never to he heard again, 

Like voices from the sea 
Where the sca-inaids be, 

Like aught of pleasure with a touch of pain. 

A more melodious time 

Never beneath the moon 

Was utter’d, since the Delphian girls were young. 

And the chaste Dian, bright 

With lieaiity and delight, 

Lay listening on the mouiitaius, while they sung. 

A more entrancing song 

Was never liorne along 

'flioelberoid sky, when at grey opening morn 

The licry horses rise, 

Like victon from thu skies, 

Trampling the stars away till day is born.— 

—Alas!—no more may I, 

P.ile Syrinx, sigh for sigh 

Give theeGomphuiiiiig not my song 1 euase.— 

—A spiiit came and IlhI 

My soul amniigst the dea<l, 

And vanish’d. Wliat is left,—but silence—peace? 


A FRAGMENT. 


TO THOMAS HOOD, ESQ. 

AlY DBAB Sia, 

1 OFFER this ffagriieni to you, partly iK^causc you aie 
a lover of the miithful, as well as of the serious; but 
principally because 1 am anxious to incite you, by this 
open acknowledgment of your rare poetical powers, to 
exercise them for the gratification of the public. 

I would not be thought forward in thus becoming 
the herald of your reputation; but 1 am neverthcli^s 
desirni^s of saying (what I have never before said to you) 
that, believing your poetical faruUy to be cr|nal to very 
bigb accomplishment, Isliall venture, in case you enrol 
•your name amongst the living poets, to look forward 
with confidence to your complete success. 

. I am very sincerely yours, 

• n. C. 


THE GENEALaUSTS. 

A FRAi'.UL.NT. 


I. 

Two China>mcn, some thousand years .igo, 

Lived by, on, at, or near the Yellow Diver: 

The name of one was Phang, and t' other Fob, 

And both (but't was in China) were d(.*em’d clcvci: 
Some said, indeed, that Phang was rather slow, 

Yet sure to do his best in each endeavour: 

Others avert'd that Fob was like the sun, 

(Not bright, but quick)—you wish'd ?—your wish was 
doue. 
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II. 

Now, Phan{j—(ihu slow man)—was by taste aud trade 
A juinrr, making rtiairs, stools, tools, and all 
Tliosc tiiiof’s; and Fob .in artist, ready made, 

Wlio painted doors and pictures, {jrcat and small, 
Si(»ns, symbols, likenesses, both man and maid, 
lM:ikin(; the crooked str.iit'ht, the little tail,: 
lie p.ainiej quirk, and cheap, and didn’t cozen, 

And always {jave in thirUxm to the dozen 

III . 

Phnnf; had an only child,—a youth—a son; 

Not like the ChincM.* lhin{'s we see In town, 

Poor wandering drones, on whom a fn^'hlful sun 
Has east its common kitchen colours down; 

Itut slim, (;ciituel, tIion}’h not averse to fun, 

And o’er his hack .i t.iil liiiii|; Ii.tir-vvay down, 
lie was a be.iii, in short, ins fare w.is f.iir, 

And quite imeopper'd, wliich is curious there. 

IV. 

Copper's an odious colour—for a face • 

It courts (full never answers) observation , 

Thoiip.h 1 ran’t stiy that it icfleets dis|jiare, 

As is .supposed hy some more serious nation : 

1 only mean, one mi{;ht supply its place 
(Siiitiiq; (iiir ai'i*, of eoni'sc, or the oi'c.ision) 

With while Or ».iriniiie, or some other hue, 

Pink, In own, or anylhin^j, in short,—but blue. 

V. 

nine—bill I must not wander from my tr.ick 
1 hit off wiib, 1 think, Ph.<iq;’s <• only child," 

A luTo with .1 tad half down Ins baek. 

At which the ladies of liN cnnniry smiled, 

Sij»h‘d, fuir<l their f ins, unl'iirr<l, .ind made’em ernck — 
(The pretly souls aie iMsily he(‘,iiih‘rl. 

A tad in China, and a sish and sabre 

Here, save yoiin(]; ('cnlleini ii a woildof labour.) 

VI. 

The name of tills Adonis w.is- •but reader, 

You must not think the hast and West the same 
Theie Love is led, and licic lie is a Ic.idei ; 

Ileic heaiity is .i boast, and there a Idame; 

III Kn|;lan(i with waim Mj;hs, wild words we feed her; 
In(}hina they pufer her cold and tame. 

I'y this 1 tiicjn to say—the Chinese notion 
biffcis from uni's on this side of the ocean. 

VII. 

Tlie name of this Adonis was—(Jhan|;-lio, 

Only sixteen, yet he was quite a man: 
lie IovihI the dau{>;hler of the painter I'oh, 

And talk’d—(lh.it is, as well as dandies can, 

Their talk at liest is trashy, and below 

Man’s level,—reacliinj; but the blockhead's spau)— 

lie bilk'd ns lover should who love discloses, 

Likening her neck to snow, her Ups to roses. 

VIII. 

They met in secret. Tlirough the azure liours 
Of night they changed soft vows and kisses sweet, 

And swore by all the lieavcnly (Chinese) powers, 

Tliey ivoiiM, upon the Feast of Lanihorns, meet:— 
(Tlicir lanthorns, hy the bye, are not like ours, 

But made of paper, oil'd, and very neat: 

The feast is like otir holy annual dinners, 

Frequented equally by saints and sinners.) 


IX. 

They met upon the Feast of Lantliorns,—pale 
As possible (in China) lookeil the maid: 

Cli.ing-lio, in yellow boots and plaited tail, 

Met lier, half-fond and more than half afraid. 

The lady who came first began-to rail 
(And kidies, as we well know, can upbraid): 
f)n wliK h Cb.ang-bo swore out, hy Fum and Fo-am.** 
tie wished to Cad, that he liad stayed at home. 

X. 

Tliis led to some discussion:—IIow it ended 
I leave all folks who know the sex to guess. 

He kissiai her,—once; she vowed she w'as offended : 
Another,—she w.is angry still,—but less. 

He then s.iid that he loved; but, (/'she blended 
Siieli .icidh willi her sweets, wliy she mint bless 
Some happier in.in—(Our phrases are orr.itlc— 
Liroiicous 1 should say—when we 're emphatic.) 

xr. 

—They met upon the Feast of Lanthonis. Love! 

In thy dofiiiulon are not lovers’ eyes 

Fnnugl) to guide them?—Can they elsewhere rove 

Save to c.ich other's arms’—Old sacrifice! 

(Of time and lanthorns) is not Heaven above 
’Sli mieil of its lustre hy thy lights .and lies,— 

Thy se.iiidals,—wondciings,—.ihout rum and IIo 
iViid all ihy stupid wooden kings below?— 

xn. 

I hate nil folly,—fuss. I Jiate pretence 
’Bout i< hoiiuur,» u lie irt,* ami « gentlemen,» anil '■< st.i 
lion,f — 

And all that sort of thing. I luito that mou's 
I Poor noughts should thus be tbrust on oliscrvaliuu: — 
For MIC, I don’t believe 'em—(no offence!) 

Belter a bit for all siu h protestation. 

I think tliat men are li.id, and women good, 

.Vnd liolli —1 mean in China, made of wood. 

XIII. 

Though here I may be wrong: the wood may In- 
But in the hoail; the hodyni.iy be ph.mt, 

.And IIcsli,—it must be so, and pretty free, 
l.Ise how eouhl (^liinosi' lawyer lotind lus cIk'iii 
T wist (while a <lneat’s itieic) liis gripe, and !>o 
Like llerriiles about the e.irlb-born giant? 

How could they d^c cups,—saucers,—or paint sfueeo’ 
Or pick oiirvulots’ pockets of toli.icco? 

XIV. 

Yet now iny logic's bail:—the thing is plain:— 
i've diMwn a false eonclusion— I confess it. 

This owning costs me to he sine some pain; 

Thongli none pci haps but modest men would gi(o<> it, 
And yet tlic fault of which I here complain, 

Might have been hidden, had I chose to dress it 
In looser words, and made a large conclusion,— 

Rut I forgot the thing in my confusion. 

XV. 

But to return;—and, now I think on’t, I ’ 

ILivc quite foi*gotten Co describe the lady : 

Her name was Fold, a bninetre, and nigh 
A bl.ick; her eyelashes were long and shady; 

And ’ncalh them did she peer—prim, shrewish, sly;— • 
And did Cbaiig-ho know this?—Why 1 ’in .afraid he 
Did not: for Fold seemed as site had twice his 
Small stock of yirtiie, but without Ids vices.* 
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XVI. 

Her little feet, were cabin'd and conlincd 
In swafclies of linen, fine, and while, and thiiii 
And as her feet were iit'i*>uird so her mind, 

Her studies ending where our girls’ begin. 

She knew a few wor. such as u 3 Ien,n uM.^nkind,* 

« Love,» > beauty,» itlca,* utoys,* ■ virtue,* « woman,* 
* «S1I1.* 

But nothing mure. Her hooks were human faces : 

She read, and put them lu their propt'r pbees. 

XVII. 

Midst others c.anie Cliang-ho's—a blank, without 
A single letter upon any p.agc: 

Ami why’t was ever made ini{;ht cause some doubt. 

I eurtaiiily might guess ;—1 might engage 
To give tile depth, pel haps, of any lout, 

Benii, beast, or hloi-klie.id, with uneiiing gii.ige* 

But after all T would he like some dis.tsii r 
Of birth, or wood-cut by a Get man mustei. 

XVIII. 

And what is llial?—what's any night-mare worth, 
Kxcept by Fuseli?—-A leg of veal, 

A barn, a pig, a pudding ('nealli the giith) 

Snell things, and better, to our sleep i<->o.il; 

Some are of hell, 't is said, nn»l soiiie of e.iilli, 

.\nd some .ire like—[for wh^ should I (onee.il 
'I'he fid’’)—oiii fiiL'iids, who iid<‘ us in ihe il.trk, 

.bid spur us throngli the day with Koini* leiiiai k. 

\l\. 

Wli.ite’ci (Jiang-lio and l‘'olu uere, is nut 

t>iir task. They IomhI —or thought —or s.itd llu'y did , 

'I'hey kissed, and svsnie to sliaie eaeh olhei’s lot, 

Viid do whatever not their p iieiits hid. 

'lliey \u\^ed lliev would n’t It.ive a seerel ihoiighi, 

\nd then, as iisii.il, all then si-rrels hid 
In fine, ()haiig-ho declared he'd inan.tge so 
As soon to gel the full consent from Fob. 

XX. 

But Foil, though wild and lia.sty in some things, 
Tlioiij'lil mu« h of I 111 ill, as v\c shall peieeive soon 
(lake Gnrm.in barons, or dull Spanish kings, 
ho flunk that high hiilii Is .1 heaseiilY boon ) 

And—for some folly to the wisest ehngs— 

Ti.ieed, as he s.iid, his fathers to the iiiooii; 

.\nd nmrh of her bright madness cotdd one trace. 
Though really not her beauty, in his f.ue. 

XXI. 

Fob’s fare was large, coarse, hard, aiul wpiarely luit; 

Ills red-biovvn cheeks like peais that lioiiM'wives l).ike; 
\n<l throii{;lt his hinw a wrinkle like a ml 
It.iii, and hene.tth, two ey<‘s- like wli.ii ilu* snake 
Shows when its prey is near, lialf-ope, li.ilf-shitt. 
Twinkled,—or like a >oiing stir just awak**- 
Ills cats were wide; his hearil w.is long: Ills tail 
But no—I won't attempt it —1 nntst fail. 

XXII. 

I ’ll paint liis mind—his soul, for I suppose 
They liave those things in Chin.i as in Brifaiu. 

Xffey 'vc eyes, cars, month, and something like a nose, 
And a laiigu.ige bigger lh.iii was ever wiiiteii, 

Whether it lias much wisdom in't, God knows! 

Or freedom,—for no poor wretch e'er was smilleii 
ICnough to learn:—>Ve 'll grant 'em wise .iiul free; 
Aliliuttgli I chiefly know tlicoi liy—their tea. 


XXIIl. 

Ilis mind wasMike a windmill; round and round 
It went—and went—and went, from day to ilay, 

And Me\-i leaehed the sky nor loiiehed the ground, 

But foU^-hlowii was tossM about, mid-way. 

Or elw amid a ehuid of piojeels Imuiid. 

And so he lunl,—(utii wisely, hv the wa,,)— 

A hiiidde, or u hlow-h.ill,—laslnoii,—fai le, 

So they weie i.lle .dl, weie all the same. 

WIV. 

Gnnstant to iiotliing hut the moon, and th- ii 
Tiaekiiig her course —«/uv„ eniust' I should siy, rather, 
For Foil heduwed the pl.iiu'ts all wrie iiieii. 

Ami that the moon, In faet, w.is his own fadu-i, 
Althniigli Imt little of the * wlieict .nml • v\henn 
Gould possibly he known, hvwhuli t<. galhei 
So strange a notion,—^hiit I helore said 
That he had eiiriuiis notions on that head.) 

X\V. 

—Tlion huntress, who upon ei’riilean plains 
I'ollowest the stais, and with eold ariows luiglit 
Host pieirc the gieen e.iith though it ne’er roiiiplaiiis, 
ISi'eaiiM'It worsiiippetli tliv heaill\ Night’ 

Si-i' how .1 hegg.ii, heie, lliv sex aiiiiigns. 

\l<‘ .ill the poets wioilg, and he .night’’ 

Sw<-i-t Hiaii, .lit lliou wioiigM hy p.iinler Foil' 

(Jne iiiea sju-edy aiiswei;—■> ves- or » no'* — 

WVI. 

—These gtxidesses in li tilli .lie somew hat o»hl .— 

I waited lor an .iti«>wer full .1 minute 
I ’\e hill a iiimd to .isk liei hrolliei* ('.od . 
lie /iff* .III ear. if I could hope to win il. 

I ’ill told souii* poets III his house have li od: 

I woiidi-i wheihf r ilu-ie's a p.irloiii in il — 

1 wondii wIk-ii* he dines '—1 wondei whether 
He sits or stands,—01 nils and dunks toj;eiher 

WVH. 

i I wondi'C—no . I '11 wondci nothing more 
y \1 aught .ihovi* the moon 01 .iiiglil llial's iiiidei , 
[Unless il he, si.iiiding on some wilii kImh*, 

To III. 11 k the eiirlmg lullows htiiKl m lliundcr, 
t>r hear the hmnmg inoiintaiu hov^I and loar 
As (lioiig,li ’i would spill Its own lieree iie.iil aHinider, 
While far below the .isliis I'lai k ami burn, 

I'lrdvly wlieieyoii i.iirie,—and iiiiisl rcliiin. 

WVMI. 

That trembling of lliegioiiiid beneath ones hx-t, 

As thoiigli ’l would sw'.illow all in its r<*d fury, 

Is leriible, 'i would siieteli .1 nerve of Hteel, 

To hi thus hmiefi w'lilioiit judge or jury : 

'rtn* thing, is n->t lielilioiis, Sir, hut real, 

A iintli, .1 f.irt, .Hid this I ilo assure you : 

I leiriit It 'fin ! own 1 'm no uiiraveller 

fJI Saliiio's siercLsj fr«»iii a friend—a traveller. 

XMX. 

This tr.iveller (whom 1 know, and know no cnwaid) 

A short lime siiici: went up the fl.imiiig cone, 
t)’«r dust, .111(1 lava rocks, and iiveis dower’d 
Vl'iili ileath, and on the siimniii lay alone 
Mid.sl llichhiek ashex, whilst the eialer shower d 
Its wrath, and there he lieinl the mountain groan, 
.\iid liidlow like .'1 ercainre r.iek’d with pain. 

And sigh and moan like one who grieviat in v.iin. 
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XXX. 

Oil! that Vesuvian beast—whose mouth ib full 
Of fire, whose breath is like the furnace blast; 

What was the Ilian horse, or what the bull 
; (The brazen horror) that Perillus cast; 

What is the kraken’s plash, or the strange dull 
Cry of the crocodile when Nile has past 
I By with his floods and left his slimy veins 
Dare to the—thing (what is itT) that complains! 

i XXXI. 

I It utters its red shouts, and all the shores 
And hills and plains—the valleys—the tost ocean, 
Shake like a wild stag when the lion roars; 

And mighty forests totter lu their emotion: 

The shuddering billow lifts its head and pours 
Its white strength out,—as titoiigh it had no notion 
Whither it went, nor care:—the vast noise drowns 
The laugh of cities, and (he strife of towns. 

XXXIl. 

Slowly and slowly a bright river runs 

Down the d.ark mountain’s si<lo, and takes its way— 

Companion’d by quick shocks like minute^uns, 

To where a little village lies,—or lay, 

Till nt the last, light like u thousand suns 
Snig(‘H the wind, and bursts abroad like day 
Trebled, tliricc trebled—a hundred times—In brief 
Beyond all calculation or belief. 

XXXIII. 

And still the river runs, and still the ground 
Sliakes as in travail; and the viney:ml leaves 
Crow black and wither with a crackling sound, 

And here and there some cottage upw.ird heaves 
Itself and falls: and nought is heard around 
But cries of women, and the curse of thieves, 

W’hn amidst plagues and earthquakes alw.iys plunder. 
(—How they can pilfer then to me‘s a wonder!) 

XXXIV. 

Hark! to those noises,—like the rush of cars 
And hulling thon|pi, and countless ratiliiig wheels. 

As though deep earth were shook hy ruinous wars 
Within, while every flaring blast reveals 
nubbles all o’er the sea as tliick as stars, 

And wide rent chasms yawn till the sick sense reels, 
And rivers are suck'd in, and marshes rise,— 

And still the cloudless blue is in the skies. 

XXXV. 

Out now Ocean licgins to roar:—Its deeps 
(Hitherto hid) arc open'd, and light fills 
The o.tvcrns where the lazy sea-liorsc sleeps. 

Who startled from his trance comes up and swills 
Kiioriimus wnvi» in fear,—the dolphin leaps 
Out of his element, and from tlie hills 
The beasts run howling, while the darken’d sun 
Frowns as though Eac^h had lost and Hell had won. 

XXXVI. 

—And still the river runs. At last it stops, 

Huddled and mass'd, against some fence or wall, 

Piling its strength until the ruin drops, 

And then another, and then others fall, 

Then gatdens, houses, trees, the blushiDg crops 
Of grapes, and corn; for nothing seems to pall 
The appetite of fire, until it hies 
Into the hissing sea,—and Uiere it dies. 


XXXVII. 

But to resume—for really after all it 
Will never do and cannot be defended, 

This—this digressing, or whate’eryou call it, 

Wlicre foreign stuff with homespun thus is blended ; 
There may, and will, and must, Mme ill befall it; 
Unless the system be soon dropp'd and ended: 

If it go on there Ml soon be (there the bore is) 

No middle, and what’s worse, no end to stories. 

XXXVIII. 

So to resume—O beauty! 0 the light. 

The love of women when they ’re true—and young! 
Their smile's like morning and their eyes like night! 
And that ambrosian bloom about them flung, 
nidi as a rosy sunset, when the light 
Ik passing, and the vesper bell has rung 
’Mongst the white Alps!—(the hue I mean is rose, 

A hlusli—but pink, as every body knows.) 

XXXIX. 

What is there like sweet women 7—like their bloom, 
Their necks, outshaming the white dove's in whiteness. 
Their small words hallow'd by such fine perfume, 

And their eyes flashing forth such fearful brightness 
As might tlie heaviest blockhead well illume, 

And make him tread like Zephyr in his lightness, 
Their look, their lips, their clasp—Oh! thrilling touch, 
Soft as—but really, 1 shall say too much. 

XL. 

So I ’ll return to Fob :—Well, Fob was proud : 

Not of his pallets, nor In's paintings, no: 

Such pride was poor, he said,—(This was aloud, 

And therefore somewhat odd that I should know, 

For secrets aie the things to catch the crowd. 

And a whisper travels miles where nought would go, 
Save but a lie .— that lieats it by some perches: 

I've heard it tried tn playhouses and cliurches). 

XLL 

Yes, he was proud:—a My only daughter,* said he, 

« My Fold, my sweet darling,n (here lie wept) 

i< I hope to lion (which means to (lad) «<yon 'rc steady. 

For if not,—and some talcs have hither crept,— 

Your friends have whispi'red—yes, T know they Ve ready 
To waken stories that had licltcr slept— 

I know all that, my darling :—but 1 know, 

That if you wed Fhang's son my name's not Foh.n 

• • • • « 

Oh! Fold, gcptle Fold,—art thou bowed 
By misery,—mad,—distract,—a broken flower? 

A China-aster covered by a cloud 7 

Tliy vapours—did they pass in sigh and shower? 

Thy anger—was it long and rather loud? 

Thy love—a taper lit to last an hour?— 

Blown to and fro by sobs, and snuff'd by doubt. 

And damp’d by scorn,—it hiss’d and then went out. 

LIT. 

And when’t was dead, and when her grief was ended 
(Some fifteen minutes, by the Pekin clocks, 

It ran away in tears), like one offended 

By what had given her heart such shocking shocks, 

She tur’nd to spite from sorrow, and so blended 
Her self-reproviugs with such merry mocks. 

That some believed she feign’d, and some that strung 
Passion had made her mad,—but they were wroiig. 
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Llll. 

She was hut (what girls arc too ofleii)—fickle; 

Easily moved witliout or with a reason.— 

()1»! would ye thrive, ye desperate' lovers, tickle 
Your mistress' vanity, and ia due scMSon 
Water your words with tears; but let the sickle 
Spare tiiu gaunt folly-heads, and by dugriMss ou 
lou 11 get high as hei heart,—that crockery shelf. 
And there find fifty figures like yourself: 

UV. 

A shepherd, with his crook half-bent (through age); 
An Alderman in liquor from l^orisoken, 

A soldier with his breast-plate crack’d ;—a Sage 
Wlio turns his leaves in vain for some lovc-tokeii; 

A dandy, « form'd,» as bard.s say, « to engage,* 
Mending his manners while his lioiies are broken; 

A dwarf, in body under height, and blind; 

An officer of sappers—under mind: 


There may be seen the miser, sad but sly, 
Letting his yellow gods at diM-oiin( go 
(Coiu for bare kisstc() ; and the poet shy 
Turning his gold to love, liis notes to woe; 
The high priest with the tenth )>ig o’ the stye; 
IJis amorous notions can no fai thcr go; 


If he succeed}^ 'l is well—the pig's forsaken. 
And if he fads, at least • ho saves Ids haroii.* 


Fold had lovers, though, « she never told 
Her lovc,» to any, sa^e the joiiier's son, 

To whom she languish'll In lie join'd of old, 

And now she railed them over, one by one, 

How she made sad thi> gay, ami tamed the hoh!. 

And with the ganicsier play'd at hoarU. and won ; 

And conquer d cannoiicvis with hc>id-lvlack glances; 
And mow’d down crops (of fooU) at routs and dances. 

I.VII. 

Which should she chusc7—Duke llaii she feared had 
pride. 

And though he (lattered well, he might not wed 
Old Thong w.iK palsy-struck from side to side, 

And clumsy country Ohiiig-ti too ill-hrcd: 

The shaking Ho-:in(f she could not abide— 

That very Maiirlaiin from heel to liead, 

That thing, patch’d, painted, made of cork and wire. 
Old (and almost as ugly) ns lier sire. 




THE DEATH OF ACIS. 

Hicvor purpurouDi T.irmiliir fluminii rin iioi 
FunJil humus Hnrok liit, uinilktii poimliis imiro 
Imminet, f't k'oKc tvxuui unihrsiula 
—>U, tfaliluo. 

ViE(.. Efl. ix. 

Listsn, my love, and 1 will tell yon now 
A tale Sicilian :’t is of fahiilouH times 
When the vast giants livcil and spirits dwelt 
In iiauntcd woods and caves beneatli the seas. 
And some (those were the harmless Naiades) 

Dy running waters. You have heard me tell of 
The se.i-nymph O.ilalCri, Nereiis' child. 

Who loved the shepherd Aeis? 'I is a sweet 
And mournful history, and to think lieve love 
Could bend a rugged Cyclops to his power 
Is pleasant: hearken then. 

There is a time, 

Just the first blush of summer, when the spring 
And his soft rains are passing off, and flowers 
Unclasp their liosoms to the winds and spread 
Perfume and living heaiity tlirniigli the world. 

It is the year's gay manhooil: N.aiure then. 
Grateful and wantoning in idolatry, 
Uoc^homage to the sun.—Long years ago, 

At this gay season, in a cave o’errun 
By vines and boundless clematis (between 
Whose wilderness of leaves white roses peep’d, 
And honeysuckle which, with trailing boughs, 
Droop’d o'er a sward grateful as ever sprung 
By sprinkling fountains, when Apollo drove 


The nymphs to haunt the thickets), Aeis knelt 
At (i.ii.ile.i\ lt‘ct. Slii* gii/ed awlidi*. 

One di’lie.itc hand was prcas'il agamsl her cheek 
That Ihisli'd with pleasure, and her dark hair slreani'il 
Shiuluwitig the brigliliiCHh of her fixed cy(‘, 

Wiiicli on the young Sicilian shepheid’s face 
Shone like a star: the other hand hung down, 

While J8 that Pariiin stone the sculptor liew’rl 
To fashion for the temples of his gods. 

Poerle.ss on earth, and like those forms of old, 

Pall.is, or daik-eyud .fimo, or the i|iic'eri 
Who won the fruit on Ida, sale the sca-nymph, 

Pioiid Gal.itca; till at I ml t>ic raisctl 
Her arm and twined it round hi'r lovers neck, 

And in the genilest inusie asked him then 
Wliv and how much he loved, and if he thought 
'T was strange that she, a high scn-nympli, should leave 
Hit watery palaces and coral caves, 

Her home, and ail imniort;il company, 

To dwell with him, a simple shepherd hoy : 

—But hark ! a sudden sound hurst on their cars, 

And through the disturbed air came words like these. 

■ Hear me, yc rocks, and all ye lioUow eaves 
Where the wild ocean raves! 

And thou, eternal ADtna! on whose brow 
The while and silent and perennial snow 
Sits like a diadem, 1 shout to thee, 

In this my sad extremity. 

Hearken! ye liberated winds that stnty 
From your dark caverns to the day. 

And blindly wander all the world around: 

Say to that world, * I love, I love, I die,' 


BARRY CORNWALL’S I'OKTICAL WORKS. 


And, on your home>n!tnrnin(; sound, 

Cciir the wliitc Gdlut&Vs l>ist rcply.n 

Thus fiom :iii uvurliantjin^ promontory, 

Slinnrcd llic ('ianl Polyplii^nie: tlic seas 
Drew backward as affri{r]ucd at thn sound ; 

The (p'cen woods moved, and tlie li[;ht poplar shook 

Its silver pyraiiiid of leaves: the Fauna 

lloKC lif) to listen, and the Naiades 

Shrank in their crystal fonnliiins. Gloomily, 

And still awhile, the Cyrlo|)s lay. at last, 

lie lified to his mouth a reed, and blew 

A stranip* and sweet preluding syiTipliony. 

lie was a master of his ]ri{7e and know 

[low rveiy note was tourh'd ; deep sorrow mix’d 

With those his moiiutaui melodies, and hove cast 

A stranije charm round Inns iui{;lity tears then till’d 

llis solitary eye, and with sueli noise 

As the roui]h winds orAutiiinii make when they 

Pa&s o%>r a fori-sL and liend down the pines • 

The t;iant sii'Ji'tl. Aj'aiii lie blew liis reed, 

And as the wliisihn^; imisie p.iss’d away, 

Saii(' thus of the lAliiU- (lal.ite.i. 

« F.iii G.-ilatcn, listen’ Ry my birth 
(And 1 e.in tr.iee it in thn sea, the earth) 

I l(iv(‘ yon; not as iiiuruils love a maid, 

Amorous, yet afraid 

i.i’St that her answer chase all hope away ; 

Oil! Galatea, did 1 iioceeleliiate 

Vuii ihroui;h the woi!d,and tell you were divine. 

(Will yon not then he iiinu'?) 

And ever sun; y*^***" praist*, early and laic, 

Tliroiiijh all the rliani;(\s of .i suiunier's day? 

« frond (i.daliM, listen! am I not he, 

Refoic whose maieliless melody 

The liiiest player stills his ihaiioed lute, 

And every s<'a>niaid’s voire is mute? 

Am I not he to whose swlsH .>oi]^ the Faun 
Daiircs with mad ilehi’.hl, 

.\inl, on her cloudy pillow rcslinjj llimii{;h the nii;ht, 
OiiLxm Diaii listens till (he iiioin ? 

0 Am I not, cruel nymph, (;reat Neptune’s child, 

Who circles willi his arms the visible eartli 
(AUliou{;h 1 luay^uot walk the waters wild), 

And sli.ili (hou scorn my worth? 

Yet paulon, Galatea, pardon, for my heart 
Is almost hrokcii, beauty, atid the smart 
Of l.ove may draw from ine 
Words that I must disown in calmer hours: 

1 mean not, novel meant to uii[;cr tliee. 

Listen, my love! aUhout;h in coral bowers 
Thou liidest, now that through the kui*niii{; air 
Starry Apollo lidcs. Listen, my fair; 

The Son of Neptune, from his mountain lii|;1i, 

Calls: Galatea! listen, and reply.* 

lie ended, and the lovers left their cave 
To see who saO{j soswixt, and stood exposed 
Before the pant’s eye. At once he saw 
llis rival and the nymph he loved so well 
Twined in <mc1i other’s arms. « Away!» he cried, 

« Away, thou wanton nymph ! and ihoit, my slave, 
Farlh-hom and base, thou—tlion whom I could shake 


To atoms, as the tempest scatters abroad 
. 'rile sea-sand low’rd the skies, away, away !■ 
j He spoke, and from the (groaning promontory . 
Wrench'd a Imp; ruck, to lift whose massy wei{;))t 
Would strain the sinews of a hundred arms, 

.\iid toK:>'d it row'id the sun: awhile it flew 
Tlirouj'li tlie blue air with whizzing; noise, with all 
Its moss and slnnes and routs and branching sliruhs, 
And slopp’d at List in the mid-air, and then 
DioppVl like a plummet. Oh! the shepherd hoy. 

He fi'lt ihe Cyt lop's wrath, for on his head 
The mighty weight descended - not a limb, 

Or hone or fragment or a glossy hair 

rieriuin'd of all liis beauty. He was strurk 

Dead in a monieut. Galate i! whole 

Fled you to slum the trenihling moiint.iin—‘Wlicro? 

What matters it ? the sca-matds hmrt was struck 

And never own’d a love agiiin. She changed 

(As (Jreeiau f.ihlos say) the slu’plicrd hoy 

Into a slieain, .md on Ids hanks w’otild lie 

Aiul utKT her l.iincnls in such a tone 

As niiglil have moved the rocks, and then would call 

Upon the murdered Acis. He the while 

Kan to the mm, hut oft on siiuiiner nights 

Noim's were heard aiul j)lainiiM> iriiisu*, like 

TIu’ songs you heai in Sicily. Slicpherd swains 

For many an age would lie by that lone sticam, 

And irom its w.itcry melodics eaieh an air, 

.\nd tune it to (heir simple insliiiments. 

Heiiee, .is ’( is tlioiiglil by some, did m.iiiy songs 

Oiigiriatc, and oh! most likely’( is 

That p.istui.d music first ha<l some siichhirtli, 

Rut whether fiom (he running lironks it came, 

Or fiom (lie luslliiig leaves, or wliispeiing winds, 

Oi silver i.ilking lountains, who may lell? 

]( is enough we live and own its powci. 


TIIF. WOr.SlllF OF DIAN. 

SltbPIIKROS. WOMFV. 

FtSSl SIlbPllEHn. 

CoMF liitlier shepherds. See, Apollo dies. 

Some liouis ago and who mi hi iglit ax he? 

His proiui smile (inn'd tin: w.ivcs to silver, and 
Tlie h.df-ripo fruit vei inilioti’d. it diew' sweets 
From herb and (lower, and on the living, eaith 
Sliowci’d beauty. Man was pleased and laugh’d to find 
llis hluod run 4jiiicker and lus licact grow warm. 

Aud maids grew' joyous, for they knew their cheeks 
Wore tlieu a livelier red: and see, he dies. 

SKCOMD siiEpnEan. 

Rut wc must now forget him; for behold, 

Dian is coming. Maik I 

FIRST SnEPOERD. 

How fierce she glares! 

Thus when in angry mood she stretches forth 
Her arm above the w'ateis, doth she look,* 

And as she bares her breast tlu' wiiiiton waves i 
Ilcbel ’gainst Neptune's mastery, and leap up i 
Far as their silver chains will reacii, to da 
The niglit-qucen homage. Then, the mariner 
Who hath forgot his Iiomc-confined hride, 

And maid w hose (lioiights were not of chastity," 
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The merchant who hath ventures on rhe sea, 
And never pray*d her help against the storms, 
Do feel her wrath. 


• SECOND SBBPBESD. 

Look! who is there, Alexas— 
There, tow'rd the East? 


Fright not the llsicyon from her watery nrsi, 

\\ hen on the scarcely moving waves slic sits 
Listening, sore distrest 

^st that the windx, in sullen fils 
Should roine and lift the curling sens on high; 
Yet, if the storm mtoi come—then Diati! tlicn 
Scatter the billows from the Delphic sliore. 

I And bid the iitonsu r>4 of tlie deep go roar 
' Wliere the wild ScylU liowU and raves 
Oh 1 Pan is by yonder brook : n.,rd by thomj foreign caves 


PIBST SBKPREHD. 


Thus ever Uirough the heats of Summer he 
Offers his steaming incense to the moon; 

For which she chafes his burning brow, and gives 
To his parch’d herbs a freshness. Every thing 
That owns his sway then lionours her: rivers which 
Orew hut i' the sun and silent slipp’d away, 

ReHiimc tlieir natural pow’rs and celebrate 
^’ilh music the first coming of the night. 

The solemn owl speaks and the crickets sing, 

And from the springing grass there comes a noise, 

As though to tell tliat ilie earth slumber'd not. 

Tlie nigliliogale alone seems to complain, 

Yec sweetly, and the wanton Zephyrus steals 
Rustling amongst the forest leaves, and plays 
With the young buds and from the hawthorn branch 
Sluikcs half its bloom—but she iinclouds her brow, 
And looks propitious. Kneel, ye viigins, kneel! 

And stretch your white arms tow'rd ihchright’ningsky, 
And siog the hymn to Diati. Goddess, hear! 

IIYMX. 

Dian!— we seek thee in iliis trantjiiil hour; 

\ye call thee by thy names of power ; 

Tiiicina! first (iliat tender name divine, 

Which young and travail’d dames adore and fear], 
Child of the ilark>hrow‘d Proserpine! 

Star-crowii'd Dian I Daughter of Jove j 
Olympian ! Blotiicr of blind Love I > 

Fair Cynthia ! Towered Gybclc! ' 

Lady of stainless chastity! 

Rend low thy listening ear, 

And smile upon us, now the long day's toil, 

Rcautiful queen 1 is done, 

And from tlie withering sun 

Save thou and bless the parch'd and fainting soil; 

So may thy silver shafts ne’er miss their aim. 

But strike the heart of every bounding fawn, 

And not a nymph of thine e’er lose her f.iiiu* 

By loitering in the bccchen glades, 

Or standing, with her mantle half undrawn, 

Like listening Silence, near the skirting shades 

Of forests, where the satyrs lie 

Sleeping with upward face, or piping musically. 

Oh! smile upon us, Dian! smile as thou 
Art wont, ’l is said, at times to look upon 
Thy own pale boy, F.ndyniion, 

When he sleeps calmly on the mountain s brow: 

And may no doubt nor care, 

When thou shall wish, on nights serene and still. 

To staysthy car upon the Latgios’ hill, 

Touch with a clouded hand thy look of light, 

Nor elemental bliglit 

*Mar the rich beauties of thy hyacintliiue hair. 

Queen of the tumbling floods! oh lend thine car 
'To us who seek and praise tliee here. 


Sicilian, dug, t is said, by gi.int men 
Beneath Pulorus’ rugged pioinoiitory. 

On thy white alt.ar w'o 
liiivish, in fund idolatry, 

Herbs and rich flowers such as the summer uses: 

Some ih.it in wlicatcn liclds 

Lift their red bells amidst the golden grain: 

Some that the moist earth yields. 

Beneath the shadows of those pine trees high, 

Wliicli, branching, shield the far Thessalian plains 
Fiorn the fierce luiger of Apollu's eye. 

And Some th.it Delphic swains 
Pluck by the silver springs of Gistaly. 

Yet, there (llnis it is said) the waiiioii Muses 
Tlieir d.irk .iiid tangled locks udnriiing, 

Lie sirelcli'd on green slopes 'ncalli the laurel boughs, 
Or wc.\ve sad g.irhinds for their brows; 

And though lliey slum thee through the livelong night, 
Bend their bright eyes liefore tlic God of morning, 

And hail with shouts his fiiBt return of light. 

Now and for ever hail, great Di.in!.—Thou, 

Bofnie whose moony brow 

The rolling planets die, or lose their fires, 

And all the biMvery of Heaven retires. 

There Saturn dimly turns within his ring. 

And Jove looks pale upon his burning throne; 

There the great hiintcr-king, 

Orion, mourns with w.ilery glare 
The tarnished lustre of his hhizing sone; 

Thou only, through the blue and starry air, 

In uii.ihated beauty ridest along, 

Coiitpanion'd by our song. 

Turn hither, llicn, thy clear and stedfast smile, 

To I'racc our liiiinhh: welcoming, 

And m.iy thy pool’s brain 

He free from all but Chat so famous pain 

Wliieh soineiimcs, at the still midnight, 

Stirs its creative fancying^ while 
(Cluirin’d by thy silver light) 

lie strives, uot vainly then, liis sweetest song to sing. 

A VISION. 

Tills i« little nioni thon the recolleeitonof an oetnal (Ireant. 

The night was gloomy. Tlirough the skies of June 
Roll’d the eternal moon, 

'Midst dark and heavy clouds, that bore 
A shadowy likeness to those fabled things 
That sprung of old from man's imaginings. 

Eich seem’d a fierce reality: some wore 
The forms of spliinx and liippogriff, or seem'd 
Nourish’d among the wonders of the deep. 

And wilder than the poet ever dream'd: 

18 
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And there were can—steeds with their {Avud necks bent. 
Tower, and temple, and broken continent: 

And all, as upon a sea, 

In (he blue ether floated silently. 

I lay upon my bed and sank to sleep: 

And then I fancied that I rode upon 
The waters, and had power to call 
Up people who had lived in ages gone, 

And scenes and stories half forijot, and all 

That on my young imagination 

Had come like fairy visions, and departed. 

And ever by me a broad current pass’d 
Slowly, from which at limes up started 
Dim scenes and ilUdefined shapes. At lust 
I bade the billows rcndei up their dead, 

And all their wild inhuhitiintsj and 1 
Summoned the spirits who perish’d, 

Or took their stations in the starry sky, 

When Jove himself how’d Iiis .Saturnian head 
Aefore tlie One Divinitv. 

First, I saw the landscape fair 
Towering in (he clear blue air, 

Like Ida's woody summits and sweet fields, 

Where all that Nature yields 

Flourishes. Three proud shapes were seen, 

Standing upon the green 

hike Olympian quc<‘ns descended. 

One was adorn’d, and one 

Wore her golden tresses hound 

With simple flowers, the third was crown'd, 

And from amidst her raven linir, 

Like stars, imperial jewels shone. 

—Not one of those figures divine 
But might have sate in Juno's chair, 

And smiled in great equality 

On Juve, though the blue skies were shaken * 

Or, witli superior .aspect, taken 
From llebc’s hand nectan-aii wine. 

And that Dardanian boy was there 
Whom pale OFnonc loved : his hair 
Was black, and curl’d his temples 'round ; 

His limlis were free and his forehead fair, 

And us he stood on a rising ground, 

Ami back his dark locks proudly toss’il, 

A shepherd youth he look’d, but trod 
On the green sward like a god; 

Most like Apollo when he play’d 
('Fore Midas), in the Phrygian shade, 

With Pan, and to the Sylvan lost. 

And now from out the watery floor 
A city rose, and well she wore 
Her l^anty, and stupendous walls, 

And towers that touch’d the stirs, and halls 
Pillar’d with whitest marble, whence 
Palace on lofty palace sprung; 

Andover all rich gardens hung. 

Where, amongst silver waterfalls, 

Cedars and spico*trees and green bowers, 

And sweet winds playing with all the flowers 
Of Persia and Araby, 

Walked princely shapes: some with an air 
Like vrarriors, some like ladies foir 
Listening, and, amidst all, the king 
Nebuchadnezzar rioting 


In supreme magnificence. 

—This was famous Babylon. 

That glorious vision pass’d on. 

And tiien I heard tlic laurcl-branchcs sigh 
That still grow where the bright-eyed muses walk’d 
And Pelion shook his piny locks, and talk’d 
Mournfully to tlie fields of Thessaly. 

And there I saw, piercing the deep blue sky, 

And radiant with his diadem of snow, 

Crown’d Olympus: and the hills below 
Look'd like inferior spirits tending round 
His pure supremacy; and a sound 
Went rolling onwards through the sunny calm, 

As if immortal voices then had spoken, 

And, with rich noises, broken 

The silence which that holy place had bred. 

1 knelt—and as I knelt, haply in token 
Of thanks, there fell a honey’d shower of balm, 
xVnd the imperial mountain bow'd his hoary head. 

And then came one who on the Nubian sands 
Perish’d for love; and with him the wanton queen 
EgYP*'^(i> statu was seen ; 

And how she smiled, and kiss'd his willing }iand.s, 
And said she would not love, and swore to die, 

And laugh’d upon the Boman Antony. 

Oh, matchless Cleopatra! never since 

Has one, and never more 

Sh.'ill one like thee licad on tlic Kgypt shore, 

Or lavish such royal magnificence. 

Never shall one laugh, love, or die like thee, 

Or own so sweet a witchery. 

And, brave Mark Antony, that thou couldst give 

Half the wide world to live 

Willi that enchantress, did become thee well, 

For love is wiser than Ambition.- 

Oueeii and thou, lofty triumvir, fare ye well. 

And then 1 liuard the sullen waters roar, 

And saw ihem cast their surf upon the strand, 

And then rebounding towaid some far-seen land. 
They wash’d and wash'd its melancholy shore: 

And the terrific spirits, bred 

111 the sea-caverns, moved by those fierce jars, 

Hose up like giants from their watery bed. 

And shook their silver hair against the stars. 

'I'hcn, bursts like thunder—joyous outcries wild-^ 
Sounds as from trumpets, and from drums, 

And music, like the lulling noise that comes 
, From nurses when they hush their charge to sleep, 
Game in confusion from the deep. 

Mothought one told me that a child 
, Was tliat night unto the great Neptune born; 

And then old Triton blew his curled horn, 

And the Leviathan lash'd the foaming seas. 

And the wanton Nereides 

Came up like Phantoms from their coral halls, 

And laugh'd and sung like tipsy Bacchanals, 
lill all the fury of the ocean broke 
! Upon my ear——I trembled and awoke. 

CROMWELL 

SoMRWBAT apart, but undistinguish’d all 
From those around, sate Cromwell. In his eye 
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Collected, peer'd deceit: yet withal blazed 
A stern and steady (Ire: half liypf>crite 
And zealcU half was he, and had become 
Perchance, but that the dawnint; light then shone, 

A dark inquisitor, and fit to share 

Those works of fire, whereby the cowled monk 

Was wont coniiince the writhing heretic. 

At last he slowly rose.—Silent at first 
lie stood us night: gloomy his hrow, but touch’d 
*And elevate by fanatic thiine, that rose 
F.Jr from the heart. Like some dark rock, whose r»fl> 
Hold nitrous grain, whcn*on the lightning fires 
Have glanced, and left a pale and livid light. 

So he, some corporal nerve being struck, stood there 
Glaring, but cold and pitiless.—Even hope 
(The brightest angel whom the heavens have given 
To lend and cheer us onwards) shrank aghast 
From that stern look despairing. 


A liAUNTKI) STREAM. 

of oltjcciii ull iiiuniinats I modu 

liloli n^KUM 

It is perhaps a fable: yet the hind 
Tells it with reverence, and at limes I deem 
The tale allicil to truth. They say yon brook 
That circle's wilh its silver arms that grove 
Of forest trees, is—h.iiinted. n.iy, you smile, 

■hit I was horn beside il, and tbrough life, 

Aye, 'mi.lst the jai’iin{p» of this hitler world, 

In pain, in calumny, my mind hath dwelt 
Fpon this stream as on some holy ilioiight. 

Sec where it w.intlers from its mossy cave, 

And toward the dark wood, like a bashful thing 
Siirpiised, runs trembling as for succour. Look' 
Siieh strciims as these did Dian love, and such 
Naiads of old frequented. Slill its f.ice 
Is clear as truth; and yel—il roams like error. 

In former tilings, rivers were celebrate. 

One told how Aeheloiis dived beneath 
Sicilian seas, to meet hisnympli divine. 

The hluft Arethusa; one (• the loftiest*) sung 
The rough Scamander, ob, and liow be nislid 
And mingled with Trov fight; atnl some did tell 
I Of .Aganippe’s fount, of llippocrenc, 

And Siinois, and • imniortil CasUly.t 

Come then, my stream, and I will sing of thee. 
Worthy from beauty, oh! but worthier far 
From sweet associate pleasures. Thou to me 
Art like the glass of memory, where the mind 
Secs, charm’d and soften’d by thy murmuring, things 
It elsewhere dare not dream of; things that lied 
With early youlli, and went-l know not whither 
Shallows for^pil, and iiopc that perish d.— 

—Beautiful river! on thy Iwnks remote 
Still docs the half-sunned primrose waste its sweets, 
And tl|pt {Mile fiower that loves the valley (while 
Like purity) comes forth; blue violets, 

The wild-brier-rose, and spoiled daisies, which 
’The young year scatters on the sward, and all 
1 That June or April love, or Autumn spares 
Amidst her golden bounty, live unhurt. 

Here, on May mornings, 1 may hear the thrush 


Pour from his silver throat sweet music; and, 

'Neath summer stirs the nightingale—(for she 
Is queen of all earth’s choristers, and holds 
Acquaintance with the evening winds, wliicli waft her 
Sweet tidings from the rose). The stock-dove here 
Breathes her deep note complaining, till the air 
I Seems touch’d, and all the woods and liollov's, sighing, 
Prolong the sound to sadness. Hark! a noisi'. 

SONG. 

Look upon these • yellow sands,* 

Colour'd by no mortal h.mils: 

I^ok upon this grassy bank, 

Crown’d with flowers and OKiers d.ink 
Wbercon the milk-white heifers feed 
(White as if of lo's breed) : 

Look upon these glassy waters, 

Where earth's loveliest daughters 
Bathe their limbs and fna'beads fair. 

And wring their dark and streaming hair. 

Ilcrt>, if on summer nights you stray, 

AV iicii rolls the bright and orlnxl moon 
Through llie Millry skies of June, 

A'oii wdl sue the iSphils play, 

And all the Fays keep holiday. 

Think nut that't is hut a dream . 

For 1 (the Naiad of the slre.un) 

H.ive often hy ihc p.ilc moonlight, 

SiNiii them daiH-iiig, Joyous light. 

Some, heedless of the midnight hours, 

Laugh, and wake the sleeping (lowers- 
Some on waler-ldies lie 
And down the wave float silently. 

Some in rirelcs flying, 

Beat wilh iheir tiny wings the air, 

And rouse the zephyr when he’s dying 
Some umible in the fonnliim’s spray, 

And ill the lun.ir rainbows play : 

Alt seem as they were free from rare. 

—Yet, One there was, who at times would stray, 
As on her breast some sorrow weigh'd, 

And rust her m the pine-tree shade 
(The hluc“i*yed queen Tilariiu) : 

She, froiri very grief of heart. 

Would fiom the revel oft depart, 

And like a sliooiing siin-beain, go 
To where the Tigris’ waters sjiine, 

Or the Cashuiere roses blow, 

Or where ibc fir-elud Appennine 
Frowns darkly on Itilian skies, 

Or where,’nuaih Summcrssmilc divine, 

Tydores spicy forests rise. 

—Bill hark! my master Ocean calls, 

And 1 must hie to his coral hulls. 

I Whal think you now?—Believe the spirit; and own 
I The place is haunted. On yon slanling tree 
That dips ito tresses in the wave, 't is said 
Poets have leant, and when the moon hath flung 
Her bright smile on the quivering clement, 

Have tlioughl a strange communion lived lielween 
That planet and tlie stream. Perlnps a nymph 
Of Dian's train, here, for her voice or beauty. 

Was changed hy some envious deity. 

Whate'er it be, it well doth manifest 
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The lives of those who dwell around it: Calm, 

And undisttirb'd its current, never chaf^ 

By the rude breete, it Hows on till—'t is lost. 

But 1 have sail'd upon a stormier wave, 

And, in my course of life, dark shoals were hid, 

And rocks arose, and tbundcrinj; currents clash'd; 

Like when the mighty rivers of the West 
Meet the tempestuous seas; but still I lived, 

And held my way undaunted. Now, I come 
To this sweet place for quiet. Every tree. 

And hush and fragrant Bower and hilly path. 

And ihymy mound that flings unto the winds 

Its morning incense, is my friend; for I 

Did make acquaintance witli inanimate things 

In very boyhood, and did love to break 

>Vii!) shouts tlie mountain silence, and to hang 

O'er flashing torrents, when the piny boughs 

Shook their dark locks, and plain'd in mournful tones 

Mysterious to the barren wilderness; 

And still in solitary spots my soul 

Resumes its youth.—Tliink not that this is all 

An idle folly; lie uho can draw a joy 

From rockh, or woods, or weeds, or things that seem 

All mute, and does it'—is wise. 


STANZAS. 


And now niib gloams of half-oxlSn((uiiVd tLougbt, 
With many rei«((iiiiloni dim nnil faint. 

Anil wnewliBiof u and perpteiily, 

Tbs picture of the mind ruviTea ogafn. 

WoninwoiitH. 


I. 

I HAVE lived many seasons: and I stand 
Nor low nor lofty on this woild at last: 

Yet with some hope (which I rannot withstand) 

I shall not wholly bow me to the blast, 

Nor, all unknown, like a base weed be cast 
Away, and wither in my wintry grave. 

Shaming tlic soil that fed me: For the past— 

'T is gone: and't would he idle now to rave 
Of wasted hours, or mourn : I am not folly's slave. 

II. 

Yet, like a pestilence, despondence hung 
Upon the spirit of my prime. In vain 
1 sought for cure: lilm wasting fire it clung 
Against my heart—it struck upon my brain. 

Then, like a lion bursting from bis chain 
(For I was not the fool of fantasy) 

I rush'd away, and rid me of my pain; 

And, with that courage that becomes the free, 

Stood on the verge again: safe—for at liberty. 

III . 

In deep emboweting woods 1 built my home, 

For Nature nurses best the sickly mind; 

And when Apollo through my leafy dome 
Came visiting, 1 rose: at eve, reclined, 

I caught strange secrets from the wliispering wind, 

That with its cooling freshness hnthed ray head 
As with Olympian dews:'t was then iny mind 
Gather'd its powers, and sickly visions fled. 

I stood like a man new bom—recover'd from the dead. 


IV. 

It is upon the mountains—the vast sea, 

That we hear Nairn e's language: *t is the tide 
Which roils for ever, speaks « Eternity:» 

The hills declare sIju is to Heaven allied, 

And in the thunder comes her voice of pride: 

Her inirrur is the hike: licr garb the field 
With nil the colours of the Iris dyed: 

Somewhat of mighty moment does she yield 
From every part. To me, her soul she hath reveal'd. 

V. 

For I did woo her In my early youth, 

And sought (he marvels of her lonely ways; 

And often in those fountain depths, where truth 
Springs from its parent source, 1 loved to gnze, 

And watch'd its many wanderings, where it strays 
The world's rude rocks and wildcring woods among; 
And where the elemental lightnings blaze 
I've trod—aye, stood above 'em, while along 
The precipice they play’d, wild, glittering, and strong. 

VI. 

I 'vc roamed amongst the eternal Alps. 1 'vc stood 
And gazed upon the diminish’d world below; 

Mtirking, at frighirul distance, field and flood. 

And spire and town, like things of pigmy show. 

Shrink into nothing; while those peaks of snow 
(Which yi't the winds themselves hut seldom climb) 
Arose like glints from the void below, 

Rut fashion’d nil for everlasting time; 

Imperishable things—untain’d, as't were, by crime. 

VII. 

Oh! ye Unbending mountains! if ye be 

Aught more than human view may contemplate— 

If on your crowned heads the Deity 

Rests his bright fool eternal, when in state 

111 * bends array'd in lightnings; consecrate 

Then stand for ever. Ferchance your heaven-ward loo. 

Infused such feeling, strong and elevate, 

That madness in the soul's bright temple shook. 

Silent yc pointed high. 1 read as from a book. 

VIII. 

Siicrcd ye are. Tlie very eye of God 
Darts roses on ye as it shuts at even. 

The earthquake on your breast liath never trod; 

Nor in vast fragments have your limbs been riven; 

Nor through your heart the red volcano driven, 

That foams in lava-cataracts from its hound; 

Or flings its blazing columns up to heaven, 

Sinking in darkening ashes on the ground. 

Thus Hecla, Etna feel; and all, save ye, around. 

IX. 

And oh I thou viewless Spirit, who dost breathe 
Life on the world: whose home is on the seas, 

And plains, and mountain summits, and beneat^ 

Tins earth; whose couriers are the storm and breeze; 
Whose children, the gay birds—the beasts—the trees, 
And we (the mouarchsof moitality) 

And whatsoe'er hath being. That tliou didst please 
To draw from me the mind's calamity, 

1 thank thee. Thou hast given the world again to me 
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For Dot alone with Alpine heights my soul 
Communed in silence: 'T was from forests deep— 

Tile everlasting ocean tliat doth roll 

Bursting in thundering billows 'gainst the steep;- 

The rainbow that, when summer vapours weep, 

Arches the sky; the free and sigliilcss wind : 

The Moon, the Sun, and (la&l) those fires that keep 
Nightly their starry watch. From all my mind 
Caught light, and strength, and joy, to no one aid 
confined. 

XI. 

Two poets saw I there: one had I seen 
In boyhood mix in many an idle game; 

Since when his hand had gather'd laurels green 
For his own brows, and on the scroll of fame 
Had written his imperishable name. 

Amidst the golden characters that lie 
Dislingiiishabiti there—even as the ilame 
Of moon or sun burns out conspicuously 
Amongst the stars that crowd the bosom of the sky. 

XII. 

Upon his bcaiilifni forehead scorn was sitting. 

And weariness and woe; and o’er his eye 
Shadows of dim tumultuous thought were flitting, 

And passions, which are buried ere they die, 

Fxorcised by the enchantress Memory 

From their dark grave—the he.irt. Rut quickly these 

hike clouds of rain in summer, passed hy; 

And then he wanton’d with the mountain breeze, 

And with the soft mysterious music of the trees 

XIII. 

Held frequent talk, like some familiar spirit. 

And Ills companion young would join him then, 

And tell how mortal creature might inherit 
Ethereal essence here, and haply again 
(Though like a world-ahandun'd denizen) 

Expand into that perfect element, 

Wlmte'er it be, that fills the frames of men 
With their incomparable light. Intent 
Upon that theory sublime his soul was bent. 

XIV. 

And who may tell (though I believe it not) 

But that the soul by meditation may 
Plume its bright wings, and from its grosser lot 
Spring, like a thing immortal, far away, 

Or, as the white Alps mount and meet the day, 
Accumulate upon its airy head 
Thoughts that fine spirits have bequeath’d, ere they 
Lay down iu silence on their wormy bed, 

And conquer that chill voice which sumnions to the 
dead. 

XV. 

1 have seen the Alpine sun-setoh! how weak 
My vene to tell what flash'd across my sight. 

G^n, blue, and burning red, was every streak ; 

Like rainboW'beuins, but trebly, trebly bright; 

The earth, the air, the heavens, were living light: 

My vision was absorb'd. I trembled—then 
Softening his glance, and sinking in his might, 

■ The Sun slow faded from the eye® of men, 

And Aid away. Ne’er have 1 seen the like again. 


XVI. 

Yet have I lain in many a leafy nook 
Sequester'd, hiding from the summer beam, 

Idling, or haply with that charmed book 
Writ by tlm Avon side; and loved lo dream 
Of pale Coivlclia, genlle Imogen; 

Or, on sonic bmok that blid, like guilt, away, 

Hurrying the pilfui'd mosses down its stream, 

Ponder’d, and ofu-n at the close of day 

Gazed on the coming Uoon,and feh, perhaps, her sway. 

XVII. 

It is in high, remoter scenes, that we 
Become sublimed, yet Iminble: iheru we learn 
That blill beyond us spreads—inlinily, 

And we .still clay: or, all admiring, turn 
To where those char.ictei's of beauty burn, 

Which Coil hath printed on the sturty skies: 

And haply guess why we alone may learn 

The world’s vast wonders: why alone our eyes 

Sec far : why we aloue have such proud sympathies. 

xvni. 

For with creation and its iii.iivels none 
Save we, r.in hold commnniiiti. On (lie earth 
Ale many st.ili'ly footsteps, and llicSun 
Shines on eyes biiglit as oiii's: yet hath our birth 
(ilnly) shed round us an immortal woitli, 
beyond the rest: thoiigli with (lie r<»>t we fade, 

And are eiicircicti by as frail a giiili 

To life, .IS they : .iiid iu the de.idly shade 

Wither as quick, and arc as loathsome when decay'd. 

XIX. 

But while we live, the air, the fruit, the flower, 

Doth own lo MS a high, superior charm: 

And the soul's nidiance in our wintry hour 
Flings a sweet summer halo round us, warm; 

And then, the inullitiidinous ibiiigs that swarm 
From the brain's secret cclU, and never die 
(Though mortal born),—Oh! for that boasted balm 
Of life, to raise the mighty when they lie 
Wrecks, both in fwiiie and mind—couiinon mortality. 

XX. 

Seems it not liard, that they whose spirits have 
Engendei’d and matured sucli thoughts Hubllme, 

And lived but for tlie world, must in the grave 
At last sink like the things of folly—crime, 

Krc yet the soul hath bloMom'd in its prime? 

For who may tell how high the labouring thought 
Might reach, if given lo live till afirr-time: 

And what a pyramid it miglit hiiild, how fraught 
With treasures, hut from lime and meditation caught? 

THE MAGDALEN. 


And Wonio who bad wapi her lovellatt dower, 

Tburu bid ber brokua buart. il. ' 


I DO remember it, T was such a face 
As Guido would have loved to dwell upon; 
But oh I the touches of hi* pencil never 
Could paint her perfect lieauty. 1 u her home 
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(Which once fttie did desert) [ saw her last; 

Propped up by pillows, swelling round her like 
Soft liunps of snow, yielding, and fit to beur 
Her faded figure.—1 observed her well: 

Her brow was foir, but very pale, and look’d 
Like sbiiriless marble; a touch methought would soil 
Its whiteness. O'er her temple one blue vein 
Hail like a tendril; one through her shadowy hand 
Branch’d like the fibre of a leaf—away. 

Her mouth was tremiilons, and her cheek wore then 
A Hush of beautiful vermilllon, 

But more like art than nature; and her eye 
Spoke as became tlie youthful Magdilcn, 

Dying and broken-hearted. 


WlSlllvS. 

Now, give me but a cot that’s good, 

In somo great town's neighbourhood ' 

A garden, where (he wind, may play 
Fresh from (he hluc hills fiir away. 

And wanton with such trees as hear 
Tiicir toads of green thrniigli all the year, 
Laurel, and dusky juniper: 

So limy some friends, whose social talk 
1 love, ihf re tike their evening walk 
And spoiul a frequent holiday. 

And may 1 own a quiet room, 

Where the niorning sun may conic, 

Stored with books of poesy, 

Tale, science, old morality, 

Fabh*,und divine history, 
ilangeil in separate oases round, 

Kach wilh living marhle crown’d. 

Hero should Apollo stand, and there 
Isis, with her sweeping hair: 

Here Phidiaii Jove, or the face of thought 
Of I'alhis, or Laocoon, 

Or Adri.in’s hoy Anlinous, 

Or the winged Merounus, 

Or some (hat conquest lately brought 
From the land Italian. 


Like heaven’s own gates cerulean: 

And these I’d gaze and gaze upon, 

As did of old Pygmalion. * 

FLOWERS. 

Thebe (he rose unveils 

Her breast of beauty, and each delicate bud 

O' tlie season comes in turn to bloom and perish. 

But first of all the violet, wilh an eye 
Blue ns the midnight heavens, the frail snow-drop, 
Born of the breath of winter, and on his brow 
Fix'd like a pale and solitary star: 

Tlie languid hyacinth, and wild primrose. 

And daisy trodden down like modesty: 

The fox'glove, in whose drooping bells the bee 
Makes her sweet music ; the narcissus ( named 
From him who died for love), the tangled woodbine, 
Lilacs, and flowering limes, and scented thorns, 

And some from whom the voluptuous winds of June 
Catch their perfumings. 

SERENADE. —(Twilight.) 

Tub western .skins are no longer gay. 

For the sun of the summer has died away, 

Yet left no gloom i 
For ere the Spirit of heaven went, 

Hu strung night's shadowy Insirument, 

And hung on every leaf perfume. 

To each sweet breeze that haunts the world. 

And sleeps by day in the rose-leaf curl'd, 

A waimth he gave . 

He has left a life in these marble halls, 

And beauty on yon white water-falls, 

And still at his bidding these dark pines wave. 

Rii'h is the sun with Ids golden hair, 

And his eye is too bright for man to bear; 

And when he shi'oud.s 
His brow in vapour, and all the west 
Strews gold, as to welcome a kingly guest, 


And one I'd linve, whose heaving breast 
Should rock me uightly to my rest, 

By holy chains bound fj.st to me, 

Faster hy Love’s sweet sorcery. 

1 would not have my beauty us 
Juiio or P.iphian Venus was, 

Or Dian with her crustcil moon 
(KIse, haply, she might change as soon), 
Or Portia, that high Roman dame, 

Or she who set the world on flame, 
SparUin Helen, who did leave 
Hot husband-king to grieve. 

And fled with Priam's shepherd-hoy, 
And caused the niq;hty talc of Troy. 

She should be a wuinaii who 
( Graceful without much endeavour) 
Could praise or excuse all 1 do, 

And love me ever. 

1 ’d have lier thoughts fair, and her skin 
White as the wtiite soul within ; 

And her fringed eyes of darkest blue, 
Which the great soul looketli through. 


Hu looks like a god on liis throne of clouds. 

Yet—/ know an eye as bright as his, 

And u smile more soft, and lips of bliss, 

Oh! lovelier far: 

And .an arm as wliite as the milk-white dove, 
And a bosom all warm and rich with love, 
And a heart—ns the hearts of angels are. 

She listens now to iny wild guitar, 

And she hides her beyond yon lattice bar 
(A girl’s deliglit): 

Y^et she never will let me linger tong. 

But comes and rewards niy twilight song, 

And treats her love with—a kiss by nigliL 

TO-. 

Beauty! never more shall thou 
Gently speak unto me. 

Nor the smile undo me 
(I may (ell (hy witchery uow). 
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Like the lips of Iotc 

iliy sweet carcMmg, 

Grateful as a sudden hlessing 
tailing from the skies abore. 

And is tliy beauty gone— 

And thy voice departed? 

And is thy bright eye bright no more? 

Oh! why were we for ever partc<l 7 

Thou art lying now alone, 

Chain’d in thy lasting sleep, 

In those low chambers of the deep, 

Where sea-nymphs are dreaming, 

And the under-waters streaming 
Silently by the coral shore. 

And not a wiml that wantons here 
With tlic upper billow, 

Oin reach thee on thy sandy pillow' 

So thou wile slumber quiet, dear. 

Thou wast buried nobly; all 

The dements in their pomp attcnde<l, 

And their various music blended 
To grace ihy fiintT.it. 

The thunder miiUor’d along the sky. 

And the liglitnirig lit his toi cli on high ; 

The tempest blew his frumpci o’er thee, 

And the ocean rose and sunk before thee. 

And its moutilains ro.ir’d liariuutiiously. 

For me—T do hclicsvo that we 
Shall meet again in after days, 

Ami I shall, once mure, sec 
The smile I used to praise, 

And touch the roses of those lips, 

And ill the splendour of thine eye 
•{ Now slirouded in a cold eclipse), 

Bask as beneath the sunny sky. 

I would not lose the thought that Hies 
By me, that I shall see thee, dear, 

In the bright bowers of Paradise, 

As sweet (no more) as ihon wast here, 

For uU the promised joys that man 
Hath gather'd from tlio Ottoman. 

A SONG. 

Lib silent now, my lyre, 

For all thy master’s fire 
Is gone.—It vanish’d like the summer sun. 

Brightly the jiassion rose, 

And, till its turbulent close, 
tt shone as bright; though all he wish’d was won. 

Deem me not falst‘, ye fair. 

Who, with your golden hair 
And soft eyes chain man's heart to yours: the deer 
Thus bound by beauty's cliain 
Wanders not again : 

Prisoner to love, like me—never to fear. 

' She whom 1 loved has lied ; 

And now with the lost dead 
I rank her: and the heart that loved her so 
(But could not bear her pride), 
lo its own cell hath died. 

And turn'd to dust,—but this she shall not know. 


’T would please her did she think 
That iny poor frame did shrink, 

And waste .ind wither; aud that Love’s own light 
Did blast lU temple, where 
T was worshipp'd many a year ; 

Veiled (like some iioly thing) from human sight. 

Oh! had you seen her when 
She languish’d, and the men 
From the dark glancing of her fringed eye 
Turn'll, hut return’d again 
To mark the winding vein 
I Steal tow'rd her marble hu^oin, silently. 

What matters this^—thou lyrt>, 

Nothing shall o'er inspire 
Thy master to rehearse lliosi* songs a{puu' 

She whoih he loved is gone, 

And he, now left alone, 

Sings, wlien he sings of hive, in vain, in vain. 


TO A GUILD. 

FaiRRSTof Earth’s rri>sttiiros! 

All thy iunocciu features 

Moulded in hi'auly do become tbcc Well. 

Oh! may thy future ycais 
Be free fioiii pains, and feuis, 

False love, and oiheiV env\, and the guile 
That lurks beneath a ftiendlike smile, 

And all the various ills that dwell 

In this so striinge compounded world ; and may 

Tliy look Im* like the skies of May, 

Supremely soft .ind cleai, 

With, now and then, a U-ar 

For joy, or others sorrows, not thy own. 

And III ly thy sweet voice: 

Like a stn:ain afar 

Flow ill perpetual music, and its tone 
Be joyful and hid all who hear rejoice. 

And may lliy bright eye, like a star, 

Shine sweet and cheer the hearts that love dice. 

And take in all the heuuly of the (lowers, 
lk:i‘p woods, and running brooks, and the rich siglits 
Wliirli thou mayst note above thee 
At noontide, or on iiiterlunar nights. 

Or when blue Iris, after showers. 

Bends her cerulean bow, and seems to rest 
On some dislunt mountain’s breast. 

Surpassing ail the shapes that lie 
Haunting the sun-set of an autumn sky. 

W OMAN, 

I (ioNB from her cheek is the summer hlooni. 

And her lip has lost all its faint perfume: 

And the gloss has dropp'd froiri her golden hair. 

And her check is pale, but no lunger fair. 

And the spirit that sate on her soft blue eye, 

Is struck with cold mortality ; 

And tile smile that play’d round her lip lias fled. 

And every charm has now left the dead. 

f.ike slaves they oliey’d her in height of power, 

But left her all in her wintry hour; 
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And Che crowds that swore for her love to die. 
Shrunk from the Cone of her last faint sigh. 
—And this is man's fidelity! 

*T is Woman alone, with a purer heart, 

Can see all these idols of life depart, 

And love the more, and smile and bless 
Man in his uttermost wretchedness. 


ROSAMUND GRAY. (A FnAOMKNT.*) 

OifCB—but she died—I knew a vill.'igc girl 
(Poor Rosamund Gray), who, in my fancy, did 
Surpass the deities you tell me of. 

Haply you may have pass'd her; and indeed 
Her beauty was not matic for nil observance, 
if beauty it might be call'd, it was a sick 
And melancholy loveliness, that pleased 
But few; and somewhat of its charm, perhaps, 
Owed to the lonely spot slic dwelt in.—I 
Knew her from her infancy; a shy, sad girl; 

And gossips when they saw her, oftentimes 
Would tell her future fortunes. They would n^te 
Her deep hluu eyes, which seem’d as they already 
Had made fast friends with sorrow, and would say 
Hers was au early fate: that she would pine 
From grief—neglect—or cast her youth away 
On love without requital.—She grew a woman: 
Yet, when from some long absence I return'd, 

I knew again the pretty child I left. 

Her hair of deepest chesnut (that which once 
Kell in thick shining clusters), 'round a brow 
Pale as Greek marble, wander'd tastefully: 

But still there were the same blue eyes, and still 
Their melancholy splendour; bearing now 
Proof of the gossip's propliccy.——— 


SONNET, 

TO MICHAEL A.NGELO. 

Michail! thou wast the mightiest spirit of all 
Who taught or (earn'd Itsilian art suhliriio: 

And long shall thy renown survive the time 
When Ruin to lierscif thy works sliall call. 

One only (and he perish'd in his prime), 

Could m.ile with thee; and in one path alone. 

Thou didst regenerate art; and from the stone 
Started the breathing image, perfect great; 

And such as haply, in his after state, 

Man shall attain : and thou couldst trace the rhyme 
That lifts its parent to the skies, thus bending 
To thy resistless powers the sisters three. 

Painting, and Sculpture, and wing'd Poetry. 

—Whom can 1 place beside tbee—not descending? 


SONNET. 

TO - (1817). 

Upon what pleasant slope, or sunny field, 

Sweet, unforgotten girl, are you delaying? 

Or are you with those sportive children playing. 
Whose loveliness time has not quite reveal'd ? 

' Tbo Utter perl of tbti pcen It loit. 


Or with that serious sister, who has scal'd 
Her nuptial bond in joy—are you arraying 
Her, or your own dark hair hind’ring from straying 
Down that wliite bosom vanity never steel'd? 

Or arc you, in unostentatious duty, 

Tending the kindest mother in the world, 

Whose looks are fix'd on those blue eyes of beauty, 
That sliinu as softly as a summer star? 

Yet wherefore wish 1 the dim veil unfurl'd ? 

May joy go with you whereso’er you are. 


SONNET. 

I.MACINATION. 

Or, for tliat wing'd steed, Relieroplion! 

That Pallas gave thee in her infinite grace 
And love for innocence, when thou didst face 
The treble-sliapcd Xlhimacra. But he is gone 
That struck the sparkling stream from llelicen; 
And never hath one riMm in his place, 

Stamp'd with the features of tliat mighty race. 
Yet wherefore grieve 1—seeing how easily 
The plumed spirit may its journey take 
Through yon blue regions of the middle air; 
And note all things below that own a grace, 
Mountain, and cataract, and silent lake. 

And wander in the fields of poesy, 

Where avarice never comes, and seldom care. 


SONNET. 

WINTEIV. 

I LovK to listen when the year grows old, 

And noisy : like some weak life-wrinkled thing, 

That vents Ins splenetic humours, murmuring 
At ills he shares in common with the bold. 

Then from my quiet room the Winter cold 
Is harr’d out like a thief: but should one bring 
A Frozen hand, the which December's wing 
Math struck so fiercely, that he scarce can hold 
The stiffen’d finger tow'rd the grate, I lend 
A double welcome to the victim, who 
Comes shivering, with pale looks, and lips of blue. 
And through the snow and sphishini^ rain could walk, 
For some few hours of kind and social bilk: 

And deem him, more than ever, now—my friend. 

SONNET. 

A FUF.SII MORNING. 

It is a noisy morning: yet the sky 
Looks down as bright as on a summer's day. 

The ocean, curling as in wanton play, 

Doth bare her bosom to Apollo’s eye, 

And every whispering wind that flutters by 
Seems like a spirit charged to greet the day, 

And duly hurries tow'id the East—away: 

For there ihc sun, seen o'er the mountains high, 
Comes smiling on the world. The fruit, the flower. 
Earth, heaven, the sea, and oh! the heart of man, 
And all that came within His mighty plan 
Fling back the glance in joy: And from her bower 
The spirit of A/eJiCaCion comes, to sec 
All nature join in social jubilee. * 
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AN INVOCATION. 

• I. 

tr, at this dim and silent hour, 

Spirits have a power 
To wander from their homes of l^ht, 
And on the winds of night 
To come, and to a human eye 
Stand visible, like mortality— 


Come thou, the lost Marcelia, thou— 
And on thy sunny brow 
Bear all thy beauty as of old, 

For I dare behold 

Whatever sights sublime there be, 

So 1 may once more look on thee. 


Or be thou like a daemon thing, 

Or shadow hovering, 

Or like the bloody shapes that come 
With torch and sound of drum, 
Scaring the warrior's slumbers, I 
Will welcome thee, and wish thee nigh. 


And 1 would talk of the famous brave, 

Of the dead, and their house the grave, 

And feel its wondrous silcntncss, 

And pity those whom none may bless. 

And see how for the gaping tomb 

Stretches its spectral arms—and hear my doom. 


And I would know how long they lie 
On their dark beds who die, 

And if they feci, or joy, or weep, 

Or ever dare to sleep 

In that strange land of shadows. Thou 

Whom 1 do call, coinc hither—now. 

VI. 

But there thou art, a radiant spirit, 

And dost inherit 

Earlier than others thy blue home, 

And art free to roam 

Like a visiting beam, from star to star, 

And shed thy smiles from skies afar. 


Then, soft and gentle beauty, be 
Still like a star to me; 

And I will ever turn at night 
Unto thy soothing light, 

And fancy, while before thine eyes, 
1 am full in the smile of Paradise. 


ON THE STATUE OF THESEUS, 

OITB OP THE ELGIN MARBLES. 

Ate, this is he, 

^ proud and mighty spirit: how fine his form 
moulded like the race that strove 
To take Jove's heav'n by storm, and scaue him from 


Olympus. There he sits, a demi-god. 

Stern as when he of yore forsook the maid 
\Vho doating saved him from the Cretan toil, 
Where he had slain the Minotaur. Alas! 

Fond Ariadne, dice did he desert, 

And heartless left thee on the Naxos iliore 
To languish.—Tliis is he who dared to roam 
The world infernal, and on Pluto's queen, 
Ceres’ own lost Proserpina, did lay 
llis hand : thence was he prison’d in the vaulu 
Beneath, till freed by Hercules. Methinks 
(So perfect is the Phidiaii stone) his sire, 
i The sea-god Neptune, hath in anger stopp'd 
The current of life, and with his trident-touch 
Hath struck him iuto marble. 


« WHEN SHALL WE THREE MEET AGA1N.» 

When shall we three meet again? 

We will meet when tiie storms and rain 
Of Autumn come, and the winds go by 
Our dwelling with a fearful cry. 

And sliake tlic red leaves from Ute trees; 

And when they say that (lie year must die. 
Amongst their dreary harmonies 
Wc 'll mingle a wild hut livelier strain ; 

And sing u We three have met again.* 

Three sprightly spirits arc wu now: 

One upon her maiden brow 
Bears life and heauly, and her smile 
Shall cheer me on for many a mile; 

For I am going for away, 

To See the blue and rhm<Uuss day 
Shine on the fields of Italy: 

What though full many a heavy hour 
May press me with its silent power. 

And 1, upon a foreign shore 
A stranger, feel that touch the morel 
Yet, from amidst thv sadness, I 
Will look upon futurity. 

And half foq^ot my moody vein. 

In the thought that • Wc shttU meet again.» 

When the Autumn nights are long 
Wc will sing some pleasant song; 

And you, uiy friend, whose silver tone 
Makes Music's very voice your own, 

You shall pour your richest numbers, 

And 'wake the silent night from sliimlurrs; 
And, gentle Helen, thou slialt be 
Queen of the hour to him and me, 

And we will braid amidst thy hair 
Roses like thy bosom fair, 

And wc will laugh and worship thee, 

As the spirit of poetry. 

Away, away—for 1 must go 
Over the wild and bounding waters; 

But amongst the Roman daughters 
I shall think of thee, as now: 

And——if a lofty line 
Remind me of thy verse divine, 

Or if some sweet melody 

Should bring a thought of home to me, 

I will neglect the soothing strain, 

To sigh « Oh! may we meet again.* 
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LINES 

riff THE DEATH DP A FEIEMD, WHO DIED AT ROME 
OP THE MAL* ARIA. 

O Roms ! amonfpu thy temples 

And columns with the wild weed crown’d. 

And sculptured capital, that lie 
Struck down, and in the grasp of Time, 

How many a mighty heart sublime 
Lies dead and stripp’d of all its Rime, 
liike those who never earn’d a name, 

Or play’d a base or vulgar part; 

And now—thou hast another heart 
(No butter in the wide world found) 

Buried in thy immortal ground. 

For thou—'(although thy works of stone. 

All in their times renowned known 
As things of mere mortality 
Must perish'—) tliou canst never die. 

But he, the bnrihen of my song, 

Who rame, hut might not tarry long, 

In summer strength hath perish'd. 

Oh ! many a thing hcsiiic the grave 
Whom few roiild love, and none could save, 

Hath he, with weak but hurrying tread 

Pass’d.-And he is with the dead! 

• The deitdn—whom now’t were vain to call 
While lying in their silent sleep. 

And yet we cannot help hiU weep, 

Albeit't is idle, idle all. 

T(icn, let this poor memorial 
Remind some of his early day. 

And to all who loved him, say. 

Though gone, he is not quite forgot. 

While to those who knew him not 

U is enough to tell that he 

Was such a man as men should be; 

That pray’r, nor act, oor love could save; 

Aud that he lies in a foreign grave. 


MARCKLIA. 

-It was a dreary place. Tlic shallow brook 

That rail throughout the woo<l, there look a turn 
And widen'd : all its music died away, 

And in the place a silent eddy (old 

That (here the stream grew deeper. There dark trees 

Funereal (cypress, yew, and shadowy pine. 

And spicy ci^ar) cluster’d, and at night 
Shook from their melancholy branclies sounds 
And sighs like death:'t was strange, for through the day 
They stood quite motionless, and look'd nicthought 
Like monumental things, which the sad earth 
From its green bosom had cast out in pity, 

To mark a young girl's grave. Tlie very leaves 
Disown'd their natural tp'i^en, and took a black 
And mournful hue: and the rough brier,stretching 
His straggling arms across the rivulet, 

Lay like an armed sentinel there, catching 
With his tenacious leaf, straws, wither’d boughs. 

Moss tliat the banks had lost, coarse grasses which 
Swam with the current, end with these it hid 
The poor Marcelia’s death-bed.**—-Never may net 
Of venturous fisher be cast in witlt hope. 


For not a fish abides there. The slim deer 
Snorts as he ruffles with his shorten’d breath 
The brook, and panting flies the unholy place, 

And the white heifer lows and piksses on; 

The foaming hound laps not, and winter birds 

Cio higher up (he stream. And yet 1 love 

To loiter there: and when the rising moon 

Flames down the avenue of pines, and looks 

Red and dilated through the evening mists, » 

And chequer’d as the heavy branches sway 

To .ind fro with (he wind, I stay to listen. 

And fancy to myself that a sad voire, 

Praying, comes moaning through the leaves, as't were 
For some misdeed. The story goes that some 
Neglected girl (an Orphan, whom the world 
Frown'd upon) once stray’d thither, and’t was thought 
Oist herself in the stream. You may have heard 
or one Marcclia, poor Molini’s daughter, who 
Fell ill and came to wantT No ? oh she loved 
A wealthy man who mark’d her not. He wed, 

And then the girl grew sick and pined away, 

And drown'd herself for love. Some day or other 
I ‘11 tell you all the story. 


POUTllAITS. 

I DABAMT, and o’er my enchanted vision pass'd 
Shapes of the cider time (iK’autiful things 
That men have died for!) as they stood on earth. 

Rut more ethereal, and each forehead bore 
The stamp and character of the starry skies. 

First came that Roman Lady from wliose bosom 
The Gracchi twins were born, gracious Ornelia: 

Her raven hair was wreath’d about her brow 
Severe, yet fair and lovely. Like u queen 
Slic trod, niujestie us when .luno thinned 
AKove the Deities, by the side of Jove, 
l.un(ls her proud i>milc celestial, while her Lord 
Showers Heaven’s bounties on the world below. 
Rebind her follow'd an Athenian dame 
(The pale and clcg.'int Aspasia), 

Like some fair marble caived by Pliidias’ band, 

And meant to iinitatu the nymph or muse: 

Mistress of poetry and song was she, 

And fit to be beloved of Pericles. 

Shadow’d by myrtle bouglis site floated onwanls. 

Then came a dark-brow'd spirit, on whose head 
Laurel and withering roses loosely hung. 

She held a harp amongst whose chords her hand 
Wandered for music—and it came. She sang 
A song despairing, and the whispering winds 
Seem’d envious of her melody, and stream’d 
Amidst the wires to rival her, in vain. 

Short was the strain, but sweet: Melhought it spoke 
Of broken hearts, and still and moonlight seas, 

Of love, and loneliness, and fancy gone. 

And hopes dcc.iy’d for ever : and my ear ' 

Caught well remember'd names, ■ Leucadia’s rock« 
At times, aud • faithless Phaon: » Then the form 
Pass’d not, but seem'd to melt io air away: 

This was the Le^ian Sappho.—Then pass’d by " ' 

Another, and another, without names. 



M1SG£LLAMK0US POEMS. 


i47 


At last came one whom none could e’er mistake 
Amidst a million: Egypt’s dark>eycd Queen: 

The lote, the spell, the banc of Antony. 

O, Cleopatra ! who shall speak of l/ice? 

Caily, but like tlic empress of a land 

She moved, and light as a wood<nymph in her prime, 

And crown’d with costly gems, whose single price 

IMiglit buy a kingdom, yet how dim they shone 

Dcncath the magic of her eye, whose beam 

I'lash'd love and languishment! Of varying humours 

She seem’d, yet subtle iu her wildiHtt mood, 

As guile were to her passions ministrunt. 

At last she sank as dead. A noxious worm 
Fed on those blue und wandering veins that laced 
Her rising bosom: aye, did sleep upon 
The pillow of Antony, and left bchiml, 

In dark requital for its baaquet^deatb. 


LINES 

WAITTBN DNDEH AN KNORAVING OF MII.TON 

IIb, ihoiigli he dwelt in seeming night, 
Scatter’d impcrisliahle light 
Aruuiid, and to lliu regions of the day 
Sent his winged thoughts away, 

And bade them search the ways uu high 
For the bright ll.tine of Poetry. 

—'T is to .idvontiiioiis spirits given 
Alone, wl^^arc thc-ms(‘lvcs obey, 

And look at the fare of the inmost heaven. 

He S.IW the burning Hre tli.it keeps ‘ 

In tlie tinfalhom.ilile dc‘4.'p<t, 

Its powers for ever, .ind made :i sign 
To the Morning Prince divine, 

\Vho came across the siilphiiruus Hood 
Olivdirnt to that master c.il], 

And, in Angel beauty, stood 
Proud on his sl.ii'-lit pedcstui. 

Thun the mightv limner dre^v, 

And tincted with u skicy hue, 

The king uf all the damned: the same 
Who headloDg from the Empyrean came, 
With all his fiery cherubim 
Blasted, and millions fell with him. 

lie saw the dreary regions wliere 
Eternal Chaos sate, and there 
Learnt secrets of the wliispcring gloom, 

And faceil the Father of the (pinb, 

Orens; and many an awful thing 
That comes in wild dreams hovering, 
Tumult, and Chance, and Discord, Fame, 
And heard and saw ■ the dreaded name 
Of Demngorgon,* and his soul 
Felt the 8li.-idowy darkness roll 
From night’s throne, and then be told 
To man those signs and wondera old. 



TO A STAR. 


WHITTEN (for a common-place boor) onuer the 
SKETCH OP A CAVALIER CONTEMPLATING A STAR. 

Siov^tom thy skiey road, look down upon me, 
(lespcr—Star of my sod nativity! 


—With no unlioly thought I dare to court 
Thy Iiisiruus eye on me: and as to one 
Known in some Iiappier hours I bid llice hail 
After mv ui'iny wanderin^is. I have seen 
Thy burning gl.ince on lure and peopled lands, 

Civil and savage on the parch’d plains 
Of India and ihc sands of Palestine, 

On tropic waters and on iced shores. 

And on the far and solitary sets 
; O' the south. I ’vc roiim'd (his circular world, and thou 
Hast follow’d me like fate, yet never look’d 
Before with such kind aspect: ’Hiou art now 
Shining above my home, und hallowing 
The sweet haunt of iny infaiicy^l come 
After niy toils and dangers to seek rest. 

And lo\c, and welcoming eyes, and gentle hearts. 

Oh ] thou bright Stir, be now my mesM'iiger, 

.\iid fioin lliy cloudy palace (for the clouds 
Are rolling ’round about (lice) gl.ince upon 
.My mother’s house wilii thy expressive eye, 

And (n the de.ir inliahitaiits, gentle Star, 

I Dan smiling tidings that the boy they loved 
Is conic indeed. Shipwreck'd .ind lo>( for yours. 

Hi* lives ri'dccnied from hU watery grave, 

(.ives, and will be a blessing. And on the check 
> ()f one supri'inely soft and beautiful, 

Light like the cheerful r.iy of a Siiiiinicr moriiiiig, 

So may my owu Olympia know that still 
Juan, the wanderer, lives. 


SONG. 

Slfkh, my I<cila : do not fi'ar; 

Close thine I'yes; thy lluKsaii's here. 

Thy lover ‘s still liiiside thee: 

Then bow can li.irm betide tlice^ 

Sleep, my rose of beauty, sleep, 

And 1 will hush thy murmurs deep, 

And watch iheu while thou slcepcbt. 

And kiss thee if thou wci:pest. 

Yet, may no fears, nor aught (h.U iccnis 
Evil ever haunt thy dreams. 

Dream thou of love and flowers, 

Blue skies .ind happier hours. 

And T, licneath this summer moon, 

Will sing an old reniemlier’d tunc, 

Such as the winds .awaken 
When slumbering leaves ore shaken 

Such as comes, when o’er smooth sands 
The sea-maid spreads her silver hands, 
And sinks, with scarce a motion, 

Back in the calm green ocean. 

Sweet as when tlie star-light goes, 

Tliy dark eyes now begin to close 
On all, on me thy lover: 

They 're shut; my song is over. 

SONG. 

A MAID TO HER LOVER. 

WnxnB's the ring I gave to thee, 

Juan, when our love was young, 

And I upon thy bosom clung 
With all a girl's credulityt 
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In tlie narrow circlet lay 
An emblem as I ihou^lit (ere fcara 
And doubt sprung up in after years) 

Of endless love, that mock'd decay. 

And ila golden round contain'd 
For gentle hearts a silent spell, 

Wilbin whose magic we might dwell, 

1 hoped, as long as life remain’d. 

And am I then forgot by you i 
Oh 1 then send back the idle token, 

For rings are nought when vows are broken, 
And useless all while love is true. 


SEnENADE. 

liiSTin! from the forest boughs 
The voicc-like angel of the spring 
Utters his soft vows 
To the proud ruse blossoming. 

And now beneath thy lattice, dear! 

1 am like the bird complaining' 
Thou above (I fear) 

Like the rose disdaining. 

From her chamber in the skies 
Shouts the lark at break of morning, 
And when day-light flics 
Comes Uic raven's warning. 

This of gloom and that of mirtli 
In their mystic numbers tell; 
but thoughts of sweeter birtu 
Teaebclli the nightingale. 


A DRYAD'S HAUNT. 

TBAV£LLfiR. 

Tais is a lovely spot. Here let us rest, 
beneath this branching oak, and make the grass 
Our bed awhile. Shepherd! this spot indeed 
Were worthy some tradition: hast thou none 
Stored in thy memory, to beguile the time 
While the sky burns above us7 Why, methinks, 

The very seasons meet, flinging the buds 
Of Spring in the lap of Summer. Every tree 
That prodigal Nature gives springs forth, and seems 
The fairest of its kind. The poplar there 
Shoots up its spire and shakes its leaves i* the sun 
Fantastical, while 'round its slender base 
Rambles the sweet-breath'd woodbine: There beside, 
Glooms the dark cypress, and the ash seems to sigh 
Lest it should fling its berries to the blast: 

Tliere crawls the vine; there the pale rose doth hang 
Her head liKe a love-sick girl: on high the cedar 
Stoops, like a monarch to his people bending. 

And casts hb sweets around him—Where arc we? 

OtIIDI. 

1 had almost forgot the place. This was 
A Dryad’s home: Beneath thU ancient oak 
(First o’ the forest) that doth spread its arms 
Abroad, and stan^ again regenerate, 


She lived. She loved, itseems, a mortal, but 
The fairest youth in Phoeis: on his brow 
Sate a mild beauty, (such the ancients paint 
llylas or Hyacinth, or who died self slain, 

Narcissus). —Here she pass’d her life, and caught 
Youth from the clianging year. She loved to lie 
At noontide on yon slope, and muse upon 
Her sad and lonely destiny. At last, 

Quitting her sacred tree (here had she dwelt 

The spirit of the plare) she plunged within 

Yon bend of the Ccpliisus, where you see 

The waves flow darker and tlic ripples sink 

To silence: yet she died not, for some god 

(Then watching from hu orb) saved the poor nymph, 

And lixed her in the skies, a star, *t is thought, 

Tor ever when the setting sun departs 
On April evenings or in early May 
(That time she left us) a pale star is seea 
brightly to shine on that part of the stream 
Wherein she plunged; and ever when it shines 
The trees around the place arc moved, as if 
by airs from Heav'n, and sweetness steams about; 
The dark pines bend their heads: that sacred oak 
Lets fall its leaves, as when on Autumn nights 
The north wind (Winter's iierce precursor) roams 
Amongst the hranches howling, and disrobes 
The shrubs of all their green: pale Syrinx then 
Moans in the retMls, and sweet Agluia (she 
Still constant to the inconstant rivulet) 

Troubles the faint Cephisus' course, and breathes 
Music along the waters. 


THE LAST DAY OF TIPPOO S.VIB. 

Thai* d.iy he 'rose Sultan of half the East. 

— The guards awoke, each from his feverish dream 
Of conquest or of fear: the trumpet plain’d 
Through the far cictdel, and thousands troop’d 
Obedient to its mournful melody, 

Soldier and chief and slave: And he the while 
Traversed his hall of power, and with a look 
Deeply observant glanced on all' then, waving 
His dusky arm, struck through the listening crowd 
Silence and dumb respect: from his fierce tongue 
Stream’d words of vengeance: Fume lie promised, 

And wealth and honours to the brave, but woe 
To those who fail'd him.—There he stood, a king 
ll.ilf-circlcd by hb Asian chivalry, 

In Bgure as some Indian God, or like 
Satan when lie beneath his burning dome 
Marstiall'd the fiery cherubim, and called 
All Hell to arms. The Sun biased into day: 

Then busy sights were seen, and sounds of war 
Came thickening: first the steed’s shrill neigh; the drum 
Rolling at intervals; the bugle note, ' 

Mix'd with the hoarse command; then (nearing on) I 
The soldier's silent, firm, and regular tread; 

The trampling horse; the clash of swords; the wheel | 
That, creaking, bore the dread artillery. * > 

How fierce the dark king bore him on chat day I 
How bravely! Like a common slave he fought, 

Heedless of life, and cheer’d the soldier on> 
Deep in hb breast tlie bullets sank, but he 1 ; 

Kept on, and thu looked nobly—like a king. b 

That day he earn’d a title with hb life. 
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And made hie foes reepect him.—Towards night 
He grew faint, very faint with many wounds: 

IIU soldiers bore him in: thcyiffrepl. ho was 
Their old commander, and, whate’er his life, ' 

Had led them on to conquest. Then (it was 
Hi* wish) they placed him on his throne.—He sate 
Like some dark form of marble, with an eye 
Staring, and strain'd with pain, and motionless, 

And glassy as with death: his lips compress'd 
Spoke inward agony, yet seem’d he resolute 
To die a king. An enemy came, and strove 
To tear away his regal diadem: 

Then turned his eye; lie rose—one angry blush 
Tinted his check, and fled. He grasp'd his sword, 
And struck his last, faint, useless blow, and then 
Stood all defenceless—Ah! a Hash, .and quick 
Fled the dark ball of death: right through the brain 
It went (a mortal messenger), and all 
That then remain'd of that proud Asian king, 

Who startled India far and wide, and shook 
The deserts with iiis thunder, was—a uamc. 


SONG. 

My love is a lady of gentle line, 

Tow’rdn some like the cedar hending, 
Tow'rds me she Hies—like a sh.ipe divine 
From heaven to carih descending. 


Her very look life to me. 

Her smile like the ele.ir moon rising, 

Anil her kiss is as sweet as the honey'd bee, 
And more and more ontieing. 

Ahld is my love as the summer air, 

And her cheek (her eyi** half closing) 

Now rests on her full^htown bosom fail, 
Like Languor on Love reposing. 


Ones, in a dream, I saw a sli.ipe of power 
.And iiiiimaginahlc beauty, clad 
In a vest of brightness stsir-dropt, armed with 
A spear (celestial tcnipor), while aroiiud 
Ulazed circling light—intense—and far beyond 
Those sheeted lightnings, th.-!!, by night, cast out 
Their splendours near the line. The vision spoke 
Cheering, and as it spoke, the air liecame 
Painfully sweet. Such odours os the rose 
Wastes on the summer air, or such as rise 
From beds of hyacinths, or from jasmine flowers, 

Or when the blue>cyed violet weeps upon 
Some sloping bank remote, while the young sun 
(Creeping within her sliellering bower of leaves) 

Dries up her tsars, were nought—fantastical. 

It spoke—in tones calhednil organs (touched 
By master hands) ne’er gave—nor April winds, 
Wandering through harps JColian-nor the note 
Of pastoral pipe, heard on the Garonne banks 
At eventide—nor Spanish youth’s guitar, 
Sght-touch'd—nor strains that take the charmed ear. 
Breathed by the 'witching dames of Italy. 

SONG. 

Thou shalt sing to mo 
When the waves are sleeping, 


And the winds are creeping 
'Hound the embowering chesnut^tree. 

Tlinii shalt sing by night. 

When no birds are calling, 

And the stars are falling 

Brightly from their mansions bright. 

Of those thy song shall loll 
From whom we've never parted, 

The yomig, the temler-heartcd, 

The gjiy, and ail wdio loved us well. 

But we 'll not profane 
Such a gentle hour. 

Nor our favourite bower. 

With a tlioiiglit that tasli^s of pain. 


SONNKT 


Sl'niNG. 


Ir i» not that sweet herbs and ttow'rs alone 

Stai t up, like spirits that have lain asleep 

111 ihcir great inotlier's leed hosom deep 

For nioiitlis, or that (he birds, more joyniiH grown^ 

C.it(’li once ag.iiii their silver summer (one, 

Ami they who late from hough to hough did creep. 
Now trim (heir plumes upon some sunny sleep, 

And sef'iii to hing: ul' winter ovei throwii. 

No—will) an cqu.il in.ireh the immoilal imiid, 

I Ah though It never could he left liehind, 

Keeps pai-e wiili every inoveineiit of (he year, 

And (for high truths are hniii in happiness) 

As the waiin heart i'X|>.iiuls, the eye grows clear, 
And he(») beyond the slave’s or higol's guess. 


iSONNKT. 


SUMMER. 

Now have green April and the hluc-cyed May 
Yunisird awhile: and In! the glorious iiiric 
(Wiiile Nature ripens in his burning noon) 
(kuncs like a young inheritor, ami gay, 
Although his parent niortliiH have pass’<l away; 
But liisgn'cn ciown shall wither, and (he tunc 
That iislier'd in iiis liirtli lie silent soon, 

And in the strcngtli of youth shall he decay. 
What matters this—so long as in the past 
And in the days to come we live, and feel 
The present nothing worth, until it steal 
Aw.jy, and like a disappointment die? 

For Joy, dim child of Hope and Memory, 

Flies ever on before or follows fast. 


SONNET. 

AUTUMN. 

Tbebk is a fearful spirit busy now: 

Already have the elements unfurl'd 
Tlicir banners ■ the great sea-wave is upcurl'd: 
The cloud comes: the fierce winds Iwgin to blow 
About, and blindly on their errands go, 

And quickly will the pale red leaves be hurl'd 
From their dry boughs, and all the forest world, 
Stripp’d of its pride, be like a desert show. 
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1 love that moaning music which 1 hear 
In the bleak gusts of Autumn, for the soul 
Seems gatliering tidings from another sphere; 
And, in sublime mysterious sympathy, 

Man’s hounding spirit ebbs and swells more high. 
Accordant to the billow’s loftier roll. 


SONNET. 

WINTKR. 

This is the eldest of the seasons: he 
Moves not like Spring with gradual step, nor grows 
From bud to beauty, but with all his snows 
<Iomes down at once in hoar antiquity. 

No rains nor loud piorlaimini; teinjiehts Hue 
Vefore him, nor unto his time hidotig 
The suns of Summer, nor the charms of song, 

That with May's gentle sinlh'S so well agree. 

, Rut he, mode perfect in his birth-day cloud, 

Starts into sudden life with sratce a sountl, 

And with a gentle footstep prints the ground, 

As thriiigli to cheat man’s oar: yet while he stays 
Ml* bccius as’t were to piompt our merriest days, 
And bid the dance and joke be long and loud. 


1 SONNET. 

1 

WRITTEN AFTBIt SBKING Mft MACItBADY IN BOB ROY. 

Mscsrahy, tboii hast pleased me miicli: till now 
(And ycr I would not thy (ino powers arraign) 

I did not think tlton luulst that livelier vein, 

Nor that clear open spirit upon thy hrow. 

Come, I will crown thee with a poet's hough’ 

Mine is tin humble br.inch, yet not in v.iin 
(liven, if the few I sing shall not disdain 
To wear the little wreaths that I hestow. 

There is .i Imoyant air, a ]>assionate tone 
That hreatlies about thee, and lights up thine eye 
With (ire and freeilom: it becomes thee well. 

It is (he hiirsiing of u good seed, sown 
Reneuth a cold and artificial sky: 

'T is genius overmastering its spell. 


A STORMY NIGHT. 

It is a stormy night, and the wild sea 
That sounds for ever, now upon the beach 
Is pouring all its power. Each after each 
The hurrying waves cry out r^oicingly, 

And crowdinj; onwards, seem as they would reach 
The height I tread upon. The winds arc high. 
And the quick lightnings shoot along ilie sky 
At Intervals. It is an hour to teach 
Vain man his insigniScance; and yet. 

Though all the elements in their might have met. 
At every pause comes ringing on my car 
A sterner murmnr, and I seem to liear 
The voice of Silence sounding from her throne 
Of darkness mightier than all*—but all alone. 


HKRKAl-TER. 

_4 

The (lory sod (ho Treihoeu ef s dreaai. ’ 

WOBMWOSTS. 

I SAW a Shape of beauty in a dream 
Ga/ing on me. 1 saw her bright eyes gleam 
1/ikc planets when the waned Moon is gone 
Out of the skies. We two were quite alone: 

Rut’t ween us there was drawn an icy bar, 

Tliat shone and sparkled like a streaming star, 

And daunted me, for all the air around 

Was like the coldest springs. There was no sound 

Or motion from the sight that met my eye; 

Yet I sat mute, and listen’d painfully 
To catch the faintest whisper from the form. 

Oh! I could have endured the wildest storm 
Retlcr than the bright silence of those eyes. 

They froze iny soul. At last, she seem'd to rise, 

And opening her white bosom, bade me come 
Unto her heart, and dwell in that calmliuinc 
For ever. How I flew! the bar was shattei’d 
To fragments in a moment, and I siMlter’d 
Thu bonds that bound me, as the llebiuw tore 
The puny coids wliicli in bis sleep he woi'e. 

—1 How on, gasping, through the chilling air. 

Which like a winter evening glimmer'd lliere— 

A grey and luel.incholy light th.it st^ems 
Born only for those dim mysterious drcam.s 
That hauiil the speculator's brain, nud grows 
xVt last to darkness, and begets repose. 

1 stood beside her (there was mighty space 
RctiAcun UK, though I seem’d to touch the place 
Whereon she was), and she put forth Iier hand, 

And with a look of most supreme command, 

Rut mild .IS morning, took me to her lieart. 

—i fainted, died—1 know not what;—the smart 
OF death meihought was on me; hat slic smiled, 
hike a fond mother o’er her fainting child, 

And I .iiosi*. 1 heard that liouuty call 
I U]>o(i me, with a voice so musical, 

So deep, and calm, iind lonching, that had I 
Been Imried iu the chambers of the cartli, 

I had awoke, and claim'd n lovelier birth. 

I listen'd to the music of her sigh 

That came across me like a summer shower 

Freshening the waters, and 1 blest the power, 

Whate'er it was, that drew me to that place, 

And let me gaze upon so fair a face. 

■ Youth !•—as she spoke, 1 gloried; • Thou shalt sec 
The secrets of the dead. This golden key 
Opens the wide doors of yon pyramid, 

Where all the goodness of the past is hid. 

Wickedness sleeps: but here, beneath my reign, 

Thera '$ much of happiness, and nought of pain. 

What there is after, yet you may not know, 

Nor may I be allow'd—nor can 1 show, 

Oh I fear me not: my heart hath lost its chill 
Towards thee now, but 1 will love thee still. 

I am not dreadful, youth; I-st;iy your breath 

And listen to me 1-1 am called ' Death.’ 

1 am belied, and mock'd, and mosqued in bones, 

And Itaicd by the bad, and, with deep groans, . 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



Am worsliipp’d like a daemon, and with tears, 

And all the liorrid liost of human fears. 

Yet some, for me, will lose tlicms^vcs in war, 

A^ci some in revelry, and some in crime, 

And some, in youth, will court me from afar. 

Striking the spirit down before its time. 

■ 1 love more gentle visitings, when the (lood 

(Aged and young, in numbers—like a flood 
ninjcstically flowing in its course), I 

Gome to my shadowy dwellin{js, without force. | 

Those hide I amani;st flowers that bloom for ever, I 

Or lay them down by yonder plea&int river. 

That wanders to the land oblivious. 

Here shall you rest for ages : even by us 
Time passes in his round, although his power 
May not be felt hero till ihc fltial hour, 

When this dim land shall vanish, and the sight 
Open again upon some world of light. 

■ Come, thou mayst btslc of purer pleasures yet, 
Althougli tiiinc iced limbs have lost ilieir motion; 

And every sorrow thou will here forget 

(Thou hast forgot already, \v!>»!e I spe.ik>. 

—Ih'i'c lie, and lotind thy head the violet 
Shall spring, .and, in the dUtam c, the hhio oecan 
Shall roll, and there the ni«>on shall seem to break 
From out the clouds, and (for 1 know the sights ! 

That do delight thee), lli.u fair scene sli.tll idiange j 

From time to time: and then thine eye sliall latige j 
And revel all amongst (he eilierial lights 
That star the blue skies upon moonless nights; 

And hiighti.'Ht oolourn sli.ill gleam before thine eye, 

And flowers arise and soft shapes pass (iiec by; 

And perfumes shall extiale o'er thee, and here 
Are songs to charm thy melancholy ear, 

As dim and distant ns the ' euekoo-hird’ 

To whom no mate replies, or that sad tone 
Of love, in deep uniroddon fiirests heard, 

That rometh from the nightingale alone.n 

How fearful were the words the lady spoke!— 

At first, her voice upon iny stmsc had broke 
So sudden that I started, but at last 
It fell and fainted, and, like ninsit* past, 
flung in my ear—^or some memorial song, 

That will not leave us while we walk among 

Old scenes,—although they wdiom we prired of yore 

Now live or liniint those pleasant spots no more. 

What further ’—nothing. The fair shape was gone, 
And 1 was on my couch, awake, alone. 


THIS COMET. 


nesnoraiB etHrtor rahnti ktlialflOooietci. 


Behold I amidsc yon wilderness of stars 
l^^gcls and bright-eyed deities that gnanl 
Tihe inner skies, whilst the sun sleeps by night), 
Is one unlike the rest—mishapen—red, 

*lAnd wandering from its course.—If Sybils now 
^Breathed their dark oracles, or natiuos bent, 

I t%$'uDce they bent, before Apollo’s shrine, 

1 Owning a freosied prieBtesi’ auguries, 


What might not this portend—changes and acts 
Of fear and bloody massacres—perhaps 
Some sudden end to this fair-formM creation,— 

Or half the globe made desolate. Behold! 

It glares; how like an omen. If tli.it I 
(amid for a time forget myself in fable 
(Indian tir liealheii storied) I could fancy, 

This were itideeil some spirit, 'scaped by chance 
From loi moms m the central cat III, and thing 
Like an ernpiioii from the Ihumlei'iiig breast 
Of d'.lii i, or (liusu liiighly hills that stand 
lake gi.iuts on the Oiiiio plains, to spro.id 
i^iiitagion through the skien. Thus Saian once 
Sprang up, .idventiiroiis, ftom ItoU’s hla/iiig porch, 
And tike a htre.iin of tire witigM his riuree way 
Ainhiguoiis, umiisinay’d, through frightful wastes, 
To where, amidst the jarring eh’incnts. 

Stern Ch.ios sure, .’iitd everlasting Night 
Held lier dominion;—yet, even (here, he found 
The way to Kden. 


A VOICE. 

Von Cl (inricrun flibil. 

Oh ' what .i voiee is silriii. It was soft 
.(s iiiniint.tin-eehocs, when the winds uloft« 

The gentle wiikK of Minimer meet iii eaves; 

Or when m i.helliT*d pl.iees the while waves 
Are 'w.iken'il into music, as the hrec/c 
l)iiii])lL-s and stems the < III M-nt: or .is tiers 
Shaking llieii green hicks in the <la)s tif .liiiie 
j Or Oclpliie gills when to ihe iii.iideii moon 
They ving harmonious piay’is; or sounds that come 
(llnw'ever near) like a faint ihst.iut hum 
Out of (he grass, from which itiysteriuus birth 
We giicsH the busy six rets of ihc earth. 

—Like ihe low voice of Syrinx, when she ran 
Iniu the forests from Areadian Pan: 

Or 8.id Ol^noue's when she pined away 
For I’iiris, or (,ind yet ’( was not so g.iy) 

As iteli'n's whisper when she came to Troy. 

Half sli.inicd to wander wilii that lilooiiiing boy: 
Like air-Iouch'<l burps in flowei y cuM’iiiciits hung; 
Like unto lovers’ ears (lie wiM words sung 
In garden howeis .*)( twilight, like the sound 
I or /epliji when he lakes his iiif'htly round, 
j In M.iy, to see the roses all asleep. 

> Or like the dim sir.iin which along the deep 
j Tlie sea-in.iiil utters to the s.'iilors’ ear, 

Teilini; of Tempests, or of dangers near. 

Like Desdemona, who (when fear was strong 
Goon her soul) cliaiiniefl (he willow song, 
Sw.iu-like, hefote she perish'd, or the tone 
Of lliiies upon the waters heard alone; 

Like words that come upon the memory 
Spoken by friends departed; or the sigh 
A gentle girl breathes when she tries to hide 
The love her eyes betray to ail the world biiside. 


MELANCHOLY. 

Tueal is a m^hty Spirit, known on earth 
By many names, though one alone becomes 
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Its mystery, its beauty, and its power. 

It is not Fear,—'t is not the passive fear 
That sinks before the future, nor the dark 
Despondency that hangs upon the past: 

Not the soft spirit that doth bow to pain. 

Nor that which dreads itself, or slowly eats 
Like a dull canker till the heart decays. 

But in the meditative mind it lives, 

ShellciM, caress'd, and yields a great return 
And in the deep silent communion 
Which it holds ever with the poet's soul. 
Tempers, and doth befit him to obey 
High inspiration. To the storms and winds 
It giveih answer in as proud a tone; 

Or on its scat, the heart of m.m, receives 
The gentler tidings of the elements.— 

1—often home returning from a spot 
Holy to me from many wanderings, 

Of fancy, or in fact, have felt the power 
Of MaLANcnoi.Y stealing on my soul 
Mingling with pleasant images, and from 
Sorrow dividing joy; until the shape 
Of each did gather to a diviner hue. 

And sliunc unclouded by a thought of pain. 
Orief may sublime itself, and pluck the sting 
From out its breast, and muse until it seem 
Ethereal, starry, speculative, wise. 

Rut then it is ihut Melancholy comes, 
Out>charrning grief—(as the grey morning stills 
The tempest oft) and from its fretful Gre 
Draws a pale light, by which we sec ourselves, 
The present, and the future, and the past. 


MIDSUMMER MADNESS. 

Now would 1 that I might cast me in the sea 
And perish not.—Croat Neptune! I would be 
Advanced to the freedom of the main. 

And stand before your vast crc.'itions’ plain, 

And roam your watery kingdom thraughand through, 
And see your branching woods, and palace blue, 
Spar-built and domed with cryst/il; ay, and view 
The bedded wonders of the lonely deep, 

And see on coral banks the sea-maids sleep, 

Children of ancient Ncreus, and behold 
Their streaming dance about their father old, 

Beneath the blue A*!lgean, where he sate 
Wedded to prophecy, and full of fate: 

Or rather as Arion harp’d, indeed. 

Would I go floating on my dolphin-steed 
Over the billows, and, triumphing there, 

Call the white Siren from her cave to share 
Hy joy, and kiss her willing forehead fair. 

I would be fnte.—Oh I thou fine element. 

That with thy thousand ears art round me bent. 

To listen and reply.—Immortal air I 
Viewless and now unfelt, I would be hurl’d 
Almost at will about your kingdom wide, 

And mount aloft and mingle in my pride 
With the great spiriu of your purer world; 

And with the music of your winds sublime 
Commune, and see those shadows, for this earth 
Too buoyant, and excelling shapes, which Time 
Has lifted up to a diviner birth, 


Amongst the stedfast stars. Away, away; 

For in the fountains bright, whence streams the day. 
Now will I plunge, and bathe my brain iheretnV 
And cleanse me of all dull poetic sin. 

—It may not he.—No wings have I to. scale 
The heights which the great poets pass along: 

On earth must I still chaiiot an earthly song: 

But I may hear, in forests seldom trod. 

Love’s gentle martyr, the lost nightingale, 

Voice her complaint, and when the shadows ftiil 
May see the white stag glance across the sod 
Affrighted, like a dusky spectre pale. 

This is enough for me, and I can see 
Th. 1 t female, fair —ilie world's Divinity, 

Brighter than Naiad who by rivers cold 
Once wept away her life, as poets told, 

And fair as those,transcendant queens who drank 
The rich ncctarean juice in heaven above. 

Full in the incomparable smile of Jove, 

And saw his lightning eyes, and never sank 
Away before him. ’T is enough For me. 

That I can bask in woman’s star-like eyes, 

A slave in that love-haunted paradise, 

Without a wish ever to wander free. 


SONG. 

fiere '■ ■ heilth to thoe, Jeisy. 

Bokr*. 

Hebe’s a health to thee, Mary, 

Here’s a health to thee; 

The drinkers arc gone. 

And I am alone, 

To think of home and thee, Mary, 

There are some who may shine o’er thee, Mary, 
And many its frank and free, 

And a few as fair, 

But the summer air 

Is not more sweet to me, Mary. 

I have thought of ihy last low sigh, Mary, 
And thy diinm’d and gentle eye; 

And I’ve call'd oil thy name 
When the night winds came, 

And heard my heart reply, Mary. 

Be thou but true to me, Mary, 

And 1 ’ll be true to thee; 

And at set of sun, 

When my task is done. 

Be sure that 1 ’m ever with thee, Mary. 


NIGHT. 

Now, to thy silent presence, Night! 

Is this my young song offer'd : Oh 1 to thee, 
Down-looking with thy thousand eyes of light— 
To thee, and thy starry nobility, 

That float, with a delicious murmuring 
(Though unheard here), about thy forehead blue; 
And as they ride along, in order due, 

Circling the round globe in tlieir wandering. 

To thee, tlieir ancient queen, and mother, sing 
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Mother of lieaiUy 1 veilerl queen! 

Fear d, and sought, and never seen 
a heart-iinpohinj^ feeling, 
y^hitlier'art thou gently stealing? * 

In thy smiling prtfsenee, I 
Kneel in star-struck idolatry. 

And turn nic to thine eye (tlie moon), 
Fretting tliat it must eliangc so soon, 
Toying with this idle rhyme, 

1 scorn that bearded villain. Time, 

Thine old remorseless enemy. 

And build my linked verse to thee. 

Not dull and cold und dark art ilioii ■ 
Who that beholds thy clearer brow, 
Kndiadem'd with gentlest streaks 
Of ilcecy-silver'd cloud, adorning 
Thee, fair as when the young Sun wakes, 
And from liis cloudy bondage breaks, 
And lights upon the breast of morning, 
Rut innst feel tby powers— 

Mightier than the storm that lowers, 
Fairer than the virgin Hours, 

That smile nhen Tiun’s daughter scatters 
Her rose-leaves on the valleys low, 

And bids her Mrrvant breezes blow. 

Not Apollo when he dies 
In the wild October skies, 

Red and stormy; nor when he, 

In his metidian beauty riiles 
Over the bosom of the waters, 

And turns the blue and burning tide's 
To silver, is a pc(;r for thee, 

In lliy full regality. 

JULIA. 


Tint SkeU'b ori(iiasilj formed |iarl of Cotonna \ ind 

lx* read after tbc IIom : 

' •• Shit llioui'lit no ionnor of ber iduiitured Son.i^-p. 93, 


Let me for once describe her—once—for she 
(Julia) bath pass’d into my mcmoi*y, 

As *t were some angel image, and there clings, 
Like music round the harp's Ailolian strings: 

A word— Ji breath revives her, and she stands 
As bcaiitifid, and young, and free from rare. 

As when upon the Tylx.TS yellow sands 
She loosen’d to the winds her golden hair. 

In almost childhood; and in pastime run 
Like young Aurora from the morning sun. 

Oh ’ never was a form so delicate 
Fashion’d in dream nr story, to create 
Wonder or love in man. 1 cannot tell 
Half of the charms I saw—I see; but well 
Each one became her. She was very fair, 

And young, I said, and her thick ircsscs were 
Of the bright colour of the light of day: 

Her eyes were like the dove’s—like Hebe’s—or 
maiden moon, or starlight seen afar, 

Or like—some eyes! know, but may not say. 
Never were kisses gather'd from such lips, 
d not the honey which the wild bee sips 
rom flowers that on the thymy mountains grow 
rd by Jtissus, half so richHer brow 


Was darker (ban her hair, and arched and fine; 
And sunny smiles would often, often shine 
Over a mouth fiom which came sounds more sweet 
Than dying winds, or waters when they meet 
Gently, and seem telling anil talking o’lT 
The silence they so long had kept before. 


THE LAST SONG. 

Mi st ii be?—Then fai-ewell. 

Thou whom my woman’s he.art cherished so long: 

Farewell, and be tliis song 

The last, wherein I say « 1 loveil thee well.* 

Many a we.ary strain 

{Never yet lieanl by thee ) hath this poor breath 
Ultered, of Love and Death, 

And maiden giief, hidden and chid in vain. 

Oh! if in after years 

The tale that 1 am dead shall touch thy heart, 

BhI not the pain depart; 

But shed, over my grave, a few sad tears. 

Think of mu—still so young, 

Silent, thniigb fond, who cast my life away, 

Baring to disolaiy 

j Tlic p.issioiiuiu Spirit that around me clung 

j Farewell again ; ami yet, 

I Must It indeed be so—and on this shore 
Shall you and I no more 
TogethiT see the sun of the Summer set* 

For me, my days are gone: 

No more shall I, in viiii.ige times, prepare 
Chaplets to bind iny hair. 

As I was wont: oli ’l was for you alone. 

Blit on my bier 1 *11 lay 

Me down in frozen beauty, pale and wan, 

Martyr of love to man, 

And, like a broki'U flower, gently decay. 


Sl’AN/AS. 

She died—she died,—yet, still to me 
Slii: comes, in s.ul ami sober dreaming, 

And from her hair a pule light streajning 
Shows her as she was wont to be. 

She st'iiids in be.iu(y by me still: 

Alasl ibai Death two he.ir(s should sever 
(The father and the child) who ever 
Loved, and were so inhepurable. 

Still arc her brow and bosom white; 

Her raven hair the one adorning, 

And her eyes, sweet as the break of morning, 
Shine through like stars from the darkest night. 

If the quick lustre of her eye 

(Can such then sparkle from the grave?) 

Be false, may I live still the slave 
Of this so charming Liiitusy. 
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It outten not, to me, from what 
Or whom she ({ains her beauty now; 
I see my child's own sinless brow* 
And die—if i believe it not. 


ON A HOSE. 

On! thou dull flower* here silently dying: 

And wilt thou never, then,—never rubumc 
Thy colour or perfume? 

Alas! and but last night 1 saw thee lying 
Upon the whitest bosom in the world, 

And now thy crimson leaves arc parch'd and curl’d. 


BABYLON, 

WITH THE FEAST OF BELSHAZZAR. 

Many a perilous age hath gone* 

Since the walls of Habylon 
Chain'd the broad Euphrates’ tide— 
(Which the great king in his pride 
Turn’d, and drain'd i(s channel bare)— 
Since the Towers of llelus square 
(Where the solid gates were hung 
That on brazen hinges swung), 
Mountain sized, arose so high 
That their daring shock’d the sky. 


Is it that Love hath with his fiery breath 
Blown on thee, until thou wasc fain to perish 
(Love, who so strives to cherish)* 

And is the bound so slight ’ tween life and death— 

A step hut from the teiriplc to the tomh 7 
Oh! where hath fled thy beauty—where Iky bloom^ 

For roc, last night I envied thee thy place. 

So near a heart which 1 may never gain, 

And now, perhaps in pain, 

Thou 'rt losing all thy fragrance—all thy grace. 
—And yet, it was enough for thee to lie 
On her breast, for a moment, and then—die. 




SONNET. 

ON A SEQUE.STEnEP lliyULET. 

Thera is no river in the world more sweet, 

Or fitter for a sylvan poet’s theme, 

'riian this roinuntic solitary stream, 

Over whose banks so many braiirlies meet, 
Kiilangliiig:—a more shady bower nr neat 
Was never fashion’d in a summer theme, 

W'hcrr Nymph or Naiad from the hot sun-beam 
Alight hide, or in the waters cool her feet. 

—A lovelier rivulet was never seen 
Wandering amidst Italian nic.i<lows, where 
Olitiimnus lapses from his foiinLiiii fair; 

Nor in that l.ind where Gods, ’t is said, have been ; 
Yet there Cephisus ran through olives green* 

And on its banks Aglaia bound her hair. 

SONNET. 


PsaHAPS the lady of my love is now 
tiOoking upon the skies. A single star 
Is rising in the FiUst, and from afar 
Sheds a most tremulous lustre: Silent Night 
Doth wear it like a jewel on licr brow: 

But see! it motions, with its lovely light, 

Onwards and onwards, through those depths of blue* 
To its appointed course stedfast and true. 

So, dearest, would I fain he unto thee. 

Stedfast for ever*—like yon planet fair; 

And yet more like art thou a jewel rare. 

Oh! brighter than the brightest star, to me* 

Gome hither, my young love; and I will wear 
Thy beauty on my breast delightedly. 


Famous city of the earth, 

What magician gave thec birth?— 

What great prince of sky or .tir 
Built thy floating gardens fair? 

—Tliei* the mighty hunter founded. 

Thee (he star-wise king surrounded 
With thy mural gtidlu thick 
Of the black hituinon brick,— 

Bclus, who was Jove* the God : 

He who each bright evening trod 
On thy maihle streets, and came 
Downw.irds (ike a gluiicmg (lame, 
Love-allured, as fables lull. 

But the last who loved thee W’cll 
Was the king whose amorous pride 
(All to please his Median bride) 

Fenced thee round aiul round so fast, 

That, while the cmnibling earth should last, 
Thou, he thought, should he, and Time 
Should not spoil thy look sublime. 

Ife is gone, whose spirit spoke 
'fo him in a golden dream : 

He who saw the future gleam 
On the present, and awoke 
Troubled in his princely mind, 

And bade his magicians blind 
From their eyelids strip the scale. 

And translate his hidden t.tle :— 
lie IS gone : 1ml ere he died, 

He was tuniMed from his pride, 

From lus Babylonian throne, 

And cast out (o food alone* 

Like the wild ox and the a.ss, 
beven years on the spimklcd grass. 

—lie IS dead . his impious deeds 
Arc on the brass : but who succeeds* 

Over Babylon’s sandy plains 
Bklsrazzah the Assyrian reigns. 

A thousaml Lords at liis kingly call 
Have met to feast in a spacious hall, 

And all the imperial boards are spread. 

With dainties whereon the monarch fed.— 
Rich cates and Hoods of the purple grape: 
And many a dancer’s serpent shape 
Steals slowly upon tlieu' amorous sights, 

Or glances l^neath the Haunting lights: 

And fountains throw up (heir silver spray,- 
And cymbals clash,—and the trumpets bray 
Till the sounds in the arch'd roof are hung; 
And words from the winding horn exe Hiug: 
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And still ilic carved cups po round, 

^ ^ And ruvcl and inirlh and wine abound. 

But Nijftit lias o’erL'ikcn tlic ^dinp Day; 

And Niibic lias raped licr soul away J 
The liplit in the Bacchanal's eye is dim; 

And faint is the Ceorpinn's wild love-hymn. 

■ Brinp forth •—(on a sudden spoke the king, 

And hushed were the lords, loud-rioting,)— 

« Bring Jbrth the vetsels of silver and gold, 

IVhich Nehuchadnezzar^ my «Ve, of old 
Ravididfrom proud Jernfiilem; 

And we and our Queens will drink from them.n 
And the vessels are hinught, of silver and gold. 

Of stone, and of brass and of iron old, 

And of wood, uliosc sides like a hripht geiii shine, 

And their mouths are all fill'd with the sparkling wine. 
fUrk*—the king has pinelaitri'd with .1 st.itely nod, 

■ Let a health be drunk out unto Haul, the God.* — 
They shout and they drink:—hut the music moans, 
And hush'd aic the luvellers loudest tones • 

Fur a li.ind roines forth, and ’1 is sexn by .dl 
To write* strange words on the plaslerM wall • 

—The mirth is over the soft (ireek lliite 
And the voices of women arc low—.iro iiiiitu; 

Tlie hacrhanal's eyes are all ^tarlng wide; 

And where's the Assyrian's pomp of pride?— 

—That night the moiurcli was stung to pain . 

That night neUliazxar, the king, wus slain 


M%iny a silent age (he prowr 
Of untiling Time (dividing 
Years and days, ami ever gliding 
Onwards) has pass'd hy :—And now, 
Wliere's thy wealth of streets and towers t 
Where thy gay ami dazzling hours? 

Where thy crowds of slaves,—and things 
That fill on the rich hreath of kings? 
Where thy laiigliter-rrowncd limes?— 
Thou art—what'—a breath, a fume. 

In the shadow of thy name 
Dwelling, like a ghost unseen; 

Oraiider iliaii if laurels green 
Or the massy gold were spread, 
Crown-hke, upon thy great head; 

Mighty in thy own undoing. 

Drawing a fresh life from ruin 
And erernni prophecy:— 

Thou art gone, hut cannot die. 
hike a splendour from the sky 
Through the silent ether Hung, 
hike a ho.ir tradition hung 
Glittering III the ear of Tune, 

Thou art,—like a lamp sublime. 

Telling from thy wave-worn tower 
Where the Mgirig Hoods have puwci, 

Ilow rain lives,—and how Time flies.- 
And all that on the dial lies. 


A WAR SONG. 

the wliite snows wliich^crowii thy hills untrodden, 
*re thy sons valiant still,—thy daughters pure, 
^craunia?—or hatli War, which makes the world 
Blush in*ils blood, stain'd all thy hills and valleys > 


Awake! The Turk is comingfrom his den 
Where he once slept, lustful, intemperate, 
lie comes mad as the sea, and blind with hate. 
Aw.ike! Bare all your wc.ipons till their light 
Dazzles the sky, now sick with coming woe. 

Awake! Thu Turk is on your heart. Awake!— 

Aw*ake! 't is the terror of war; 

The Crescent is loss'd on the wind; 

Rut onr Dag flics on high like the perilous star 
Of the battle. Before and heliind. 

Wherever it glillent, it darts 
Bright death into tyiaunous hearts. 

Who are they that now hid us he Hhivtis? 

They are foes to the good and the free: * 

Go, hid 'em Di'st fetter the might of the waves; 

The St>a may Ite conqucr'il,—but we 
llavu spirits iiiit.mie.ibli* still, 

And the strength to he free,—and the will. 

The Helots are come: In their eyes 
I'rond hate and fierce mnss.u're hum, 

They h.it(; us,— hut sli.ill they despise’ 

They an* come,—sli.ill they ever return? 

O (iod of the I'lrecks! fioin ihy throne 
Look down, tiiid we ’ll cunipier alone. 

The isortd has descried our need : 

The eagle is prey to the hound 
It may he; lint first we will battle and bleed. 

And when we hiive criinson'd the ground. 

We ’ll shout at the sl.ives of the earth. 

And die,—’(is the chance oFoiir kirlli. 

Our faihcni,—each man was a god, 
llis will w.ib a law, and the sound 
Of Ills voice like a spirit's was worsliipp’d 1 he trod, 
And ihoiisaiids fell won»hip{H'rs 'round : 

From the g.itus of the West to the Sun 
lie bade, .ind his bidding was done. 

And Wo—shall we die in our chains. 

Who once were as free as the wiml ? 

Who is it that llirc.itens,—who is it arraigns? 

Are they princes of Kiirope or Ind? 

Arc they kings to the uttermost pole?— 

They are dogs, with a taint on tlicirsoul. 

Away'—Tliniigli onr glory has fled, 

For a time, and Thcniiopyla* 's past; 
f^tiihwrilea new name in tliehlondofourdead, 
And ag.iin be as free as the blast. 

The lion, In* reigns as of yon;. 

Sliali the (ireek be a sl.ive’—and no more? 

Away! for the right m.iy be ended 
Before yon arrive at your fame. 

Your falliers the ).tnd .iiid their dwellings defended. 
And left them to you—with a tntiie. 

Oh! kee]> it: it sounds like a charm: 

It will gu.ird you from tciror, from harm 

For our life,—it is tioUiiiig,—.t span 
'T is the body, and F.ime is the heart. 

Is there one who lejccls the bright lot of a man? 

Let him he the last to depart, 

Ia* 1 him die on his pillow, a slave,— 

For us, Wc have coiiquer'd the grave 
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SONNET. 

A STILL FLAGS. 

UiiDU wliat baerlien shade, or silent oak. 

Lies the mute sylvan now,-~my8teriou8 Pan ? 

Once (while rich Peneus and llissus ran 

Clear from their fountains)—as the morning broke, 

'T is said, the Satyr with Apollo spoke. 

And to harmonious strife, with his wild reed, 
Challenged the God, whose music was indeed 
Divine, and lit for Heaven.—Ciiclt play’d, and woke 
Beautiful sounds to life, deep melodics: 

One blew bis pastoral pipe with such nice care, 
Tliat flocks and birds all answer'd liim; and one 
Shook his immortal showers upon the air. 

—That music hath ascended to the sun; 

But where the other?—Speak! ye dells and trees! 


SONNKT. 

TO TltE SKY-LARK. 

O KABMKST singer! O rare>cliarming bird! 

Married (o morning, by a sweeter hymn 
Than priest e'er chautiicd from his cloister dim, 

At midnight,—or veil’d virgin's holier word 
At sun-rise or the paler evening Iieard; 

To which of all llcMvoirs young and lovely Hours, 
Who wreathe soft li(d>t in hyaciniliiiie bowers, 
Beautiful spirit, is lliy suit preferr’d? 

—Unlike tile creatures of tliis low dull earth, 

Still dost thou w’oo, although ihy suit be won ; 

And (lius thy mistress bright is pleased ever. 

Oh! lose not thou this mark of finer liirth;— 

So mayst thou yet live on, from sun to sun, 

Thy joy uncheck'd, thy sweet song silent never. 


THE PAINTER’S SONG. 


Hsrk h<m iho Iotm ■ Rvaeath (hai fr 04 eQ BUk 
Lovh's crimsoD itaiiioii-HutTer l>uiU sud liluw*. 
Somu iliflK »bould b« to draw it lorth to dsj; 
And lo i th«y cono In music. 


*T IS night, *t is night! the hour of hours, 
When Love lies down, witli folded wings, 
By Psyche in her starless bowers, 

And down his fatal arrows flings;— 

Those Imweis whence not a sountl is heard, 
Save only front the bridal bird, 

Who midst that utter darkness sings 
Sweet music, like the running springs; 

This her burthen, soft and clear,— 

> Love is here I Love is here !■ 

’T is night! the moon is on the stream, 
Bright spells arc on tlic soothed sea, 

And Hope, the child, is gone to dream 
Of pleasures—‘Which may never he! 

And now is haggard Care asleep; 

And now doth the widow Sorrow smile; 
And slaves arc ^hush'd in slumber deep, 
Forgetting grief and toil awhile! 

• 


What sight can fiery morning show 
To shame the stars or pale moonlight ? 

What bounty can the day bestow 

Like that which falls with gentle night?— 
Sweet Lady, sing I not aright ? 

Oh! turn and tell me,—for the day 
]s faint and fading fast away; 

And now comes hark the hour of hours, 

When fa)vu liis lovelier mistress seeks. 
Sighing like winds ’niongst evening flow'rs, 
Until the maiden Silence speaks! 

Fair Gill, methinks—nay, hither turn 
Those eyes, which midst their blushes burn !— 
Methinks, at such a time, one's heart 
C.m better hear both sweet and smart; 

Love’s look—the first—which never dieth; 

Or death—which comes when beauty llieth— 
When strength is slain, when youth is past. 
And all, save truth, is lost at last! 


Thus sung, with s.id sweet tones, which sweeter grew, 
And eager glances, to his mistress young, 

A Painicr-Poct, as tlic daylight flew, 

Willie all liis cittern strings tike echoes rung; 

And, when tlie Lady turn'd her eyes of blue, 

A rarer madness ’midst the music hung, 

And then shot downwards, p.ist the amorous wire, 
Touching the lovely Lady's heart with fire. 

Never till that soft night, so runs the Lale 

(And therefore had the painter long time grieved), 
Never till then could song or sigh prevail; 

But then (lie Lidy's hoddice swell’d and heaved, 
And oft she sigh'd, and then grew passion-pale; 

As once again the sweet sad song he weaved; 

Until, at last, the lover knew he'd won, 

And kiss’d her conquer’d lip at set of sun. 

What deeds he did—What depths of verse or wit 
liis genius master’d, lit by love’s clear flame. 

Has never licen in human records wnl. 

Nor how he play’d Art's high immortal game; 

W! letlicr he rose, or was content lo sit 

By her he wou'<l and won, without a name, 

Fui ever, all liis plumed ambition flown. 

Perhaps may still by patient search bo known. 

Tis said, indeed, a sunset spirit fell 

Ami dyed his panncls all with peerless hues, 

Such as no painter else shall e’er excel 
Unless he steal Aurora's own bright dews, 

Nor artist match, unless (then who may tell ?) 

11c worship long and late the eternal Muse! 

’T is said he brighten’d Venice wiUi his f.iinc; 

And when he died left Titian as bis name! 

• •••»• 

[Here ends my verse; yet. if 1 too much praise 
The great dead Painter, and seem now to care 
Little for those who live in these good days, 

I moan not—and / need not now despair; 

For Lawrence' living heads now fix my gaze, 

. And many a face like Newton’s females fair; 

And Stotbdnl's grace, and Chautrey's looks of stone, 
And last, La Vallicre’s painter, rare Chalon I] * 
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THE VICTIM. 

• A DRAMATIC SKETCH. 

.[High in Uie parching; sun, where Ganges Kvild 

l\oars to llic jun|;lc8, and broad )>ilIows scatters 
Upon the burning shores of llindnstun, 

Hose a great (eiuple,—in no ptiny age 
Fasliton’d, but built, like Babel, ’gainst the skies. 

Based on a rock, and cut in gr.initc stone, 

Its pillars and Titiiii.ui capitils 

Heaved ilicir eiioniious bidks, till each o'erlook'd 

Wide India. To some GoJ, whose name i.s lost, 

This wilderness of stone was dedicate. 

Millions of ijuick>cyc'd sl.ivcs, with dusky brows, 

Ai) wreathed in white, came here in the old lime, 

And on the prostrate marhic bent, and swore 
Allegiance to --/ Name' Then, amidst storms 
Of blood and leare, ’rose Siva, at whose feet 
W iilows were slain; maidens, wbose hearts were warm 
With summer love, old age .iiid inf.iiiey. 

Shrank in her blazing alt.us, .ind left gold 
Unto the temple's s.iints for priestly prayers. 

Then pray’d tlie priests ; and then, while daikni'ss lay 
On llio dull world, the bearded Ibahmins did 
IVIysierioiis rites, and ibeir noctiiin.il songs 
Went sounding through the long stono-carved aisles 
Of Klephaiita to brute il.iggernaut. 

And soon this stiperstilinn f.tr outspread 
broiii Oude to llm Deccan,—over bl.ick Baliar,— 

From the Arab Seas, across to r.tnk Ileiigal, 

It sprang and nourish'd ; and wherever else 
Base hiuniui folly croucli'd to bastT |;uile, 

It reign’d and made Its rnai tyrs... There is one 
Fur famous in its stories, from whose life, 

And fioin whose death, and from whose after fame, 
Some learn a lesson. When the droughts are great, 
And their squat idols sit unmoved, the priests 
Call on the saintly Muttra. To please /ti»» 

They burn a virgin, ami scream loose love-songs, 

And curse the Uajah, Dliur-Singli, long since dead. 

He, while be lived, wise prince ! ilid good towards all 
He lived, untnuch’d by grief, for many years; 

And, wlowi be died, left children virtuous, 

A happy lan<i, which own'd bis rule wa;, just, 

And slumber’d in the Indian's Paradise. [. .. 


SCENE I. 

A Garden, near the Gauges. 
tlHAinv wnttm^. 

RHAIDA. 

Tift sun has set, and now, should Mcignoun come, 
Hy dear, dear sbcphei d! All day long lie leaves 
My soul to wander, but at dark be comes, 

Lovelier than night, to bis poor Hindoo maid. 

Look! on the Brahmin altars (lames the fire, 

Which holy priests now feed with myrrh and (lowers: 
Fhat is his signal—-hark ! he comes, he comes I 
No,—>DO : O faithless shepherd' 't is the rush 
Of the great Ganges, who doth love her lord 
^TUer ocean husband) more than thou lovest me. 
^Fond fool! he will not comeycl, soft! in: ‘s here! 
He IS h^rc, and 1 wrong him.—0 Meiguoun! 


Meignoun enters. 

MKIGNOUN. 

My heart! my dear one I 

RUtlDA. 


You 're come ’ 


My—>niy oii'u ' 

[Falls into his arms. 


MFIGflOUN. 


Ay, but 1 soon must leave iboe, sw’cet Hindoo! 
Wiili scarce a kiss fioiu thy rich lip, must I 
StHik the great City. Even now, niy friends 
Are waiting for me on (he river banks; 

And 1 must sigh—faiewell 1 


nuAii).t. 


Go—go : farewell! 


MEIGNOUN. 


To-morio\v I will come to thee hetimes; 
And I will bring with me the nuptial lamp 
And the blight bridal jewels—— 


iiiiait>.i. 

Come thyself, 

O (lion, who .irt beyond .ill gems lo me * 

Bring me ihyu'lf; ot (if ibou will aiiglil else) 

E'en bring one lotii'i-ldy for niv breast, 

And sw'ear upon *( that (him will love me ever. 

MMONO'I'H. 

i ’ll do’t, iboii joulotis girl! yet I huite sworn, 

A lliotisainl limes .dread), 'nealh the sl.im, 

To love,—and 1 do love thee. 

BiiiinA. 

Swe.<r't again. 

Never too often can a Inver vow. 

Sooni'C more vow, and 1 will list tn thee, 

With eais iimrc greedy tli.in the mother owns, 

When on her ilrst-horn's stammering woids she hangs, 
And thanks sweet Heaven for Music. — fFilt thou love 
me? 


I love thee now. 


MEIGNOUN. 


niuiiM. 


Blit ewr, ever love me ' 

MI II.NOtlN. 

(love thee, and will love tlice Tush ’ not so 
The siiinmef nig'blirig.df* sii.ill h.iiini (lie rose: 

Not Kuny.i (when 'mniigst vtll.igi' iiKiids he dwelt, 
111 bis bright boyhood, and dni woo—and win) 

K’er loved as 1 will love. I 'll bear thee henci: 

A bride more envied- 

iiH tiriA. 

O thou vain, vam shepherd ! 
MMONUUN. 

How ^—But you chide me well: 1 had 
1 (ii'cMnit, .IS oft I drearn, and sometimes hope. 

A sheplicnl ? that was true; yet, in past hiitu, 

The sliepheid’s swoid could cut its way to power; 
And I ’ill of Ur.iliiiiin blood, sweet gill, like thee. 

—I ’ll eoine and re-demand thee. 

RIIAIUA. 

T will lie vain. 

And yet, if thou w'ouldst cast this cloak aside, 

And tell us thy true n.une and parenl.igc——? 

MKIGSOliN. 

Suppose, sweet! 1 should be tli.it (ierce Dccoil, 
Whose very name is terror to the land, « 
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The river-robber, KemauD ?—Dost thou stirink? 

Fear not: your Hajah tracks him where iic lurks. 

In the dark jungles. He lias braved the law, 

And powerful hands arc on him. 

RMAIDA. 

bet him 

You smile! Ilu! what art thou? Speak! liave I given 
My whole heart to- 

MBIGNOUN. 

A robber? Dream not so. 

Yet,^though a robber, ho a a potent one, 

Next to your prince in power, llul I must go: 

Yet, ere 1 go, one word of your licrcr f.ithcr: 

I swore (.IS (linu remembcrehi) to come hack, 

And from his lips force gentler words. Now, mark' 
That hour is near; and, for the miIiiIc slave 
Who whisficrd lies in thy liarsli hither's car, 

1 'll bring hit fit rewaid. 

KHAinx. 

lie is too base— 

MSIGNUUN. 

For anger, nor for justice. Then, lie mocks 
At Illy revenge! Methinks he l.iughs too early. 

I wait iiiy lime: iii hate, sweet, as in love, 

Tliy sheplieid's euiistaiu. On Mack Multr.i*s head 
I ]>rumised veitgesince.—I will keep my word. 

I f^oires nre heartl tingling at a diilance- 
Nark! my eompamons call me: I must go. 

I had forgot all time in thy sweet presence. 

Farewell! the wind is rising. 


Bn.tiOA. 


Mmt you go' 


MEIGNOIIN. 

Dost hear the river roaring ’gainst its hanks? 

MMAIOA. 

It murmurs like a tender hride, methinks: 

M heave me not, iove,« it says, • so soon this night, 
When heaven looks kind on earth, and eiirtli is happy— ■ 

MKIGNOUN. 

The Storm is coming. If I more delay. 

We shall not pass the rapids. Love, f.irewell. 

lExU tiuichl). 

flllAIDA. 

Ilisstep grows faint, andfaiutcr; all is still. 

[Listening. 

MiirmA comet out of n thicket of shrubs. 
MUrTRA. 

Soh ! he is gone. Come forward ; all is quiet. 

The ZsMiNDAA enters. 

XEMINDAR. 

Now, now, where is she? Ali, look where she stands! 
The fool, still dreaming of that base l>ccoit, 

Thai water-robber, whom I more ahiior 
Than poison: but 1'll wake her. Smli! 

f^friA'es her. 


RIIAIDA. 


MUTTSA. 


Ah, father! 


MUTTRA. 

{Aside^ Not yet: but soon she shall 
Her ancles, silver-bound, her round soft arms, 

Her bosom with his white love-leaves upon it, ^ 

All shall consume: the priests are ready for her; 

The flames arc hungry, and my heart's ablaic 
With a brave fury.—(To Zbm.) Shall 6otk die by fir»7 

ZEMINDAR. 

Go in and wait. [Rhaida exit 

What s.iy you? both hy fire? 

No; the may burn, because her blood will wash 
A dark blot from my house : hut he—come near! 

I 'vc dug a hole beneath my pcepul-trces, 

And in't we ’ll tumble him. To-morrow night, 

Wlien's blood heats hot, we ’ll shut him up. 


What! alive—alive? 


MUTTRA. 


ZEMINDAR. 


Ho, ho! 


Ay, full of life and lust. 

We 'll cool his dreams, albeit we qiionch liis courage. 


Ilo, ho, ho, ho!—(kiltie.) She will burn famously. 
Those snaky locks with which she snares men’s hearts, 
That tongue with which she scorns them—she scorn’d 


me— 


ZEMINDAR. 


What! are you dumb? 


MU1TRA. 

1 love thee, good' Ihit he will die—too ioon ? 

ZEMINDAR. 

No: 1 have fenced his grave ull round with stone, 

And pierced the lid with holes. Through these same 

hiilOsS 

The iiiiisir of his screams shall soothe my cars: 

Three diys and nights 1 ’ll live beside liis grave. 

And listen—while liuslaivus. 

MUTTRA. 

O br.avc! O brave! | 

Gome, let us look upon this pretty place. 

Gome on, come on. Beneath the peepul-trees* 

Was it not there ’ This is the shortest path. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Same place .—Time, Vie next evening. 

HlvrriiK and the'/.iMisuKn are passing along: Kbmaun ' 

meets them. 

KEMAUN. 

Slay—stop! a word with you. , 

ZEMINDAR. 

what dog is here? 

A ParialP Strike him down. | 

KEMAUN. I 

'T is not ill said; i 

But hard blows must he struck ere that be done. | 

What say you—shall wc flglit? ^ 

MUTTRA. 

(To tkc Zemindar.) Peace! do not touchhL*t.** | 
'T is a strange fellow; very brave and honest. 

But strange, as you may see. He brings me news 
Of matters afar off, and (with your leave) 

1 would be private with him. Farewell, now; 

Zemindar. 

I 'll follow soon.—Now then, is all prepared ? 

XSMAUN. 

Who is that little wither’d, winter thing, 

Whose knees go knocking by the bamboo stalks ? 

MUTTRA. I 

'T is the Zemindar. 
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KBMAITN. 


* Soil!—I 'll lake liis money 

j free heart. Naiiire lias written dupe, 

^ And cti^at, and miser, in his reptile looks : 

That’s well; we 'll strip him of his (jofdcn skin, 
And tie him (o a tree. Mis p,iil, you s.iy- 

^ MUTTRA. 

4ia|i live; yes,—'t will be hutler sin* escape. 

{AsUle}^ She touch’d my humour, .as she \Aenl away. 
Methou];ht her walk w.is like .an antelope’s; 

Her eyes arc jewel-like; sweet words she h.is, 

Soft limbs, bright ringlets, .<ntl .1 Rwaii-like |;nit. 

My mind is ch.in[;cd ; I v.’ould not have her hum, 
Till she (jrows old, and then—i rare not for her. 

X.EMAUN. 

And, if I rescue her-* 

MUTIRA. 

And keep her For me, 

I ’ll show thee where her father hub's his (;old. 

K^MACH. 

Good: thou sluilt h.ive a third: tJtat .nut the ([irl 
Thou ’It F.iirly earn by thy hold treachery. 


How, treachery? 


MUI'IRA. 


REMAUN. 


Ay—oh! that offends ihec? Tush' 
We on the river r.irc not for biieh things: 

We spe.ik cuir minds and stall—A pl.iiii {'ood way, 
And Mves ■! load of trouble. Now 1 ’ll Iimvc thee. 

My roi>iu-b are skidkiui; in the ihiekel theie, 

And w.nt for orders. When this horn is hlnwn, 

[Gives it, 

I ’ll come and make the pricbts stare. 

MUTTRA. 

Do not drajr 

Their curse on me. 

KEMAt'N. 

Oh no' 1 know thou art 
Half priest, and three p.irls Mint, and all a knave. 

Do notl know thee, Muttra? thou hast done- 

MUTIRA. 

Bad deeds, I know’l; hut 1 do mortify 
My flesh with fast, and score rny hack with stripes 
Have I not lain on (hejaixud iron,—hal 
Canker'd iny longue? and swiinj; upon a hook? 

KEMAUM. 

Pcarc! you blind cheat. How d.iro you hrau to me ? 
What! taunt me with your virtues ! 

MUTTBA. 

I have done. 

Let us not quarrel, who arc now allies. 

Rclirc, and wail the siijnal. Nay,—retire. 

kSMAUN (ctfu/e). 

Now let me have both yold and {jirl, and then— 

__ [£xit. 

MUTTRA. 

Tlie cut-lhroat infidel rohlx*r!—he is jjone. 

1 hreathc inoie freely. He will do the sin, 

And I reap (he sweet prolil: that is rq;ht. 

' When all is won, 1 'll lead the Rajah where 
* ' Ihe villain hides: none know where 'I is but I. 


MESsenckit, entermi;. 

• •CKSSBNGEIl. 

The priests arc waiting for thcc, holy .Muttra. 
The vicyni which you promised hath not come. 


Haste ! for the R.ijah will be there lo-slay, 

And sacrifice (u Siva. 

! MUTTBS. 

I Say I come. 

[F.\it MrssBNGKa. 

'T will hp a glorious day. The Rajali come? 

Well, wu must wail iiiiiil he leave the shrne. 

And then do our design. Now, what’s the matter * 

K>mai'\, entering. 

KSMAltN. 

The wood 's suiTounded : half the Rajah’s troops- 

Min I HA 

Fe.ir not, t is noihing. He does sacrifice. 

And all his court alleuil: '| is ever thus. 

(io, hide youl men,—there, 'midst iliv underwood ; 
And, when the Rajah's gone, 1 'll blow the liorii. 

[A'xtfioiC. 

aCKNE III. 

^ Hindoo Temple. 

l'rte$tt are ofjivmtingy nnd I'^otaries kneeling. 

UilOHUS OK I’RIKvrS. 

1 * 0111 * the attar,—more and more ! 

Flowci's, and leaves, and spiccN heap; 
fiiiius, and oils, .ind odoiirn pour, 
best llie iiiiiiiiiig allar sli'cp ! 
l.ouk, it sinks—Ihe holy II. 1111 C ' 

NMiy iH iiol the vit-lini hioiiglit? 

Once, if e.ilIM, the Ihiiduo came 
Swifter than the IlighI of ihoiight! 

A IIINIIOO. 

I uin here, as soon as sought. 

OTBKnS. 

I am heruj—nnd 1niul 1: 

There are none who shrink or fly. 

ciioni's. 

Why doth llin doom'd victim st.iy ^ 

Full of sill is h.ise delay . 

<,>iiick, 01 soon will fall a curse, 

Amid the thunder of our verse. 

Call her, with the 0oddu.<(8' voice. 


UlllEK PSIAHT. 


Come.' 


The Zbminuar, RiuinA, and Muttra are seen ap~ | 

pro/n /ting, 

cnoRUS. 

She comes, llcjoicu, rejoice ' 

AIR. 

Soothe her soul with aong, 

Like u silver shower, 

Sweet, and bright, and strong : 

'T is her conquering hour! 

Let llie music steal, 

Like <1 hidden river, 

Through her, till she feel 
Crown'd and bless'd for ever. 

The ZauiNDAB crowns his Daughter. 

ailAlDA. 

Why am I brought here?—Ha! what means the crown? 

1 am no victim sentenced to the fire. 
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Come forward! 


CHIEF PBIBST. 

■ 

RBAIDA. 

Hark! he calU on some one. Ilush! 


He calls on tfiee I 


ZEMINDAB. 


BHAIDA. 


Ah! DO, no; kill me not. 


[Falls. 


CRlBF PBIBST. 


Wlience comes this! Was she not prepared. Twas 
wroDR. 

The Rajah will himself come here today, 

And pray for aid in some ^rcut eiircqirisc; 

Till then we shall not stain the albir foot' 

Take her aside, meantime, .iimI rounscl her. 

[IUaida is taken out. 

VOICES WITHOUT. 

The Rajah comes! the Rajah! 

A PRIEST. 

ncar'st thou tlic shouts? he romes. 

CHIIcr PRIEST. 

1 hear them, brother. 

The hold, freethinking Dhur-Sinijh, comes, I know; 

Ihil here, in our own temple, he must droop 
His lion aspect and obey the law. 

Had, Maharajah! 

The Ra/ah enterSf attended. 

BAJAU. 

{To an OjQtccr.) Sec they be secure. 

—Healih to the priests of Siva! 1 am come 
To share your lioly rites, and offer prayers, 

Woods, leaves, and spices (for T shed no blood. 

Save that of foes), before (jreat Siva’s bhnne. 

Rrin^; here the basket. Ijook! I offer these,— 

Myrrh, aloes, sacred oils, rich sandal-wood. 

And flowers which, you e’er say, the Goddess loves. 
Take them; and pray that I may free the land 
(Rise all at peace) from murderous men, who *ve turn’d 
Our holy GtUi^'es to u place of spoil, 

Rubh’d the pour peasant, slain tlic suckini; bahe, 

Fired happy homes, and, wheresoe’er they 'vc been, 

Left death, and violation, and despair! 

[The Presents are offered. 

OlllBF PRIEST. 

The offerin{^ are accepted : see! they burn.— 

And now, Rajah! wc will sacrifice 
A livinjj creature at the altar foot, 

A maid who ne’er was woo'd, betrotlicd, nor won. 

Go, fetch the victim. [Priest goes out. 

aAJAB. 

Docs she wish to burn 7 

CHIEF PRIEST. 

Her father brings her: on his house a blot 
Hath dwelt for a hundred years: no good stays with 
him; 

Ills acts ne'cr prosper; he is loved by none; 
llis dreams arc bad; bis peasants starve; his friends— 
lie katk no friend; and therefore (and because 
He loves great Siva) doth he this day bring 
His daughter for a maiden Sticrifice. 

BAiAH. 

Hethinks ktmsel/sbould smart for bis own sins. 

And she—? 


CHIEF PRIEST. 

She trembles. Human blood will sh 
Sometimes, in dread of tlie last agony; < 

but wc will pray such fault may be forgiven, 

And bid her fatlicr fast for one whole day; 

She shall not die in vain. 

k 

Priest enters wtfli Rhaida, Ute Zemindar, etc. ^ ^ • 

I 

PKlBSTs 

The maiden *b here. 

CHIEF priest. 

Come forward. Girl I approach. 

BHAIDA. 

O spare me, spare me! 
BAJAH {tenderly). 

Come hither, Rhaida! 

BHAIDA (jcreanu). 

11a!—who spoke to me? 

7.RMINDAR. 

The Rajah spoke.— {Aside.) Methinks 1 know his voire. 

rhaida. 

Where’—where? The Rajah? 11a, Mcignoun ! ‘Tishe! 

I ’ni safe, 1 'm safe! [Sinks on her knees. 

BAJAH. 

Did they not say this girl 

Was unaffianced ? 

CHIEF PRIEST. 

Ay, unwoo'd, unsought, 

BAJAH. 

They told thee false, and they deserve to die. 

She tJ affianced' nay, she sliould have been 
This night a bride. 

chief priest. 

Whose biide, O Rajah? 

BAJAH. 

Mini. 

—Come forward, Rhaida. Look! 1 take her hand, 

And ill your holy temple own her mine. 

Priest, seek some other victim. 

[Kemaun enters IfystealUi^ and mixes with the 
crowd. The place is surrounded by troops. 

CHIEF PRIEST {pauses). 

Mighty Rajah! 

I grieve that't should be thus; but she is doom’d! 

The Goddess, in her own great voice, hatli ask’d 
A victim, and I dare not disobey: 

1 dare not offer one of less degree. 

RAJAH. 

Then must wc strait do justice.—Stand apart! {Kneels.) 
Terrible Siva ! if this maid be thine. 

Devoted,—and not slain hy human hate, 

Speak to thy servant, who now kueels before Uicc—— 

CHIEF PRIEST. *'■ * 

Arise! The marble hath a thousand tongues, 

And might, if so it will’d, now answer thee. 

BAJAH. 

Peace, holy man! do I not Know’t?—The God, 

Whose strong divinity is mask'd iu stone, < 

Is free as air; his spirit sull hath power 
To will, and make his marble limbs obey,— 

His marble tongue to speak:—is it not so ? « 


CHIEF PRIEST. 


I 

'> 80 . cj. 
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\ RAJAI. 

Tmd speak, 0 Goddess!—If thy wrath 
this maiden for ihy altar fires, 

.^pcafc^and she comes. But, if no woid of tliiac 
*Be heard iu answer, I pronounce her—freci 
Behold her;—she was lured by falsehood hiilier. 

And they who brought her have affronted thee, 
wSif offering a false martyr. She is woo'd, 

, Won,—almost wed; and, by thy awful law. 

Is unfit for t}ie,.altar. Dreadful Goddess! 

If thou delightest, as't is said, in blood, 

^ Yet sure thou Invest it most wlicn justly shed. 

Know, we have now a victim fit for thee; 

One who, though priest and saint, deserves to die. 
Sparc, then, this innneent maid 1—Once more, if thou 
Speak’st not, she's free. No answer? Maid, approach ! 
The Goddess whom we worship gives no sign. 

CBISP PBltST. 

The sign you call for yesternight was made, 

‘ And I did see it. 

asMB. 

Was the victim namedi 

CHIEP PBIBST. 

She ask'd for human blood, as she is wont. 



No name? 


SAjxa. 


CHIIr PRIEST. 


A victim only. 


RAJAH. 


She shall liavc 
A saintly victim, who is doom’d to die,— 

Doom'd by the law and me. 

\Claps his hands. BIurraA and Krmaiiii are secured. 


—And nov^ thou tenderest heart, and loveliest bride 
That ever made the world more beautiful, 
Brightriing with smiles the aye-reciirring spring,— 
What sliall be done with thee} W'hy, thou must go 
Unto a prison,—look! to those fond arms; 

Whilst I, thy Prince, shall feel more lionoiir’d 
With thee thus near me, sweet! than were I crown'd 
With garlands after conquest, or now hail'd 
By all wide India for her chosen King! 

THK TEMPTATION. 

A DRAMATIC SKETCH. 


RtsncI up, iboo wo of Croton Dinlolni, 

And let no uood ibe lower lihfrinih. 

Niodlrtoh. 

SCENE I. 

.i Street in lHutriu. 

The Count op Osru and Mordax enter, at frtun a 

Tavern, 

COUNT fsingingj. 

Wine! wine! 

The cliild of the grape is mine: 

We 'll nurse it again and again, 

Until it array the bmin 
With wit, or until it expire 
In hot desire, 

And then we 'll drink again, ctr. 



Count! 


mordax. 


COUNT. 


PRIESTS. 

This phice is sacred, Prince. 

■ajar. 

Peace, peace ! vain men. 
Justice is done la heaven ; why not here? 

Bring here the prisoners.— Men, stain'd black with crimeR 
(All by confes-Mons and strong proofs made plain). 
Prepare, for ye must die! Kcroaun, thou hast 
One lonely virtue—an undaunted mind : 

For (liU (so much 1 reverence valiant hixirts), 

I give thee choice liow thou wilt die to-day. 

Speak, and begone! 

JtIHAUN. 

The robber's death for me 
A tamer end would blot the fame I 'vc earn'd 
Death and renown lie mine! 

HAJAB. 

Take him away. 

[Exit Kemaun, guarded. 
J?OT thee, thou baser villain! death by fire: 
s'JPfJ.'^s Uty doom, which none shall mitigate. 

Slay thou, and sec it donf. [To Officer 

lie is the worst,— 

, More base, more false, more without touch of pily, 
Than ever I did think a man could be.— 

I One more there is,—her father. 

orvicBt. 

Must he die* 

RVJAR. 

Mo 1 let him live; but in a foreign land: 

We %ill not touch a hair that's kin to her. 

« [Turin towards Rbaida. 


1 am well, ijiiilc well: the .lir blows fresh. 

MORDAX. 

If ever you should go to l^apland (mark ! 

To Lapland, where loan \yitclica sweep the moon), 

I '11 lend thee a broom to ride on. 

COUNT. 

I(a! Iia!—well? 
MORDAX. 

1 will, hy Sathan ! You shall be equipp'd 
With expedition for a northern journey. 

But speak,—and ere the rnoniiDg sUirs look pale, 
Wtt 'll hreathe above the Baltic. 


COUNT. 


MORDAX. 


Ila, lit, ha! 


1 '11 take thee there upon a goat's l>ack Hying, 

Look I amongst all tliosu lights: dost see 'em twinkling ? 

COUNT. 

Away! 1 could not do an impious deed 
Before (he eternal splendour of the stars! 


MOSDAX. 


Ho! ho! ho! ho! Now *t is my turn to laugh. 
By Momus, you jest well. Didst ever hear 
OF Agalwrta, that most famous witch ? 


COUNT. 


KORBAS. 

Tilou shuU sec her. She shall give thee philtres, 
So thou niaysi change to air, or walk in fire—— 


COUNT. 


Peace, peace! no more: the place seems full of frenxy. 
Millions of sparks go dancing through die air: 



BAUHY CORNWALT/S POETICAL WORKS. 


Hy brain 0 row 8 sick and giddy. How U this? 

An armed phantom seems to gaze upon us! 

MOBDAS. 

That is my master. 

COUNT. 

What! yon piece of cloud 7 

MOROAX. 

Ay. sir, yon lofty genilcinan. Volks say 
He was a gambler once, and dared a stake 
Such as before or since was never won. 
lie lost, indeed- 

COUNT. 

'T is gone! 

MURDAX. 

He came to show 
How tenderly he watches over iis. 

Mark! there are footsteps roniiiig—Tills way, sir. 

They must not track us. Hush! 

COUNT. 

How the wind wails ! 

[hi.xeunt. 

Don Vkshano and Inkz enter. 

DON rLKRlNO. 

hook! wlicre they go, well mated (rake uiid kn.ive); 

The tavern brawler, .and Iiis crooked friend! 


Uncle, hcwarc! 


INEZ. 


DON KERSAND. 


If the fiurec devil still 

Sends out his brood to blacken this f.ilr world, 

7'hat slave is onH,-~he with the dusk brute vis.igc, 
And sliufiling gait, and glittering senrohing eyes- 


INBZ. 


But Manuel, sir, has nought in common witli him. 
The Count of Ortiz, he whoe'er his mates, 

Owns soinclhing still, methinks, which asks respect. 


DON rpRRANO. 


INEZ. 


^ love him?—Well, I love him. What must follow? 


DON FERRAND. 

Nolliing; all’s said—The worst extremity 
Of baseness and enduring grief is touch’d. 

INBZ. 

Speak gently, sir; and speak more nobly, too, 

Of one who (though now fall’n) was good and wise. 
Vali.'int he ir, sir, and a peer of Spain; 

And on his bmw wears bis nobility! 

If'hy do you scorn him, sir ? He ever spoke 
Kindly of you; and when my Other's fame 
And tottering greatness ask'd for some strong help, 

He went unto the king, and pled for him. 

DON FBBBAND. 

That story wants but iriitb. If time be given—— 

INEZ. 

If lime be given, lie Tl force ibe world give back 
Its brigiit opinion, sir, and show him honour. 

Ob! then (i/'he return, and stand redecin'd 
From his wild youth and be—what he may be) 

Soou shall the poor maid cast her mask of pride, 

And look, once more, love upon Manuel. [Exeunt, 


SCKNE 11. V 

An C/nder-^roimd Cemetery. i, i 

The Count and Mqrdax are dimly seen descending J , 
broad Flight of Steps in the distance. - 

MOBDax (entcringj. 

Adieu, Sir Phosphor ! For Iky light, take thanks! 

We Ve barf’d the world out bravely, noble count! 

COUNT. 

Where are we? What! is this the ro.id 7 *t is dark. 

NORDAX. 

Ay; but as fire is dash'd from out cold stone, 

I We ’ll pluck bright wonders from this world of nigfit. 

One of cnrtli's wisest sons, ’t is said, Muglit men 
That tliey should seek her subtle secrets—not 
In ilieir near likeness, but in opposite shapes—— 

COUNT. 

Ho, speak! Who goes? I thought—but no,'t was no¬ 
thing. 

MOROAX. 

’T IS nought. Look up! This is a cemetery. 

Take rare, else you may stumble on a king. 

Halloo ! Melhoiight 1 trod on a fool's skull. 

This is A learned spot, perhaps a bed 
Of full-blown doctors; they arc harmless now ! 


COUNT. 


You arc a nice observer. 


MOROAX. 


Oil! I am uscil 

To chuse 'tween knave and foul. Dost thou not see, 
There,—u pale stream of light run to and fro, 
Threading the darkness?—'i is a madman's wits. 


COUNT. 


Soli! soh! You love him stilt ? Koa, Melchior's daughter, 
With Haifa kingdom for your dowry? Good! 


Where are we? Let us go. The air is close; 

And noises ns of falling waters, mix’d 

With strange laments and hummings of fierce insects, 

Take my ears captive. 


MOROAX. 


O line hurmoiiy! 

'Faith, they have dexterous fiddlers here. Who blows 
The iruiripci honeysuckle in mine ear? 

Speak out, Sir Gnome! lIuKliihurk! That gentleman 
Who beats the drum must be a cricket ’ 


COUNT. 


MOROAX. 


'T is ouc. 


night,— or a death-watch. Now. «>r, what’s the matter? 


COUNT. 

I felt a clammy touch, as cold as death, 

Flap on my cheek, and something breathed on me ^ 

An earthy odour—faugh ! as ihougli the tongue , • 

O’er wliieh't had pass’d had fed on worms aud dust. . || 
Again,—who goes? Dost thou not hear a trampliiys^>' ^ 

MOROAX. 

Be r.ilm :’t is but some people from the moon, 

Or the sur Venus, or from Mercury, ^ 

Madmen, or rakes, or monks, fellows who feed _ / 

On air, aud nil against our homely dishes. y ‘ 

A plague upon the spiritual rogues, ■ i ^ 

They always abuse thcii beUt'rs. ^ 

COUNT. ^ 

Hush,—sweet music! 

Tlic air is vital: every pore seems slung 7 

Until it whispers with a thousand tongues! 


» V ^ 
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^oiCKa are heard; faintly at Jirst, but bccominy 
gmdttally man distinct. 

^ sPiniTs fbetow,'. 

Come away, come away! 

spintTS (\dtoveJ. 

Wliiilicr, VrliiUier? 

^ , SPIRIT (belowj’ 

[ Come away, come away ! 

And leave the of ilie fadini; day ; 
f TI]orout;li the vapour, across the stream, 

Come,—as swift as a lover’s drcaiii! 

> Come hither, come hither, come hither! 

Over the wood and over the heather: 

Where winds arc dyiDj; 

Alon^ the deep, 

Where rivers arc lyin(* 

Asleep, asleep! 

SPIRIT fabowj. 

Wc come; we are comin([—but wiiillier » 

SPIRIT fhelowj. 

Come hither, come hither, come hiUicr ! 
cBonus. 

Hark! hark! hark' hark! 

A power is peoplinf; all the dark 

With wonder,—life, and death, and terror. 

And dreams wliirli fill the hruin with error. 

The elves arc commu in |;titlcrin|; streams, 
fiOaded with light front the moon-beams; 

And llie gnomes are hehiiid in a dusky legion, 
Hurrying all to their earthen fare. 

K VOICE. 

Stand, and gaze! for now ye are 
In the midst of a niiigie region! 

MORUSX. 

Dost liear, Count I Look about! What see you, sir! 

COUNT. 

I sec a vault,—spectral,•‘-immeasurable, 

Save that at times the gaunt and stony ribs 
Bulge through the darkness and betray its hounds. 

And now come countleM crowds (millions on iriillious), 
Whirling like gliilciiog fire-flies round about us:— 

By hell, the tilings bccin Iiiim.’in! Let uic pass. 

MOROAX. 

Stay,—stay, sir ; use more patience : you ‘II tlislodge 
These piles tif cofiins. Kings anti couiils tie here, sir, 
Shouldering cdcli nOier from their places still. 

I The villanoua lifeless lump of clay- 

cotiNr. 

What *8 that? 

M/'thought I heard the arches crack: Look, look! 

The pillars arc alive! Each one turns round. 

And grins, as though the weight crush'd in hU brain! 
Dead faces leer upon me; figures rhutler; 

And from the darkest dupUts watch horrid eyes! 

Let me come near thee. 

MOROAX. 


Host here. 

COUNT. 


As though 1 leant against an iron shape. 

Thy sinews*(aiid thy lieart!) .irc firmly knit. 

MORDAX. 

Never itiil nerve or muscle yet give way, 

From fear, or pilv, or remonw, or love! 

Ncvoi did yet the bounding hiood go Imck 
Into its springs, nor leave my dusk check pale. 

Uiit, I *11 not hoast at present'—Some dull day 
I ’ll tell yon all I ’vc done,—since Cain went mad! 
Meantime, let's sec what comes, llnw fare you nowl 

roimr. 

I feel inoro iirni since I did lu.m on thev. 

But, lurk! the ground lahoim with some strange birth. 
What volumes of dark smoke she sends ahroadi 
Blow off ihc cloud! 

MonoAX blow’s, and a Mirittr u «i'cii 

What's here! Meihiuks I see 
A mighty glass set in an chon frame. 

RIORDAX. 

Right, sir; true M.id(igasear; black ur> hale. 

Now (hen wc ’ll show you what our art can do: 

Wilt have a gliost from Lapland or JafS'in ? 

Speak! for't will cost a minute, and some rhyme. 

COUNT. 

You 'rp pleasant ? 

MORDAX. 

Sir, they 'll not obey plain prose. 
Wliatc'cr iny friends, the utilitarians, preach, 

Verse has its use, you see: hut listen, senor. 

—(lonie I 

Without torch, or trump, or drum, 

Every fine audacious spirit 
Who dutli vice or spite inherit! 

By Ills name, loiig-worshipp’d 'round 
All the red rcalnis underground, 

1 hid and hind ye to my spell! . 

By the sinner who doth dwell 
In the temple, like a saint I 
By the iiiihelievitr’s taint I 
By the liumaii bcaais who riot 
O’er their hrolhcit graved in quiet— 

COUNT. 

You liave a choice collection of quaint phrases 1 0 

MURIIAX. 

f pick’d ’em up, as men of reputation 
Steal iniihly plii:isi*s from forgotten books. 

But how‘siliis^ ‘W.ike, dusto'theearlli! Arayedeafl 
Mischievous' niad^ or spell'd? or hound in hruss? 
Away! .1 million of you tumbling imps 
That jump about here I llciicc, and ilrag before us 
A squadron of sea-burmd hones. Begone ! 

Ibivage ibe dt'cp, and let us sec your backs 
Oack with a ship-load from the ooze—Oh, ho 
Dost thou not hear him? 

COUNT. 

A strange noise 1 bear. 

RIORDAR. 

It is the Atlantic stirring in his depths. 

Dost hear his spriuting floods! Hark! Banks and cliffs 
Are broken, and the boiling billows run 
Over the land and lay the sea-depths bare! 

Now shall tile lean ghosts laugh and shake their sidea, 
Cramp'd by llie waves no more. 


COUNT. 


Ha! I feel 


ilow the winds Uow! 


iG4 
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A Thromj of Jihadows ntsh jii« 




The devil itved, and sway’d him like a slave, 'Jf 
And laugh'd, and Ucd, and witli a clozinir tongue ' 
Cheated the world of love. 




SHADOWS. 

Wc come:—we have bunt the chain 
Of slumber, and death, and pain: 

The ico>bolls could not bind us, 

Though they sliot through our shrunken forms; 
And we left the swift light behind us, 

The wrack and the howling storms. 

A Group of Spirits dtfweml 

HIRST SPIRIT. 

1 have trod the and moiiiiuins. 

SRCONO SPlRlr. 

I have wing’d the frozen .lir. 

THIRD SPIRIT. 

1 have left the boiling fonnlaiiiH, 

Which, like flowers rich and rue, 

Spread their leaves of cryUal high, 

In the lonely polar sky! 


What 1 ihii poorworm? 
Whntl he with his throat cut from car to ear? 

11a 1 ha! O mighty man! 

COUNT. 

He slew my sUtcr, 

So good—so Fair—so young— 

NOIDAX. 

I warrant you 

The gallant ’« sorry enough now. Begone 1 

[rite figure sinks. 

But how s this ? you look pale, sir. beau on me; 

1 'll ho the reed, at least, if not the rock. 

Rut, hush! strange music, like a swarm of bees, 
Seems oozing from the ground! 

VOICES {from below). 


A Crowd of Indian Spirits is driimn in. 
INDIAN SPIRIT. 

We .ire come; we cniiie in legions 
From the flat ami dusky regions 
Where a wooden God they own. 

Wi? have perish’d bone hy bone, 

(irark’d benoalli the giant's car, 

While our mothers shouted far, 

Over jungle, over plain, 

Aud drown’d the discord of our pain ! 

MORDAX. 

t' You see, sir, you may chuae your compouy. 

COUNT. 

No more of this; which may be false,—or true. 

[.fpi'i'ifs fade away. 
L«t me sec one 1 Arow to he now dc.id. 


Hush ! there is a creature forming; 
Earth is into beauty warming: 
Between dust, und death, and life, 
There is now a crimson strife; 
Between fire and frozen clay, 
Watet, ether, darkness, day, 

Theio is now a magic motion, 

Like the Mnmber of the ocean 
Heaving in the sullen dawn! 

—Is the cloud withdrawn f 

A VOICB. 

’T it withdrawn! 

Friends and foes are mec together, 
l.iko a day of April weather. 

Beauty hand in hand with death ; 
What is wanting 7—only breath! 


MORDAX. 

Host see this tawdry coffin ? It is now 
A prelate's paUoe,—Bishop Nunez’ see. 

The poor at l.Tst can come ijuite oe.ir this saint 
Nay, 'round him, now, the worms are met in council: 
ilossiisand Liiinhriciis arc rhoscii prcAidciils; 

The one biH'ausc he is n judge of Icaining, 

And t’ other has taste in flesh. Wilt sec your friend ? 

COUNT. 

No, no; 1 'll not disturb him. What lies here 
Beneath this licnp of rough and rotting boards? 

A felon’s body! Well—wliai shall he done ? 

MORDAX. 

Kick it, as you would spurn an enemy! 

(Count toiuhet it with his foot: the kwirdj erwubie 
away and a hotly it seen. 

count. 

Hr ! Sanchez! Thou false friend! Rise up, ye rocks, 
Pillars, and floors of stone! Rise up and press 
The viUthB downwards I Hell hath lei him 'scape. 

MutDAX. 

This logiM looks paler dun his shirt. 

count. 

Look there! 

The name of ttalhan ia not on his brow. 

NOROAX (/ookiMf/), 

. there 'e no name. 

count. 

And yet, in his black heart 



The Shadow of the Body of a Girl rises. 

COUNT. 

Speak, ere 1 look. What comes? 

MOBDAX, 

A sleeping girl. 

Yet—round her white throat winds a dark red line: 
What can it mean 7 

COUNT (looking up). 

Ha ! 'I IS herself, dead! dead! 
Poor girl, poor girl, too early lost I Was Fate 
(Who gives to all (he wretched store of years) 

A niggard but to thee ? 

MORDAX. 

Boh,—let her pass. 

COUNT. 

Yet one look; for methinks it is (diough pade) 

A pretty picture. When stem tyrants perisli, 

False slaves, or lustful men, we look and loatlie ' 
The ghasdy bulks; but beauty, pale and cold 
(Albeit wail’d never in Ctmolian eardi), 

Like the crush’d rosa whicli will not lose its sweets, 
Commands us after death. Site sleeps, she sleeps! 
Have you no power to wake her from her deep,— 

To give the old sad accents to her tongue 7 

MORDAX. 

'T is past my power. 

COUNT. 

I 'll give thee- 


r 




pDoit tbink I * 


MORDAX. 


m bought with gold t 


COUNT. 


Noble Count, 


I *11 worship tliee»' 


Let me lool^ on thee nearer: no thou >1 fair,— 
As fair as truth. 


MORDAX. 

No fairer ? 


COUNT. 


MORDAX. 

Umph!—that sounds better. Yet, 

'Cannot do *c,-~or must not. Wouldst thou have 
The dead turn traitors and betray the grave? 

COUNT. 


Whiter than truth? 


Wouklst thou lie 


MORDAX. 


Why,—no: in fart, m/ notion 
Is that she W'cars a much too rold complexion. 


Didst thou iffit swear that 1 should look through time t Now, sir, I like the olive,—or the black. 


See joy and sorrow ? wherefore drag me here? 


MORDAX. 

Sir, you shall see the future, if you will, 
but, patience! This fair thing must vanish first, 
And then wc *11 try your fortune. Say farewell! 

COUNT. 

Farewell, my dear one—11a! be gentle with her. 

Dinje, rfurm^ which the Ftwiy sinki. 

Lay her low in virgin earth. 

Till site claim a brighter birth! 

Let the gentle spirits weave 
Songs, for those who love to grieve,— 
Maidens, mothers, lovers (they 
Who have locks too early grey), 

Fathers who are tempeht-toss’d, 

Widows who have won—and lost! 
Children, fairer than the morning. 

Die and leave an awful warniug, 

With the unhealing wound, whose smart 
Never quits the childless heart! 

COUNT. 

Now let us look on that which is to be. 

MOBDAX. 

My glass is tlicrc: yet, ere you gaze, think well. 
The future- 

COUNT. 

Bid it come, as terrible 
As tempest or the plague, 1 'll look upon't 
And dare it to an answer. Muibinks 1 feel 
Swollen with courage or some grand despair. 
That lifts me above fortune, Quick! unvoil 
Your dusky mirror, you, lords of die mansion! 

MOROAX. 


Then, she was naked too, or poets lie: 

Give we some covering, tlioiigli ‘t be but a mask. 

COD Nr. 

That was a fearful face 1 saw! 


MORDAX. 


Forget it. 

fxt us consult the mirror once «'ig:iin. 

[Ot/icr tShadowi d/YMvir. 


COUNT. 


Heaven! ‘t is licrself, my love, iny cleardc.ir Inez! 
She will be mine. After liOve’s fears and pains, 
The god sits crown'd with ruses! What arc thry * 


Your children. 


MORDAX. 


COUNT. 


Base goblins, quick! Unveil your lying glass. 
And let my loM look in. Now, noble Count, 
What sec you ’ [^‘Acufowr appear oh th 


Both?—IJow fair! no lily fairer. 

See, with what matron smile's the mother bends, 

Kissing their veined temples with her lips! 

Mine ? mine! all miuc? O Fate! why did 1 swcxir 
lliitc everlasting to lliee ? 1 abjure 
My rashness at thy feet. 

MORDAX. 

llud you not better 
Dtp once again in the dark lottery T 
Ferhapi this spring may change. Hut sec—what conics? 

[7'hv Shaduwi alia . 

COUNT. 

A thin shape comes: *t is like myself; to like. 

That, but’t is younger, and more spare and pale, 

I *d say—’t was 1. 

MOROAX. 

I 

j This phantom never lived. • 

count- 

rilcallit. Thou-! 

MORDAX. 

He Still! You must not talk 


MORDAX. 


.... --- 

[Shadows appear oh the mirror. ^ c, . . ii . .i 

Confide your transports: wc may talk togetlwr, 

COURT. Though not to them. These pigmii.'s arc us proud 

As a rich tradesman, or a new-made lord. 

COUNT. 

Two figures, like ourselves! y^ho is the vision ? Speak! 

I Count? HOSDAX. 

COUNT. It is—your son. 

True; but thy shadow count. 

Dg look and quivering eye. Forbid it, Heaven! Sickness or want hath struck 

-ila! from young to old, This pale thin boy with death. Must he then bear 

>m calm to smiles—to mirth t Youth without blossom? without age, decay? 
Djasouus? After all childhood's ills and pains endured 


• Two figures, like ourselves! 

¥ We ’re link'd together, Count? 

. COUNT. 


True; but thy shadow 

Wears a strange cunning look and quivering eye. 

And the face changes—Ua! from young to old, 

From fair to dark—from calm to smiles—to mirth t 
From mirth, look! into—ILi! Djaboi.us? 


What it *t? 


MOBDAX. 


COUNT. 


[Ttimj round tfuickly. I (Before life’s sweets are blown), 't is hard to die. 


Let him not perish! 


MORDAX. 


'T is gone! 

Mel^iought thou didst assume a fearful visage. 


,:'s- .• _ 


Do you pray to we i 


COUNT. 


I had forgot: methought the thing was real. 
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But he eomcft a/on«.' Show me the reft. 

All tlie fair ahapes, an«l alic, the first ami fairest^ 

Whose beauty crowns my dreams, w'hosc liesirt is mine. 
My otv»/ Not alt your juifglini; tricks can shake 
My trust in her uomalch'd ndeliiy. 

MOHDAI. 

I said not she was false; she is most true. 


0 , my fast friend! 


COUNT. 


MOSn*!. 


But hrnuly still is frail; 

And what dishonour could not, Diatu has struck! 


COUNT. 


MOSDAX. 


Stand up, Count! Wh.it, fall -it the first word? 
Why, this is but tliu futiir<>. (t\idr.) The weak fool! 


COItWT 


O thou false friend ' (He turns his bark on me). 
Is tUerji no hope,—no way,—no-? 


Quick, ipiick! 


mosdax. 


COUNf. 


MonoAx. 


None :~yC8, one} 


You ni'i'd hut rhanti'c your—livery, Count. 

You 've Nerved orio lhankh'Hskin(* in camps and councils, 
Have (jot liuni knocks, no r.ink, and little pay; 

Have been didumnnrd !—What else need be said ? 

Push liini aside, and chuse a heller master. 

COUNT ffHlUM'iJ. 

Uoiph!—he must be aki|i(;. 


MUSDAX. 


llv it. 


r.oiiN r. 


A great one ’ 


MOBOAX. 

lie is a king more vast and terrible 
Than any imn whose cannon sliakiw the world, 
lie hath huge hosts, wide realms, and such .1 power 
As the strong tempest hath when it is wroth. 

Fate eatiiiol awe him : iVatli is sworn his slave : — 


COUNT. 


What devil- 


NOBOAX. 

Mil—sh! You 'vc (’iicss'd well. If.irk ! his name— 

[If hi\ffers. 

COUNT. 

Avaunt! W*hat art thou? Who art thou? 

MOROAX. 

Your friend! f7fie figure nf Monfax rhaHget.'\ 

Your fellew, too, who 'll save all those you love ; 

But, still, you must be prompt. Your vow runs thua-^ 

COUNT. 

1 will nni bear him. K;irs, shut up your sense' 

mordai. 

Chuso and be quick, Coiuil; for you Vc in some peril. 

The Inquisitors liave si^ciuihI out your (Mih 

(They are bravo bloodhounds), and will soon be here. 


1 care not. 


COUNT. 


MOaOAX. 


But they ‘ve racks, wliieh change men's humours. 
Then, for the things thoii lovest, t/ieir graves are open 
Wilt save, or tlinist them in ? 


GOUNT. f 

Be dumb, thou tcinipter. 
Turn your red eyeballs from me~0, 'I is fahlg.« ^—* 
Black, base, unfounded, false—wliat else? what^se? 
Yet, if it be,—and 1 tan save them thus— 1 

[A noire if fieaivf at a diitance. 

MORDAX. 

Hark! they arc on thee. 

COUNT. 

Ha! is death m near? 

No matter; let it come;—I shake like fear! 

MOROAX. 

I still can save thee, thee and all thou lovest *• 

Quick, speak the word. 

COUNT. 

The word I what word 7 Speak on. 

[arc heard without. 
MORDAX. 

They *re at the door. Say thus, • I gute my soul — ■ 

COUNT. 

Stay! stop! What shall he done 7 Now, life or death ^ 

'I ho grave for Acr,—or love ? God! help me—lla! 

I *m safe—V was a wild struggle—but I'm safe. 

Fiend I I abjure thee ffafU tUmn), loathe thee— 
orricER (wiihoHt). 

Open the doors, 

In the name of the most llolyinquisition I 

MORDAX. 

Ha, ha! the holy rogues'— (ff’htfpering). You still nuy 
cliuso, 

Life, love, and wpullh ^ or the rack and scaffold 7 Quick! 

OFFICER (withoHtJ. 

Durst llirotigh tlie doors I 

[The doors an- AroAcu often, and OfJiiers,etv. 
of the luguisition enter. 

Ho! seize upon him.—lla! 

My loid of Ortiz?—Sir, (k>unt Melchior hcaid 
You were beset hysomc fierce enemy, 

And soul Its here to save you. ll.iise him up' 

Now, where's your foe* Sci^e on him ! 

A yoice fatujhs. 

lla' h.i! hu! 

OFFICER. 

I hear a hornd voire, but noihinjj sci'. 

Spie.id yourselves out. and searcii the vaults with care, 
llosie, aud kt none csc.ipc. 

COUNT (fttintlyj. 

‘T is vain:—he's gone! 
Wherefore he came, orwlio he is, or was— 

OFFIOFR. 

We do not ask . Our master bade us say 
He'd speak in private with you. 

COUNT. , 

llctswisc; ^. 1-1 ■ 

Wise, good, and gentle, as a great man should be. 

Bring me licfore him: 1 will try to thank him. 

! I'd go,—but cannot. 

yoicelattjqhs again. 

Ha! lia! 

OFFICER. 

Lc.iri' on me. 

Now let us haste; Hetbinks strange sin and horror 
Tenant these lonely vaults: Perhaps they sit 
Watching the couches of the wicked dead I 
Come, let ns go;—to the Count’s house, my lord? s 
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COUNT. 


Like ao(ruisb, and (lie yawning ground gare out 

■* fUilA .1_a ..I_.>.1 ^ (_ 




THE H.\LL OF KBLIS. * 


rail, ilrait,'ittrait- f isittfj and atralt to Inei* Blue subterranean fires, that thow’d a door 

| jKMom, barred labyrinths led 10 Hell.-^There stood 

WIutflfNvas (and must once more be) my sweet liome! The dwarfed Indian, grinning like a fiend : 

[Count, etc. exMinf. • Welcomelie cried, . Both welcome! Ye are come 
f To see ilic 1^11106 of morning! Vc dest'rve 

"" To see, and ye b]i,ill see liiiii.a Then he touched 

THE H.\LL OF KBLIS. » The charniod lock, ’round winch, invisibly, 

Thby took their way (Vatliek and his young’bride, demons wheel d. and kep l 

• tl.e 5w„., Nourouil’ar) throuel. summer field. '. 7 ““ Widr 

I II* • Ce. lUn* It upon d wiiU ii horrid sound, and shut 

Of llowcrs—by sparkling rivers—fountains that /vviL.» 11 • 1 

SpU.l.'d o'er .L u.rf-by palm and umarlek tree.- f'' '■ •d enler d ll.ere) 

And wliore tl.e dark pines lalk'd to tmliludes; ”“'" 06 , like llie now 

And oft becniled the way with nnioron. sonp., ^ mount,.,non. ll'Undrr, or i„. wnl,..r,„g ,oi,v 

... Ill I . I .1 ... Of him who from VcMiViuK cdlU ,ihro.id 

hiAses and looks voluptuous; and they quaiPd , , , ‘ 

.. ... . , 1*11 1 .__ In madness, and c.wls out his bla/»ni» foam 

At mid-day iced waters which had grown ii • ! it u 

. I • .1 11 en II n. hike rivers toward the sea.— 

)o()l m the valley of Roenahad One thing 

fill intervene to mar those quiet hours;— . . 

Vhi.li WJ, ambition. 

But Ibcae day. pa«.'d by: ""I!'''' f'*' 

d then Ibry jonrnev'd amonff porilon. mmd., -upportm,; ,;..,nt,, vcr,.r.l away 

, 1 . 1 . .l,c hot blast of the desert swept ..t time. '""C ■■'"»>nrrab e av. nnrs, but 

«C..re. columnar; theM- subsidinc, left “ I"’!"' '" 'i; " «•"; when he 

. .1 •II.* I Looks latnini; on lUi* s.uids of Palestine, 

m to view llir wide lioruon, where „ , . 

Inp their bead., like ...onuLains, to the sk.cs, bar . coin,bore a .blferenl rl,ararl,.r 

,e ll.e dark tower, of l.lakar—Tbo moon '’V ‘(‘'■'Y <* 

l,er pale fare erlipn,.!, and .me afraid P™"'”'' ""."f « >-™ '•P'™ 

that the baleful atmo.,,l,erc .ui,;l.t .broud '••’'li'nduu. rap,l.,k (wlurl, .1 

lifibt for ever; a„<l iuterlunar .la,. "‘""B'" "f ’•'I'™ men 

rank and crew dim,... when ll.r mornini; show. '• ■'I... from a n n»-l.-«, .lone 

,,rcy eye in tl.e Kast.-Korwa.d they pWd ‘'‘ 'P"' Uu.lir., 

Ist .™i..blu,B wall,, and.. minaret., y'""*’ .^,P" 

• . 1 . 1 . Siraiigu Ictlurs nniiilt lie seen—llieir iiiiiiort knnwn 

lereeNeii the IVY grew not, and at last 

, f.. L* — To none hut the iniiiiorLils.—The sad p.iir 

Vid iiejili the migiitv palace of those kings , .. , ' 

, j, - .1 .1 1 - I. SI I - 1 . Iraversoil a scene of Imury and woe: 

no rilled before the Hood. It seem d as built , ■../,' ... V. 

,, . . *11 _ .1 They troil on gold and flowers, white from ibc ground 

ir all elcrnity; and Its pillars threw V . , • , " 

I i> £ I I Vo iipdioiis odours seamed, wliosc uretilli was sweet 

m the black nialforni, long, uigc lines or shadow. , . . 

bat lay np,„. the marhle, like to thini-s "■“’7 f >l>« q»«" 

nb,l»,.ti.,l-(:o,.nlle« and sky-touehinB tower. '‘“"“Y i I’onehs, 

•< Wlios,- archilcrtme w.,s unknown a..,id.t ' P“rf","""B sandal-woo,i, 

.•he reemds of the earth.) stood there, like that '•■'"""Bi ■'■"liUrd and fra,.rant wa.er. 

Va.t pile o.,r ancestry once dared to ra«e .S,,.,rkh d ,n rry.lal ;-hnt around llnm, .talked 

In old Chaldea, whence they met the wrath like m. n-all »,l«l,t-w.lh de.pa,r 

fy t i . • .1 n j On every f.ire, ami eacii did press Ins iiand 

Of God, and nature s own sweet language fled ... . . ....... . 

, ,, di'.iiiisl liiv he.-irt, ami Miunri u fits fellow-wreleli. 

The lips of men for ever.—foleucc reign d; » ’ 

And glimmering darkness in the middle air 

Broode.1, but .hifting aye her .l.adowy winj., "P"" a filol-- of fire wt Ehl.» lie 

Let horror creep between, and doubtful liBbt; "■« *PT;>. that rebell d 

And ebill, «.pnlrl.ral a.r., that ha.l no .ound, P""'"'""', T'"'' 

Tonrl.M the pale rheek of yonne Nonronihar ; •''“"l "'al "onie prnle born d .n I... eye. 

And Vallirk fell hi. heart grew rol.l, and .tay’d "ulilX '•avr p.l.r.l Intn. III. flowin,; l.air, 

.Jfi. breath to listen, and he crasped hard Sneanunc hk,. .unheam., tohl he lun.t have been 

^'er trcmblinB hand for mere companion.hip. ^n ange once and fair, and tanuful; 

»oi. .\ay, in Ins raiipn station, he retuin d 

The stars now shone anew; and right against ^ nobility: 

Tlie jvdace, carved curioiihly, were seen Y"** wW 

liCopurds and winged hippogriffo, .ind shaiics “ woild. • Lrca 1 urfs,» he s:iid, 

Ilnknow n but to ibo bottoms of the deep, « Lrcatiina* of cUy! I number ye nmongH 

*Aml there, by all sca-monstcrs ilial we fear, Wy and adorer*: Live ye licr<* 

Dreaded, .iiid left .nloiic; .ibove these forms **«*■ for ever.—Tben \m orb. 

Were traced mysterious cliaraciers, Ibat did yield Rerwlmg from the presence of the d.imn’il, 

A welcome to the pair. Scarce bad they read .Sbriink to a point of light, and ns it shrunk 

When from amougst the ruins came .a sound The hearts of his believer* wiilier'd, and biiin’d 

Internally (as he had left Miind 

' Vide nockrordVlliMOM nf di< Vaihel. A portion of his fire)—.ind Oil ihi'lr Souls 


Thby took their way (V.itliek and his young'bride, 

* ^lic sweet Nourouiliar) tbroiigli summer fields 
Of llowcrs—by sparkling rivers—fountains that 
Splash’d o’er the turf—by palui and tamarisk trees— 
And where the dark pines talk'd to solitudes; 

And oft beguiled the way with amorous songs, 
Ki-iscsand looks voluptuous; and they quafPd 
At mid-day iced waters which had grown 
)ool in the valley of Roenahad One thing 
lid intervene to m.ir those quiet hours;— 

Ybicli was aiiihition. 

But lhc.se days pass'd by: 
d then they journey’d among perilous sands, 
lich the hot blast of the desert swept at times 
figures columnar; these subsiding, left 
m to view llir wide horizon, where 
ing llicir beads, like mountains, to the skies, 
le ilie dark towers of Islakar.—The moon 
her pale face eclipsed, .'uid sore afraid 
that the baleful almosfdierc might shroud 
light for ever; and iuterlunar slais 
rank and grew dim, .is when (lie morning shows 
I'rcy eye in the Kast.—Forward they p;iss'd 
1 st cruiiihliiig walls, and shaking minarets, 
lere even the ivy grew not, .md at last 
Vid 'iieatli the mighty palace of those kings 
no ruled before the flood. ' It seem'd as built 
ir all eternity; and its pillars threw 
•n the black platform, long, huge lines of shadow, 
hat lay upon the marble, like to things 
«ibs(.ititi.il—(ioiiniless and sky-loueliing towers 
*i Wliosi* architectiiie w.is unknown atiiidst 
.'lie records of the eartli*) stood there, like that 
Vast pile our ancestry once dared to raise 
In old Glialdca, whence they met the wrath 
Of God, and nature’s own sweet langtinge fled 
The lips of men for ever.—Silence reign'd; 

And glimmering darkness in (he middle air 
Brooded, but sliifting aye her shadowy wings. 

Let horror creep between, and doubtful light; 

And chill, s<*pulrlir:d airs, that had no sound, 

Touch’d (he pale check of young Nouronihar : 

Ami Vallirk felt his heart grow cold, and stay’d 
Iritis brcaih to listen, and he grasped hard 
•^er tremhlini; hand for mere companionship. 




The stars now slionr anew; and right against 
Tlie p<dace, carved curiously, were seen 
liCopurds and winged hippogriffo, and shapes 
Unknown but to the bottoms of the deep, 

vAud there, by all sea-monsters that wc fear, 
Dreaded, .md left alone; .ibove these forms 
Were traced mysterious cliaraciers, ibsit did yield 
A welcome to the pair. Scarce bad they read 
When from amongst the ruins came .1 sound 

' Vide noclirord's lliMOi) n( di< Ijtlifli Vaihrl. 
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’^me dsrknoM and dismay: and all knew then 
The uiieonsumio^ flame was come; and each 
Hated himself and fellow.—Thus they Iwcd 
For ages and for ages, a sad prey 
To 6res perpetual—and endless fear— 

Sorrow, although they loved not—hot desires, 

That never could be quell'd-hunger and thirst— 
Fierce jealousy—and groundless doubt—and hate* 
And blastiog envy—and Cmidst other ills) 

Sense of contempt in others.—Thus they lived: 
And not one creature ever after knew 
What't was to—hope. 


TilR MARHIAGE OF PELEUS AND THETIS. 

lIioH placed npon a hill of ThcMaly 
(That lifts its forehead to the cle.ir hlue skies, 

And when the storms arc high, 

And, like its diadem, the lightning shines, 

Sliakcs in wild music all its whispering pines), 

Sale twice ten thousand tieitics. 

Pciion! in song renown’d and heathen story, 
l)o<il thou rememher tiint auspicious day 
(Mark'd iii celestial history) 

When gods and star-bright spirits deigned to stray 
Along thy rills and through thy pastures sweet, 
f>r sporting on their heavenly pinions fleet 
Shook light and fiagrancc through the noontide air? - 
Then every god that loved the nymphs was there 
(Tbo nymphs the gods' especial cure). 

And goddesses and spirits all of niiglity name. 

First sweet Aurora in tlie morning came— 

(For well she loved the sea-green maid, 

Thetis, who wout lier htreaining hair to Iiniid, 

Ere yet Apollo dash'd the shores with ilaine), 

And over Pclions giant-head she threw 
(For this was Fhclis' nuptial day) 

A veil of roses, such as in the Spring 
Hurst into Iieaiity 'fore tlie sons of May, 
jmAud many a flower, touch'd with the rainbow's hue, 
She east—such (though on cMrlli they fade nuay) 

In heaven live ever blossoming. 

And this was the coy Thetis' nuptial day— 

The hridegrouin was a uiau of fame 
(Ills line immortal, though from earth his name), 

And ihruiigh a kingdom once held scepicr'd sway— 
frhess.diaii Pulcus)—'T w.is a day of state, 

And all the assembled gods and lierovs (hen 
(lame down in mortal sha|)es 'inongst men 
(Siive uiu‘, Uie greatest of (he great). 

Those holy rilos of love to celebrate. 

Tlicn came the niigbliost on hU blazing throne 
DMme downwards, buoyant on a ihuiider-cloud; 

And aa he pass'd each living creature bowed. 
Hountatas, and woods, and waves, W'erc forced to own 
tlis powarfel presence—though unseen he rode. 

And spared the world the image of a god— 

Salurniau Jovr!—ou Pelian's topmost height 
Thou lal’st amidst (he circling deities, 

Bonk'd each in order, for, us in the skies. 

They took Acir place to view iliU marriage rite. 

V 



The Oueen of heaven was (here, lier braids of jei 
Clasp'd hy a ditzUng coronet; 
ler port was majesty—her look was light— 

And pale Uinerva, with her face divine. 

And witli mild eyes intelligently brigh.t— 

And there Apollo’s brow was seen to shine 
Midst (he rich clusters of his golden hair; 

And Venus, with tier zone unbound was there, 
Upon a thymy hUlock heot;— 

And Bacchus, crowned with leaves of vine, 

Son of the star-bright Scmele—and Mara 
And dark Bellona left their thundering cars, 

To consecrate a day so sweet and fair— 

And Neptune, charm'd, Had left his element. 




Below, below—joyous the woods among 

And fountains—through the cool and leafy shade 

Bright nymphs and sylvan spirits stray’d— 

Some laughing chased—some 'woke (he cheerful song, 
And some that strain to melancholy dear— 

Some bathed their limbs amidst the waters clear. 

Naiads uiul heaven born-Nereids, 

Or plunged their hands within some secret well. 

And as they flung on high Uie sparkling wave 
Mutter'd each a soothiug spell; 

Fearless the Dryads left dieir sacred trees. 

For well tliat day did the rude Fauns behave, 

And through the morn—the noon—the evening hours, 
Some tore the violet from its stem, 

Tograce the sea-maid's couch when nightsliould spread; 
And some inwove a diadem, 

Form d all of roses white, to deck her head ; 

Some pluck'd the golden fruits, some roll'd amongst 
the flowers. 

Still some were wanting; yet as day declined 
They came—(hen first was heard Favonius' sigh, 

, Wild whUpering through the blossoms, as he pined 
Away, in notes of fragrant melody— 

And Cupid, who iill then had flutter'd far, 

Blushing, and fretful on the varying wing. 

And wept to see the NurcidH* fear, 

C.ime wheeling round and round—near and move near— 
(As doves coitie homeward in their narrowing ring) 

And loitering Oian sent her vesper star ^ 

To tiii her coming, and to s.iy, that night 
She nearer to the Earth would hend her head, 

And rest a moment on old Fclion's height. 

And kiss pale Thetis on her bridal bed. 


And now the nymph was home along 
'Midst dance and festal song, 

In spotless garments, as became a bride, 

Whilst Pelcus languish'd by her side, 

Breathing in murmurs faint his fondest sigh ' 

His helmet and hit arms were all laid by— 

Yet look'd he, (hough unarm'd he rode! 

Hero, and prince, and denii-goct! 

His head was laui'cU'd, ami his eyes of fire 
Fashion'd to softness all, and looks of love. 

Around his shoulders broad a robe he llircw, 
Staiu'd with the murex' matchless hue 
(This the rude fisii^ir found, who went to rove. 
Seeking for bright sliells through the seas of ’Tyi^). 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


aliw woD, 

,_i\ ihil sw«.i nie hfyim 

.Ily^MMUs til It unites in awful chain 
Ui il none ni ty p u 1 1{ am« 

Ikiylii w 1% tin fl imt ind liolv, that aiose 
(A(l ill by flowers tint once on l*eho« f rtw), 

Anil swte t iIk lurtiisc til It dbtcndetl li4,h, 

T tin d by 1 avonius m( Ii 
(F)\ oniiis wlioittitningblow^ 
ittiJMiiN ihcliurpl on l*unii*us ^di) 

Aloft in ptirslhi binU of Venus Hew, 

And dU without % pinp the victims died 

All w 1-* piopitions boon aniidvt the lliionj 
low (OM(<> were liedid iikiijmi^ nil the tule 
Dll ited 111 I somul of w u 1 h U 
Thioii^li ill till (ivitoni’eh nsbide 
Biiitl in I then (diminish d) died — 
llun htf ilhed the (line, tli hut le ptild ihr 
(In ton s of iiiusii imt (no in ii to w ii], 
llietiiiinp t pom d Its noti, ind ill w is still— 
bill net wiblielldou vile indlilll, 

Wlieii (fiom Oil III, Il desi i)diiit,like iMir 
1 li It ]i ivi s Its orb It) w itc ]i 011 UK 11 !>eh)w) 
llyiii II (lit Midofwedd ti lose wissiiii 
biiiidini bisidelhe iltir(reen 
llefoie his feci the \ouve \vi< itlis wt re flun{f, 

And wildly swtil flu hjmn—lus lijmn- by kiit<hii{, 
vit^ms siiHu 

And midni(,lil eime, intl dl cliciodsd pirlid, 

And nymphs— ind h It (lit Ion rs (o itpose 
Dn pilhiws of th« li s 1 i-Mo\mi lOSe, 

1 he winds \v< u silt nl ind ilit w iters pi ly d 
No mort —list tli it they should llie s i \ rten maid 
Distuili (no loii(erpih ind hiukin In ailed), 

I uvt only on tlie (oueli w ts liovermp 
A loueli ill it [Otis h id (lilt I) d to liless, 

W here e itli liud j m n some (,ifl of h ippincss, 

I ove only s(ai*l, he kissd euli foieheid fur, 

And flun[, iMuotu odours rrum his Wiri^ 

(bwe tl> yond nun s imi(,iuiu[,;, 

Jhin took Ills Ihi^lil upon tin nionuou iir 

\et esery m(,lit retuiud ind bless d that h ippy pui* 


IIIIMirYN 

Uei vsei )N ' blue ilelvellyD' Mill of lulls' 

Giani iinoQ[,si ihe (,i mis I ift thy he id 
Bio id in the sun h( lit no loosi v ipour duns 
, Ihy biiien (,i iiideur, but with front siviie, 
t aim, proud ind iiii ib ish d thou look st upon 
The heij his irouiid—the 1 ike iiiJ mt idows j,rtei), 
VMiereonlhe luidedciule tiny ihinj'S 
/like flowers upon the sunny Undsiapi lie, 
fichmd^thi e i ouii ih ijiiit k iht evening p ile, 

Whilst in the west in ainplnthciirc 
Of crays (such as ilu l>elni,t uii(,hl liau wash d 
111 vain), n, iinsi ilu. i,oldcn face of he lun 
1 urns Its d trk slioulder, and losiilis the day 

I With no imposing air, no netdiess state, 

Thou nsesi, blue Ilelrellyn —no sliJDt,e point 
lends lliee dislinetioo, no faolastie shape 
Marks thee a (liiug whereon the mind must rest 
^But m ilunt owu broad height, puiless and \ isl, 


IcMiihin flif mouiilHinst thou irtsecn 
1 iirl> isceiidiHf imidMrrips ind hills 
rile nii( hticst one,—assoiiitc of ihe sky' 

I see ihei i iin, ftom these bUik sullen moon, 

Bonn II ss iml but —lon{ dit iry wintry wistes, 
XVlieieiht lid w itus he slit,n)i)t iinidst 
Blitkiotks in I III II Ik ruus moss iiid lusl ei white 
Wiih Ift 01 with rd hy the hititr Iihst — 

Thou iooktst out on iby hu^i liiiihs ill it he 
Sltepin(, fii, rII I neuii mtl on iht pi tins 
Ih low, ind he non whiili si uiely oi r ihy held 
f ifts Its bint II II, iiid tm (lit iliivdi tiniids 
riiiiloitti loiiiid line, oi iinpiiuiiu'iliursl 
Ihnut thy summit with iheii stouny htiweis 
I hell in Ihy lonely stile, liioii luest on 
riirouj II diys inti yi us, and i(es—gidl ihesimc 
liisliiktii iindet iyin{ —not done 
\ thiii| miteiiil liipU fui within 
rtiy III lit I seen t spiiit niiy now ibidc, 

Ihe stun Ill It fills lliy ttinsin ipnng with gietu 
\ikI h i>(s iitiund tlui ioiif (In siininiti lliyiiic, 

Vntl whin Ilu wmdstf Viiiiimn ihdh) iwiy 
Soknni mil Sill fitini ihy siipii iiitst hiuw 
Puuiillilh whit sli ini bii| lit iiid Letuiiful 

lilt winds' —in llityiliy nnisii f (who shill siy 
Mum III iiisi not )-~1hy ttliois whitli itsioie 
III! rolhni lliundei fiminif fist iw ly 

I rum dl nil to i setnnd lift stem now, mitlanki 
Not nun ]euiissiimsof tin loniiiion nr, 

Hut iiiiil Kit ns lii(,li of iiu| lilt I St nv — 

01 somi (ommiinif ililt soul tint sju iks 
finmtlii most iMw ird eiiili ibinid to men 
And niuinituns, bud ind biasi, iiid air and lleivm 

AN AIUHIAN SONG 

II ns Flint Ihlt'—Ihou irthri(ht 

the white snow on lh( hilU ifir, 
lliy lue IS swtet is tin moon by n!( hi. 

And tluin tyelikt Ilu rit ii ind lolling stir 

hilt the snow is poor ind wiiImib soon, 

VMiiii tlioii lit firm indtnii—m hopr, 

\nd n<v>i(likt I lime) from (lit fit e of tin moon 
Iliimdlhi diiktyeofllit Aiitilopt 

fine IS lliy sbipc is iht Iriks hou| li, 

Vntl ihy hoMiiii i lieiitii—or, h iplitr, meint 
(IF mm 111 ly ( mss who tmvls hi low), 
hy lit i\in III iaitlistnehanlinetil 

But tin hoii(h of the I nk in wiitttr dna, 

\nd lilt Ifentri huh doiijs lint dim its blue, 
ihy shipr is is fun whin tin suiitiuer Bus, 

\iid thy bosom is w ii in iinl < loudltv loo 

f iiv h iir IS hUi k is the si irh ss sky, 

Anil (t isps lliy ii t k is il lovt d its homt, 

Yi t It moves at tin sound of thy famiest sigh, 

I ike ilir snjkt ihil lits on ilit whiu tea^foim 

liicweil' lanweii —\t t of thee, sweet oiaid, 

1 II sing—m lilt wild woods fir awiy, 

And 1 II hear thy uanie on iiiy sinning blade, - 
I lowi r of mv own Aiibi i' 
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And when I rc(urn» with a Chieftain’s namtf, 
And many a plunder’d gem for thee, 

1 ’ll a^k thee then to share my fame 
For all love’s sweet eternity. 


.SONNKT. 

WRITTEN IN THE WOODS OP BOLTON ARBET. 

Therb is no lovelier scene in all the l<iiid'>- 
Around ine far a green enrhantment lies, 

Fed hy the weeping of these April skies 

And, touched by Fancy's great * alU> h.irmiiig wand," 

Almost 1 expect to see a lighisoine hand 

ta)inu i>triding through the haE>'l Imughs, and cioss 

3 ly path—or half asleep upon the moss, 

Sonic Satyr, with siretcli’d .inn and clenched hand. 

It is a place of beauty'—Here, half liid 
by yellowing ash and drooping aspens, run 
The river waters—as to meet lliu sun; 

And in the distance, boiling in its might. 

The fatal fall U seen—the thuriileiing Atm/,— 

And overall, (he morning blue and bright. 


SFANZAS. 

Fsbewsli. '—You have h.’inUti’d me then 
From my lioinr, and the l.inguugc of men 
Must come foreign .'ind chill to my heart!— 
Rut you scorn’d—and't was tune to depart. 

I go, like the shadow th.it Mies, 

When night and her darknesses rise, 

And there is not a star in iUe sky, 

To light me 011—even lu die. 

You have slighted me, cruel' and yet 
1 c.iniiol disdaifi or for|',el, 

For ill li.iie you sldi keep your cniilrol. 

And it lies lik<‘ a eli.iin on niy soul. 

t 

And now foi the storm and the hn'c/e, 

Anti the music 1I1.1I hvt-s on Iht* seas, 

Amt the ever-green v.illcys iliai he 
('Midst the Alps) in the smile of the sky! 

I shall stand on the nioiiiil.iin, and shout 
To the stars as they wander uhont. 

And perhaps tury may stop at iiiy call— 
Rut Ihtiii wilt be brighter than all. 

Oh! then why do 1 strive to renioio 
1 hcc 7 I lived on the thought of thy love 
Once, and ever must think ('l in my fate) 

Of'I'liec—though I think of lliy hate. 

Farewell! Thou hast struck in thy ptide 
A heart that for Thee would have dioil! 

Yet I l>ear tlie reproach, as I go, 

Of filliDg ihy bosom with woe. 

No matter!—I have, and't is well, 

A spirit that nothiog sliall quell! 

And t know that, whatever my doom, 

* Yhe laurel must spring from my tomb. 


DF.UWKNT-WATEll AND SKIDDA 

Deep stillness lies upon this lovely lake. 

Thu air is calm ‘ the forest trees are still: 

The river wintlelli without noiae, nnd here 
The fall of fountains conies not, nor the sound 
Ilf the white cataract Lodore* The voice— 

The mighty mountain voice—itself U diitnh. 

Only, far disLint and si'arce heard, the dash 
Of waters, broken hy some boatrn.in’s oar, 

Dislurlis the goldeu, calm monotony. 

The earth seems quiet, like some docile thing 
Oheyini' the blue beauty of the skies; 

And the soft nir, through which the tempest ran 
lately in its speu<l, rebels no more. ' 

Thu clouds arc gone which hut this morning gloonv 
Round the great Skiddaw; and he, wide reveal'd, 
Oiitdiirer of the storms, now sleeps secure 
Roneath the watching of the holy moon, 

Out a few hours ago and sounds were heard 
Tliroiigli all the region: Rain and the white hail sa 
Amongst the branches, and this placid lake 
Teisud into tmiiiny: its waves (these waves 
Th.ii lie like >liiiiing silver nioliDnless) 

Then shamed their gentle nniurcx, and rose up 
[.ashing their guardian banks, and, with wild cricS 
Complaining, cull’d in all the echoes round. 

And .msw’crd rudely the nidu winds, which llicn 

Cast discord in the walcrs, until they 

Amongst llioniselves waged wild .ind glittering wai 

oh! could ini.iginition now .'issiimc 

The powers it l.iviHli'd in the hy-gonc days 

On rauiis and Naiads, nr in later limes 

Vdlagu leligion or wild fable flung 

O’ci sylplis and gnomes .and fairies, fancies Strang 

Here would I now compel to re>uppcar 

Refnie me,—here, upon the ninon''lit grass, 

Tii.ioi.i, hluc-cyed queen, hiighlevt and liist 
Of all ilie shapL-R which trod the emerald rings 
At itiiduighi, or hetiCMih the stars drank merrily 
The vvil<i-in\e dews, or fi.iiiu'd ihcir polciil chart 
' And here should princely Oberon, sad no rnorcy 
Re seen low whispering m his I>eantv’s car, 

Willie roiiml .ilioiit tlicir ihione the fays slmuld 1 
Olliers the v iiilc, tending that peeiless p.iir, 
bliiiiild fillw.iii odoions juices cups of Mowers— 
ileic—yet not so : from out thy watery home, 

Deep Mink beneath nil storms and billows, thou 
SliiMildsl not he torn:—bleep in thy coral cave, 
l.oncly and iiiial.irm'd, for ever sleep, 

; While Oalaieu!—for thou wnst indeed 
I I he fuircHi among all the forms which left 
'I heir liaiiiils,—the gentle air, or ocean wide. 

River, or fount, or forest,-to bestow 
High love on man;—hut, rather let me notv 
1 -roiii these so wiiehing fancies turn awny, 

Lest I, beguiled too far, forget Che scene 
Rofore me, bright as aught in fairy land. 

Skiddaw! Eternal mountain, hast thou been 
Rock'd to thy slumber by the howling winds, 

Dr has the thunder or the lightninj^ blue * 

Scared thee to quietl—To the sounding blast 
Thou gavest answer, and when thou didst dash ij'. 





white hail in its puny rafje aiide, 
oa wast not dumb, nor fu the rains when they 
Ran ti^bliog from lhee:->inc thou answerest not; 

Art thou indii*nant then, or hear I not 1 
Or, like the (louble>vifta(;ed |;o(l who sale 
Within the Roman temples, dost ihon keep 
High watch above the northern floods to warn 
Lone ships from erring, while thy Miithern front 
If sealetl in sleep*—Thy lofty head h:is long 
Stood up an everlasting mark to alt 
Who wander: haply now some wretch, whose bark 
Has di ifted from its path siiii’c set of siin, 

Behohls thiK! shine, and kneeling pouis his soul 
In thanks to heaven, or towards his('ol(.)ge home 
Shouts amidst tears, or laughter sad ns tears. 

—And shall I, while those things may be, complatu? 

?fover. in silence as in snniiil llioti art 

A thing of grandeur; and throiiglioni the year 

Thy high protorting piesenre [let not lids 

Re forgot ever) tut ns aside ihe winds 

Whicli else might kill the flowers of this sweet vale. 

TIIK PLUVIAN JUPITKH. 

' FROM A I'lCTURE DY OANUY. 

Look! whore, ainongsi tlie porphyry roliimns, sits 
Jove—the Olympi.m ! Look!—His shadowy arms 
Crown the bnve temple of his Deity, 

And round ahnni his lieail the vapours roine 
Lowering, in daik ot>odii-nrr.—\ohlv h.ith 
The painter told his slot y—and well it shines 
(P)acod hy some riiniiini; hand there) fioni ainitlst 
The art hiierinral things of new ercalion, 

That in their gilded dress rise siiOly up. 

Ah though to do it honour —Trooping on, 

Sec where the crowds of worshippers (.itliicd 
In while, and carrviiii; flowers) pass on, lo hail 
The Spirit supremo, hy all his various naiucs 
Of faiiier, anil king, and Plitvian Jupiti-h. 
lie—like the god of rlniids, sits motionless: 

Rut in his qiii«‘t power there scums lo lie 
Assent and blessing, and the elements, 

As sclf-iiifonned, how down nhsispjioiisly. 

Almve, iihove—leriipies ami lowrrs aiibliitic, 

Rocks and bine monniains, niid Athenian skies 
Gleam in the distance. What a sreno is there! 

Fit for those mighty minds intelltgeiil, 

Who through the mists of ages rear their heads 
In bravo dcliant'c of the storms of liinu. 

And, h.iply, from these beautiful regions came 
A power, lUat shed a light on man ; and as 
Thu sun draws fiom the c.irih rich fruits, drew forth 
thoughts and patriot fueling, and did give 
To Greece Us fame unparall«rd, 

STANZAS. 

la glowing youtli, he stood lieside 
His native sinsim, and s.iw it glide, 

Showing each gem bcne.illi its tide, 

Cilm as ihougli nought could break its rust, 
deflecting heaven on its breast, 
id seeming, in its flow, to lie 
ike candour, peace, and piety. 


When life began its hrilliont dream, 

IIis heart was like his native stream: 

The wave>slirincd gems could scars'ely seem 
Loss hidden than each wish it knew; 

Its life flowetl on as raUnly too : 

And heaven shielded it from sin, 

To !M‘c itself reflecleil in. 

He stood lieside that stream again. 

When years had fled in strife and pain; 
lie looked for its calm course in vain,*^ 

For storing profaned its peaceful flow. 

And clouds o’eihiiiig its crystal brow 
And turning iben, he sigh'd (•> deem 
Ills heart still like Ins native Hlrcain. 


A FAMILIAR KPIS'l'I.E 10 SIR TIIOMA.i I.AW- 

RFNCE. 

L.\wsRanR!—allhnngh the muse and I have pnri"d 
(^lle lo her any licighis, and I In toil. 

Not disrontent, nor wtolh, nor glooniy-hcarled, 

Ih'c.iiisi* I now must till a nigged soit).-~ 

Although M‘!f-banishM fioiii the [kh-iIoss kliisc, 

Rinish'ii fiom An's gay gioiips .ind blendmi; Imiw, 

1 Hiill g.i/i* oil thy lines, where Reality reigns, 

With pliMMire which rewaids iiitiie eiranl pains. 

Thus, ilioii|>h I eon no more the eoinmon page, 

With learned Milton still and SliakH|MMru sage 
f comiuune. when the l.ihouiittj; ilay is over, 

Fill'd wall a deep deli|’hllike soiuu line lover 
Whom fruwmni; falu may nolcitliiely sever 
From her whose /oer, perhaps, is lost for ever! 

Fven now tliy potent art witches my sight, 

I see it slill ( with all my old ilelight),.— 

With lainbows o'er ihy beaming (igiires flung, 

Siill bright, and, like l.ya^us, • ever young.* 

: For ihnii, as Uaffaclle and Correggio Kinilcd 
On heaiily in the hud, and made the child 
Immortal as the man of thoughtful brow, 

By dint of their sweet |iOwei,—so dost thou. 

And who, whilst those fair matthlitss rhildrcn ' aie, 

I Whieli, with thy radiant pencil, like a star. 

Thou hroughtest into light and pii'fiircd grace, 

.Shall dare assign to thee u tetonti place ? 

Yet,—ihoti so lovest the art thou dost profess, 

(I know), iliat thou wmihlst rather lie deem'd It's* 

'Than thine own stature, so tliat they who flr^l 

Gave art nohilitv, and burst 

lake dawn upon the world to shine and reign, 

Sole homage of mens' souls may still retain, 

—W lib whom dost thou now commune,—mgliiby night, 
When Nature, lady ihinc, withdraws her light, 

And even ttwu must cease lo charm all lime? 

Is It with Michael and his siern-siiblime? 

\\ ith Rembrandt’s riddles dark,—.*i * mighty maie?i 
Caracri's learned lines*—or Rubens' blaze? 

With hoary Leonardo, great and wise? 

With Parma's painters and their angel eyes? 

Or RafLielle, sent us down from out the suony skies? 

Tb» cbiltirea of Hr Csimeadf. * * 
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(Jr, leaTeftUliou thw to tlicir immortal rest,* 

Turning unto aome youtliful nriiht gucat* 

Or widi aomo itigii mind or accomplisird friend 
Doftt thou delight the evening hoiira to spend 
Dy thine own fire, where proud shapes stand around, 
Iteathless and eloquent, tliou}'h williont sound,— 

All in the porfs dreams and fanrics horn, 

Hut wrought hy si'ii)[>{nr>pnuls like the mom? 

Do«>t thnii witli Otticy talk, a spirit le-irn'd, 

Jn whom so long the smother’d fire has hurn’d,— 

Who \hiHtld h.ive been what many ho|)e to he, 

K painter stamp’d with immorlatily? 

—or is 'l all enough that ihoii eansl dream 
Of agf s when thyself must he the theme 
Of pMise linniixM, from riv.d envy free 
(If rival envy eaer aim’d at lhi*e—), 

—Not that alt those around lliei* ^thoii the sun) 

Shall perish when theii henuieoiis loil is done: 
l''or soiiiQ there are wIium* wm ks are wroiiglit for lime, 
For futiiru wonder, and eternal rhyme,— 
fiooil Slolhard,—old, hul in his yoiilh of fame; 

Who is, and tiinst siirvive—a poleiiC name I 
Cliaiilrey,—and I'leinisli Wilkie,—handscer young 
(Whose itkill hath given the very heasi a longue— 

Life—moitrni —till it chains the aihniiing eyes); 

And Tiinier, famous for his (^laiiilian skies; 
liilioit, DewinI (rare hrothers), form’d to last; 

And Odiins, wiih his landscape iinsiirpass’d ; 

Cilleolt, whom river gods sliniihl all adore; 

Westail,— and heslie,—pcrh.ips many more. 

Who now expand their wings, anil sti Ivcaiid hope to soar. 

—The gii .It live free from envy, free fiom hale, 

Horn or self-raised la'yond that puny stale 
Where waifare frets the heart, and shrinks the soul, 
Whidi else all gr.indly might iisidf iniioU 
hike morning in the east, when sninnier skies 
(•row hright with heaiity as the d.irkncss dies. 

Thoiii'h near them w.ies and leinpests shake the elime, 
Thty live iinv.iii(|iiisli'd through the siuiias of tunc. 
Like the rrniurioii o.ak, whose tower of gicy 
^iidureih agi*, hut scarcely ow-ns decay! 

Thus free dost thou live. Law reiiee *— and thus free 
From hale, from wrong, envy and calumny, 

Free from the pain thou gives! not—may thy life 
(Uidc onw.irds without taint of cate, or strife! 
Meaiiliiiie, with every grare, and many a friend, 
(knitiniiu still thy evening time to spenil, 

Fci'iling on lovely seenes .ind lofty shapes,— 
roiidpi'iiig on thouglils, while not a charm esrapes,— 
Silling ’midsi all the gmis whom painters own, 

K.ich stiiidiiig on his pate and srniptiired ihrone;— 
Silting and sharing all.Vo miser thou. 

Who hoaid)sl the wealth wliieli may he useful now , 
Rut to the atliKt voiing and vet ndined. 

Unbaring thoughts of iii.iny a master mind,— 

Tracing the learmsi hiiiw,—and sweei'ning all 
W’ith grntvfiil ronversis never known to p.ill. 

Kven I, d(>seiter from the muse’s bowers, 

Have shared with thee some plcisant, pleasant hours! 
Since when—(those winter evenings fair and few) 1 
I see thy spells have raibcd sweet diadows new. 


—How long is't Lawrence, since this * creatpr’« ^ 
Out of thy sportive mood so bravely sprunj^.) 

Into bright life, and took liis stand in joy 
With things that Time shall never dare de^ 
—What m liter ’—he is here, and here shalike;' 

A shape lo speak, m f>ir futurity. 

Of ihy rare merits to the muse of song. 

When I and all these rhymes have vanish'd long 1 

ON THE PimxnAlT of a lady playinc" 


Uen< aru lever’d lt|ii 

Parted w lib iDj^ar hreatb: lo meet a bar 
Sltniild sunder kiiih iwwi Triendv. Ilcre in ber bulri 
Tbe (iiiinier |tlnyh ihe iplder. and hath wuvnn 
t I'dliien mi'ob In enirnp ihn bcarii ol men, 

Fdili'r ibnn Qitaiv In roi>»el>i ’ Hul bur ejuii 
liim miild he cee lo do ibeiii t ba> ioi' made onn, 
Meihiiil,4 II should base |>oaer lo ileul boili bii, 

And leave Itielf unfuroikb'd. 

SUAIkPSARS. 


Once more amongst tliose rich and golden stiings 
Wander with thy white ai in, dear lady pale; 

And when a! last from thy sweet discord springs 
The aerial niiisie, like die dreams that veil 
Earth’s shadows with diviner thoughts and things, 
Oil, let the passion and the time prevail I 
Oh! hid thy spirit through the mazes iiin! 

For iniisir is like love—and must bo won! 

Oh! wake the rich chords with thy delicate Hngers! 
Oh! loose the enchanted music from iiiiiie sleep! 
Mclhiuks the line Fhanta'>ma near thee lingers, 

Yet will not come, unless tonussfiong and deep 
Compel him.—Ah! melhinks (as love-avengers 
lleqintu upon ilic hcadsof those who weep 
The. sonows which they gave) the sullen thing 
DcMirLs dice, as thou left’s! the vanqnisliM string. 

No—no—it mines, sweeter than death or life, 
Sweeier llum hope, or joy hencath lliu moon; 
Sweeter than .dl is dial liaiiuotiious strife 
From whose emluacc is horn a pcrrcri tune, 

\Miero eveiy v.iniiig note with thoiiglit is life. 
Now—hid thy lender voice ciieluint us soon, 

Willi w!ia{so"'er thou wilt,—with love—with fcars- 
The rage of passion, or the slreiigtli of tc.irs. 

iT 

• ••*•• * 

Some years have fled since Chose past lines wci'e vy 
And siddom now 1 hear the golden strings; ' 
And seldom now, indeed, doth music flit 
Athwart my dreams, where graver science Rings 
Her shadows, till my brow with cares is knit, 

And vainly then my better angel sings : 

Yet—soineliiiiisi doth u sound or sight re^itorc 
That Muse who should have staid for cvcimore. 

fai! where the Miiso of Music, while I speak, 
Unmos,—wiili incarnate heaiitv 'round her flung. 
The reil rose hiirniug on her *aiiglimg cheek, 

And all that an conceives of fair and ^oiing 

* Tbe roui lading lines were ■ngji'kli'it by Lifrrrnee't k| 
and wcll-knosii iiiciuru of ■ The Hoy soJ his Hoq.* 
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ed upon her—eyes like mornini^'s break— 
»uth all lore—a gr:ice like limt whigh hung 
Phidian sliapes, where all was rare yet true, 
ever as raen ponder'd lovelier grew. 




k' how ihc krii'ht blue glance slioots forth iia fire; 
w like a si.ir in heaven's own .izurc clime! 

^rk' doth she strike, rWee/f, that answering wire? 
iisli I doth she sing, in trnlh, some pltni«.int rhvmc? 
i* moves! she sings!—and ihns, while worlds admire, 
or ever will she sing through after lime; 
sr ever tonnii llial silent sweet guitar; 
ir c\er gaze upon us, like a star! 

THK .Sr.KEPlM; I'lCI RK OF MODKNA. 

' : Upox a rnueh of silk and gold 
•' A pale eneh.inted lady lies, 

And o'er her many a frowning fold 
Of crimson sh.irics her elos«‘d e>es; 

■ And shadowy crenlnros round her rise; 

And ghosts of women nia«(|iied in woe, 

And m.iny a phantom pleasuru flies; 

And ioveishlain—ah, long ago! 

I* 

' The lady, pale as now she sleeps, 

An age upon that eonch hath lain. 

Yet in o»esp')t a spirit keeps 
His mansion, like a reil>riiSK stain , 

And, when lovers’ ghosts complain, 
llliishcH tike a new-horn ilouei, 

Or as some hripjit dicam of |>alii 
nawneth through the darkest hour. 

% 

Once—hut many a thought hath (led 
Since dio time whereof I speak— 

Once, the sleeping lady hred 
Benuty in hei hurnin;; eheek. 

And the lovely irmiii <lid break 
Through the azure of her eyes, 

And her heart was warm anti meek. 

And her liope was in the skies. 

But the lady loved at last, 

And the p.issioii pain’d her soul. 

And her hope away w.is cast, 

F.ir beyond her own eonirol; 

And the clouded ihoiiglils that roll 
Through the niidiiiglil of the mind 
O’er her eyes of a/ure stole, 

'lill they grew dcjtTt and Ldind. 

, lie to whom her heart w.is given, 

• /Vheii Mas-miisic w.is in lime, 

Dared forsake that amorous heaven, 

Ch.mged and earelesssoon!—• 

0, what IS all lienealh the moon 
- ^ When hii heart will answer not ? 

What arc all the dieaim of noon 
I With ourlovc forgot! 

^ Heedless of the world she went, 

Sorrow's daughter, meek ami lone. 

Till some spirit downwards bent 
, And struck her to this sleep of stone. 


kook Did old Pygmalion 
Srulplure thus, or more prevail, 

When he drew the living tone 
From the inaiblc pale? 

SONNKT. 

DKSCniPTIVK OF A FAINTINC OF NICHOLAS POUSSIN. 
IIrrk on a rock that shot up, bare and grey, 

Sat piping the ia.si gMiii PoKphcmc.— 

Ttie woods hclow seem'd ring,mg with his llicDte, 

And tlie blue, motionless w.iteis far away 
hook'd !i»l« niiig —lleie, his staff hosidu him lay, 

Huge as a foicst pine.—.\ sunny gliMiii 

H.mI loiicird the leaves, whtl<> daik in front a stream, 

Such as the Fauns love, hahbhng told its way, 

And still its talk a Naiad's iirn siipplieil; 

And on its m.iigin, fringed with rnshus green, 

A group of beaniiini figures might he seen 
llucImmg.-^Siieh, painters of Italy 
Figure or feign at will, but none beside. 

It was .1 sninnier scene of pure Ir.mqiiillity. 

'lo Till-: sin(;i:r pasta. 

Nrvi-r till now—never lill now, t) queen 
And womler of the en« li.inie<l woihl of sound I 
Never till now was sueli hriglil ereatiire seen, 

Siai time, to n.iiisporl all the leginns toiiod !— 

Whence eomest tliuu—willi those eyes and th.it fine 
mien, 

Thou swix't, sweet singer? hike an angel found 
Mourning .ilone, thnn seem’sl (thy males all fled) 

A star 'niongsi elumU—a spini ’iiiulHt the dead ! 

Melodious thoughts hang round ihre—sorrow sings 
Peipi'tii.il swn>lnc'SH near--divine despaii! 

Thou spe.ik'st—.ind music, wiili her thousand strings, 
('lives golden answers from the haunted air , 

Thou inovest,—anti 'round iliee Cr.tee hei heaiits flings! 
Thou look’st.—;m<l Love is horn ’ oh' songslrcss rare, 
Lives llicre on c.iitli a power like that which lies 9 
In those resistless loiieH—in lliosu daik eyes? 

Oil, 1 have lived—how long whli one ticep lic.'isurc— 

I Oiii-fountiin of ilelighi niiloek'd, unknown; 

I But llioo, the ]ii tiplieless of my new ple'.isiiie, 
ll.isl I oMie at l.ist, .md sli III k niy lie.iit of stone . 

Aii'l now niiiguslies wiilmiil stmt or mc.isiiru 
T! lu eiifll(‘ss riplnie,—. iimI in ]>l.ie(s lone 
i sliniit it III the siais.iiul winds that flee; 

Ami iheii I think 011 all I owe to iImv I 

I si‘i' thee at alt houi's—iH'iicath .ill skies— 

In eviTv sh.qie thou l.ikesl, or passinn.ile path ; 

.Vow ail ilion like somi: winged thing th.it erics 

Over .1 eily ll mimg fast to dualli 

Now, in ihv \oiee, the in.'iil Medea dicH— 

Now Di'sdemnna yields hci gentle hie.iih ■— 

.ill things thou art hv lurnH— from wr.alli lo hoe. 

From the qui-en c.igle to the vesLil dove' 

Horror is stern and strong, and flc-alh (iinm.isk’d, 

In slow pale silence, or 'miiUl brief crlipMs); | 

But what are ihev to thy sweet strength, when task’d j 
To iu height—with ujl Ihc god upon lliy Upa? * ' | 
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Not even the elou<Uess days and riches, ask’d* 

Uy one who in the book of darkness dips, 

Vies with that radiant wealth wliirh thry inherit 
>Vho own, like thee, llic Muse’s deathless spirit. 

Would I could crown ihcc as a king can crown ! 
Yct-wiiat are kingly gifts to thy great fame. 

Whose echoes shall all viilgarcr triumphs drown,— 
Whose liglit shall darken every meaner name? 

The gall.int courts ihuc,—for his own renown; 
Mimicking thee, he plays Love's p’ensant gstme; 

The critic brings thee praise, which all rehearse, 

And l—ahisl—t can hut bring my vcrsel 

TO A CONQUEROirS WIFE, 0\ HIS RETURN. 

Divinb lady, who hast iM'cn, 

Like a voung and wido'«eii queen, 

Pining for thy hiishand dc>tr 
Twice llic* nionlh>i ihnt fill the year; 

And, as Di.iii w.ix'd .ind waned, 

Ever In her lifjht conipl.iin'd, 

And lo the Siberian ^orlh,—- 
Smile, and pul tliy beauty forth ; 

For upon (he wings of war, 

Aiiiidsi pcnrinits Hying far, 

Triimpel'i and the stormy drums, 

Arm'll with iiinf.imc, he comes 
lloinewai ds, h.iviug swept the seas:— 

Ilomewsirds, for a little c-ise. 

After all his loll, lie conics,'— 
r For lliy linme-sweel looks of beauty, 

Foi the smiles th.K lighten duty, 

For the love which absence me.'isiirps, 

And the hoarded wedded iieasiires, 

Siu'h as hi^g upon a kiss, 

Tender wordh :in<l questions,—pleasures 
heie the List tlio Kweeli*ftt is: 
lie comelh from the Indian shores, 

>Vh(TC the l.iHhiug lion ru.irs, 

Ily the itiskcd eleph.int. 

And the cruel tigers p.int 
In the watery jungles near. 

Husband!—huireird conqueror! 

To lliy wife, who hath no peer, 

■ Welcome'—welcome unto her 

,From the parched Indian shore, 

Ftnm the land where lions roar, 

)X'elcome to a peaceful clime! 

Oh! how long hath patient Time 
Waited Tw thee; mill how long 
Echo, witli her silver song 
(Mocking all the notes of pain). 

Hath altineil dice hack again! 
lliishand! ihnu art come at List, 

And the present aiid the past 
' Shall put out iheir blossoms, both; 

And (liu future shall be loth 
To Ic^ok dark or perilous. 

Joy alone shall lend on us; 

Saving him, wc 'll nothing see 
■ ^ In the fair futurity. 

Thou, to whom, through toil and war, 
i „ Yhy great husband cometh far. 


Fail not at ibis joy-bright hour I 
Re-array thy holiest bower. 

Now, with every fragrant leaf, 

Every odour-winged flower, 

Tliou|>h its life be frail and brief,— 

All which may he symbols fair : 

Roses, in their many ranks, 

Fit to wind through Juno’s hair; 

Violets which, from soiilliem banks, 

Rreatho into the languid air 
Sweetness, when the morn is near; 

And the yellow saffron, dear 
To Hymen, and tbc poppy red; 

Let the last adorn his hed, 

And the rich ncpi'ulhu's blnoiii 
Fdi lii>t cup with sir.inge perfume. 

H.iste thee, heaiity! haste thee now, 

Rind (he myrtle on thy hiow 
(I’eniih loved it—so must thou), 

And with djy adorned charms, 

111 thy wliile embracing arms, 

(!l.is|) him as die ivy,—no, 

7/ittt dotli piey upon the tree; 

Ni.'ver like the ivy be: 

Like the green and curling vine, 

In tliy piitest .irnis entwine 
Him to wlioiii Iby licarl w.is given ; 

And bi4l him (when upoii lliy breast, 
iStill a victor, he is prcsi), 

Weicoiiiu to hit> own sweet heaven. 

OVID IN PONTUS. 

limn hy the lianisb’d F.iixinc (a black doom') 
ll.iiinled the pout Ovid. He was scut, 

Wall love upon his soul, to bnnislitnunt, 

And s.ink, an .itunrous meteor, quench'd in gloom. 
Ihi|>b( tears were lost when Ovid died. A man 
Who loved and mniirn'd so sweetly, well might win 
Melodiiiiis soriow for bis unknown sin, 

All ages wept bis fate . Poliliati 
Huvtdop’d bi> liravc wnidi in tun-font verse, 

And many a n.imulcsH sndiblei ihvined a cursu: 
Duly Angnsins, in his timorous pride, 

Exited the poet from liis beauty's side. 

Sending liini, fetter'd, to (be lianisli'd sea. 

Out who may ch.iiii the poi*l's spirit free? 

Hu llioiighi and niiirmiir'd—Oli! and late and long 
llesiow'd the music of his soul in song; 

Beqtiealh'd to uvuiy wind tluit kiss'd that shore, 
Sighs fur lost Rome, which he must sec no more; 
Regrets, icpmings (of all hope hetufi), 

And teal's for Ctrstir's daughter, lovcil and left! 

And so It wos he wept long years away 
Bv Mvuge waters, so did he rehearse, 

Tliroughuiil the paiiiness of the winters day, 

The many horiowsof his love-crown'd verse, 

Until, in the end, he died. His giavc is lost; 
Somewhere it lies beyond all guess—all rc.tch— 
Though bands of wandering lovers, passion-cross'd, 
Have sought to find it on that desert beach. 

ULUS-WATER AND ITS EUIIOES. 

Shout! and the waters shall return your sound. 
From ausweriog rock to rock precipitous, 


n 
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pa*. leatb, and dell, and hills wiih the nnwering djrub Or tones loiv miirmtir'd ihrotif;h some sylvan place, 
|^A>wn*d, and alnn^' the rivulets that dash Your voloe in peerless doiiiiiiaiion reirus 


i Headloni* into the valleys, there shall (;o 
I A sound like many voices: echoes faint 
J At last will rise, soft, 800lhint»,_^ma/e tones; 

! And, in the place of ruder noises, touch 
- The ear with pleasure. First, the heart will mb 
Itself with the wild clamour, and give back. 
Not loudly but in tumult, sound for sound, 
^Aiid thus, an active spiiit in the scene, 

Vet sinking :is the echoes sink, pass on 
\ A dumb companion, till those gentle tones 
* Speak^inexpcricd..., then the soul admils, 
Passive, its last and most siipreine delight. 

—Is it not thus that life—(a sea, at tiiui,‘S, 

Dark ,is the dark Ulls-walcr, yet wiili gleams 
Of hoauty at its entrance aiul il» end, 


tour voice in peerless doiiiiiiaiion reigns, 
8 elf-c‘\idciice of stipreinest rare; 

^'hat, ihaiigli the eje may see ye not, 

Ah! who that ever heanl hath e'er for('nt 
The leeiiiiitg luiriiiony that lose and died 
Moaning upon the mouniain side? 


A dumb companion, till those gentle tones BOHlUIltAU.K. 

Speaknmexpecicd..., then the soul admil>.. Thk gulfs of Rorrod.iile'—My soul delights 

Passive, its last and most wipieine tlelighl. In ihesi* drear deyiis. Now imihiukH a sinM 

—Is it not thus that life—(a sea, at tiniiS, Of Miiiielhiiig mighiier lhan ihc cnniuicin world 

Dark as the dark Ulls-waler, yet wiili gleams nuns tu-inldtng ihioiif-h die hcari. \ >pi,it horn 

Of hoauty at us entrance aiul il» end, t)f nKiuni.iin solilitdcs and si|;hls snhhmo, 

V» ilh rocks opposing, and with Hower-crown'd heights), Of earth and sky. an.l the w ide-uan.leiing air, 
Kc-echocs hack the sounds we send abroad? Ik prcsmi hero. Ihiliko ihoinyal power 

Fiercely or geuily pass they on and on OF Skiddaw. nr llelvollyn rrnwm-d with clouds, 

1 ill other words he spoken, when .igain Or Kii ksionc, gnatilIan of ihe mountain way, 

The echo spcfiks^then languishes—then dies. 


tfi-iv vague and barren grandenr spreads abroad, 

And d.iikuoH and di>,mav and danger dwtdi. 

ECnoLS. No griiKs> sw.iid of green is nniiiish'd here, 

hike that which (ax old song (Mnilainis) spring freshly 
Ye spirits like llie winds!-yewho around O,, Sicilian and in Tem|N *H vah-; 

fhe rocks and these primeval mountains run, pjor siredms of silver, such as echo onec 

With cries as though some thunder-god unbound HaunU'd; or <.n whose hanks the wood nymphs pbyM; 

llis wings, to celebrato llic set of sun, Or pensive pale Narcissus \uui\ to lie. 

And leaning from yon fiery cloml, ||„l 1,5,^ ^ wilful, riotous Uureut comes 

Alarming blew his brazen horn aloud, ji.„l f,.o,n the moiiril.iiiis, and when July drought 

And llien with faint, and then wilh fainter voice, Srorchex the IiIIIh, here all>siihducd yet wild 

TIi.u l>.ide the woild lejoice, 'Pln. luutteniig river diags its lazy murHe, 

Proclaimed care asleep and caitlily labour done. m.ikeK lioarxe di'.eoid with ihe rocks and stones. 

No solilarv (ice puls loith its head, 

Oh! spirits of the air and mountains horn I Nor (lowering shruh • the « p.iluiv fern* has (eft 

And cradled in the cave wh«*rc Silence lies! A pl.iee so desol.ile , and the ellugliig moss 

As from dusk ni{;ht at onec the tropic morn, *'**1 fiiciid of the desert, here has died! 

Spriiigcth upon the strtu’k heholdcr's eyes _ 

111 niid-tl.iy power hnghl and waim, 

So ye, railed foilh from some unholy calm AN INVOCATION TO ItlBIlS. 

Mysteiioits, brooding, and prophetic,seem 

To rise as fiom a dream. *•*> J'* 

And breakyourspell,l>ulkeenil,csecrclof ihccharm. " -'‘‘T ’■".'‘‘”1 

' Lie down with the wild wuidx, and ye who liiiil 

Voiii lioi'ies .iimuIhI gireii h.ati’X hy ginlUruh eool 

Not only like the thunder ,ind the blast ^Ynd je who on the Hal saiidx ho.iid your eggs 

Are your high vuice» lieaid, for hir away , nms to npeii, rome!—O pheiiix r.ire ! 

Ye gently speak; and as. when life is past | If .Icalli h.ilh spared thee, or plulosnphir scan h 

I he while swan crowns with song her dying day, p.-, niil lhe« still mown lliy h.mnled nest, 

So ill music faint and sail Pfrieet Aialii.iii,—lonely nii himgalc! 

Ye peridi, who cxuUmglyand glad en ature, who art xiteni all day long. 

Hush’d forward iti your earlier course, ,,,y 

Like rivers from a rocky soiiice j,,, ,|,y i,oMghs, 

FastlUhing into lighbaiidsinkingsoon to shade. vz..ken ,-aiid thou, emkoo-hird, 

• ^^hoart the ghosi of Konnd, having no shape 

Pale poets of the lulls! doubtless yc .ire Maieriai, hut dost wander far and near. 

Like those on earth, shoit-livcd and self-consuming. Like iiiilnuch'd Echo whom the woo'ls deny 
Yet bright, from the lighiniogs which around your hair • Sight of her love.—come .lU lo my slow charm! 


AN INVOCATION TO HIBDS. 

Come all yc feathery people of inid>air, 

W Im sleep ’iiiidsi tot ks, or tin the mountain summits 
Lie down with ihe wild windx, and ye who liiiild 
Voiii lioioes .iimkIhI gireii leati’X hy ginllouh eool; 

And yc who on ilir Hal saiidx ho.iid your eggs 
j Foi siitis to npeii, come!—It pheiiix r.ii'u ! 

> If dc.tih h.ilti spared thee, or plulosnphir xcarch 
Pei nut ihee still to own iliy h.uinled iiesl, ' 

Perfect Aialii.iii,—lonely ni^ himgalc! 

. Dunk cre.tture, who .ifl xitchl .ill iIjv long. 

Hill when p.ilc eve luiseilx thy cleai lhro.tl, loosest 
'ihy twilight imisie on the dis.'aiiiiiig houghs, 
t/'nid iIk.'Y waken and thou, ctiekoo-hird, 
ho art the ghnsi of xoiind, having no shape 
Maieriai, hut dost wander far and near. 

Like Iiiilnuch'd Echo whom the woods deny 


Stream, aod exhausted with loo soon resuming 
Your shouts, which titsC were stern and strong, 

' And bore the burden of your youth along, 
after, as ye further llew, 

. slight, but ah! grew weaker loo, 

.lone remained the memory of your song. 
• the souuds which faintly fall on plains, 


Come iliou, sky-climhing bird, wakcner of iiiorit, 
Who Hpringesi like a thought unto the sun, 

And from his golden Hoods dost gather wealth 
(Epilhalamium and Pindaric song). 

And with it enrich oiir ears;—come all to me, 
Benv-.illi the chamber wliere iny lady lies, 

And, in yoiirsovcral muxirx, whispor-*love! 
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OS A IIRADLAND IN TIIK BAY OF PANAMA. 


Vo rAA lip A Amoll creeli, nenr ivhii'U wni a heodlsnd. fomoui for 
B unu.fHloBry Itallle, Miomo very remote periiMi. fitr beyond tho 
memory of man. We worn told of froifmcnu of hu|fa bone* ibot 
had nni!« whitened all ibn ground there. Wo uorrdreR snw 
bone, however ; bat turnod up vnrluna foulU, which, for anglit 
wo knew to ihe iniiirary, might hate lirlongod to ■oino nuit>> 
diittvian giant orliuru, who wnn rotemporary with tbo niiiniiuoih 
and lerialbuB.— Vu^ugeoJ DUcueefi/, hi/ J. P. Guxes, p. 63. 


V'AOUb niyhtery on all these dcsorl phres! 

Thu fear which hath no name, lialli wioitf^ht a 8;>cll! 
Struni'ih, coiiragCf wratli—liavcbeen, and K-ft no trarc-s! 
They came,—anti fled;—but whither? who can tell ? 




-y-e- 


or winds and billows, and the livinj' sound 
Stmt down from heaven when the thunder speaks 
Unto (he lisleninii; shores and torrent crehks, 

When Uie swolPn sea doth strive to burst its bound! 


1 


Methinks, when tempests come and kiss the ocean 
Until the vast and terrible billows wake, 

1 SCO ilic writhini; of that curled snake 
Wliirh men of old believed, and my emotion 
Warrolh within me till the fable reigns 
Coil of my fancy, and rriy curdling veins 
Do homage to (hat serpent old 
Which clasp’d the great world in its fold, 

And brooded over earth and the unknown sea, 
Like endless, restless, drear eternity! 


We know l)ut that (hey were ,—titnt once (in <lays 
When ocean was a h.ir ’twixt m.in and man). 
Stout spirits wsmilci’il o’er ihose capes 'tnd bays, 

And perish'd, when; these river-walirs r.tn. 

Methinks (hey slioiiM have hnilt some mighty tomb, 
Whose griinitu mii;ht endure the century's rain, 
White winter, and ilie sharp night-winds, that boom 
Like spiiits in tlicir purgatorial pain. 

They left, 't is saitl, their proud nnhnried hones 
To whiten on this unacknowledged shore: 

Yet nought hasides tlie rocks and worn sea-stones 
Now answer to the great Puciiic’s roar! 

A mountain stands where A{yamemnon died; 

And Cheops hath derived eternal f.ime, 

Because he made his tomb a place of pride; 

And thus the dead MetelU earn’d a name. 

Blit f/tetr,—they vanish’d as the lightnings die 
(Their mischiefs over) in (he surging deep; 

And no one knowclh nnderne.iih the sky, 

What heroes perish’d here, nor where tlicy sleep! 


OX A nOCK IN TIIK A LLAN TIC. 

IlRns in thissolenin spot, from hour to hour, 

From age to age, Earth and the niigliiy sea 
Fight for doininioii. Here—where none can sco. 
None hear, none .lid,—when .liitumn tempests low't', 
Anu^he wild winds strike loud their stormy drums, 
Fortk from his caves tlic blown Atlantic conies, 
Srnttcring his foaming fury, night by night, 

’(luinst (he siMrr'd basalt’s all-cndiiring might. 

Stern foes! who fight for lords ye never saw, 

Not vain your noise, if. from the unending strife 
A peaceful lesson clamorous man would draw, 

And thereby leain Co sheathe his useless knife: 

Oi, must ye both .siUl set life agnin.st fife, 

Obey'ing thus some wise l»ut unknown law? 


A SKA-SllORE ECHO. 

I STANo Upon the wild sea-shore— 

I see the screaming eagle soar— 

I liear the hungry billows roar, 

And all around 

The hollow answering caves out-pour 
Tlieir stores of sound. 

The wind, which moaneth on the waves, 
Delights me, and the surge tliat raves, 
Loud-talking of a thousand graves— 

A w.itery iht'inc ! 

But oil! those voices from the caves 
Speak like a dream! 

They seem long hoarded,—cavem-hung,— 
First iilteicd ere the world was young, 
Talking some stningc cUu'nal tongue 
Old as the skies I 

Their words unto all earth arc flung : 

Yet wlio replies? 

Large answers when the thunders speak 
Are lilown from every hay and creek. 

And when the fire-tongued tempests speak 
The bright seas cry, 

And when the 8c<iB thrir answ*er seek 
The shores reply. 

Bnt Echo from the rock and ston^ 

And seas earns hack no second tone; 

And Silence pale, who hears alone 
Her voice divine. 

Absorbs it, like the sponge that’s thrown 
On glorious wine! 

—Nymph Echo,—elder than the world, 
^Vho wast from out dorp cltaos hurl’d, 
>Yhcn beauty first her flag unfurl'd, 

And the hri(;)il sun 

Laugh’d ou her, and the blue waves curl’d, 
And voices run. 


SEA-SHOHE STANZ.4S. 

MRTBiras 1 fain would lie by the lone sea, 
And hear the waters their white music weave! 
Methinks it were a pleasant thing to grieve. 

So that our sorrows might companion'd be 
By |hat strange harmony 


Like spirits on tlie new-born air, 

Lone Nymph, wliom poets thought so fair, 
Aud great Pan wooed from his green lair, 
llow love will flee! 

Thou answercdsc all; but none now care 
To answer thee ! 


V 


MISCELLANEOUS PO^S. 
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Noi]d,~none Old age has «fird thy 1>rAW, 
No power, no shnne, no gold hist tliou 
^ Fame, the harlot, leatet thee now, 

A ^1, false fnend' 

And Ulus, like all things here below, 

Thjr fortunes cud * 


nOSAMUND GRAY 

(C^I^ATION OF TBB FRAGMFNT AT PAOB l44 ) 

# 

llefE IS a lak 

OF dark pollution Once, upon htr clieek 

The story lired, and you might plainly read 

The burning chincters shrinking shame was tluro— 

Bifieechiiif looks—painful humility 

And from her f ice was gone hope (save when she 

(jlanifd, in petitioning ht-suty, to the skies. 

Seeking relief or pardon) But site dad, 

And one still lives, to whom the tile wadtiih— 

Deitii for 1 time,—for the souls light wisdimmd, 

And nothing but this visible rliy remim ti, 

A dull base n la of inortility, 

Ikfriudid of Its brightness >-1a hath risen 
To life sg im, hut iii his fritnc iic sown 
ria sotds of quick diciy — \nother lives 
Self exiled ind ilihorrd—shut out from heivtn 
DeneaUi whose llioiisind stirry 0 )cs the died 
\Nas pcrjictratc —/u winders h< le ind there 
In pun md prnl ind ( uilt—'inurdimtis (mit 
lliih stimpd tint hiiinin^^ mirk upon his front 
^ hi( ti whoso W( irs is hi tsted'—I hive told 
The tile ronfiihedl^ but in tniili, I meant 
But to desci ib( poor Rosamund 


STANZAS 


• FarivillN «Ftrewcll!v—that was Che word 
1 ulterd last, and you last heard, 

YThen, trembling with a deep emotion, 

I left you, on the bounding ocean 

Ton eame then (you remember this), 

And did, with that last dangeious km, 

And beauty, widt which love airayd tlai 
From the wide, perilous seas dissuade im. 

Fear not—though some sad yeirs have past 
Since you, in uaelesi sorrow, cast 
Youiwelf, with all your loan and charms 
{■ondiy, ID youth, into my arms. 

Nothing can dim tint paiting scene, 

Still lives It 111 my memory, greeo 
Distance doth but confirm, and lim« 

Shall vindicate a love sublime 

Be It for lighter spiiiu—tliinps 
Swayd by the eyt s mcit fini^ings 
1 o stoop 11 every common shi me, 
lo bend once, and hiil once, be mine 

riu n for 1 few— i few short years. 

Be tiue thy heart ind hiishd thy fesrs 
And I will hasttn hick lo thee 
1 reed from the stun of poverty 


bROM AN . ABSINTFI 

I BT me winder whete I will, 

Thy swei t voice is neii me sull— 

On the dumb untrodden mountains— 

In the Blivcr'speakmg fount iins— 

In the wandering winds thil roim 
And ncicr never find i home— 

In tliesky lirksmernti ineisurc 
Whin she hils tin morn with pleisuit, ~ 

And by day, ind in llu night 
Thy soft lyes iic roy love-liglit. 

While thy tender voice dotli clieruh 
Ho\>e to life, which else might perisli 

O voice, which comes o er t md and seis 
O eyes, bright 'midst tlic taroansk»-irees' 
Why need I dream of past emotion I 
Of dutani skies 1 of seTinng ocean ? 

NiiUt toll and war, *neatfa Indiin^suns, 
Midst deseru where no riier runs, ^ 
What care I * iV arc shade and nver— 
Aie liope—are joy whic h failelh never' 


bONl> 

In lur bosom deip 
lovi wisomi lying, 

Hal ill in odorous siitp 
You —(«i lef which cannot wecji 
Ik tiw lys Migliing 

1 he bright d ly is fled , 

And evt IS flying 
Over (III mountiinslK ul 
And winged faith is deid 
And hopi IS dying 

She who loved thee so 
Is 1 pale I utn, 

And on her maiden brow 
And ID her eye, doth sho\ 

What comes of wooing < 


SERfcNADfc 

Inuiiax* lira here 
Thy own cavalier 
Is now beneath tliy lattice playing 
Why art thou di laying ’ 
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He rite many ft mi 1 

But to tee Uiy emile t 
The young light on tbe.jB^wera ia ehiniogi 
Yet he ie repining. 

What to him U a Mmmeretar, 

If hia lore *a afar ? 

What to him the Aowera perfuming. 
When his heart’s eonsummg 7 

Sweetest girl \ why dost thou hide 7 

Beauty may abide 

Even before the eye of morning, 

And want no adorning. 

Now, upon their paths of light. 

Starry apirlta briglit 

To catch thy brighier glance are staying: 
Why art thou delaying 7 


SONG. 

WiiTiift, ah! whither is my lost love straying? 
Upon what pleasant land beyond the sea 7 
0 ye winds! now playing 
bike airy spirits round my temples free, 

Fly, and tell him this from me 

Tell him, sweet winds! that in my woman’s bosom 
My young love still retains its perfect power; 

Or, like the summer blossom 

That changes still from bud to the full>blown flown 

Grows with every passing hour. 

Say (and say gently) that, since we two parted, 

How little joy—much sorrow—1 have known; 

Only not broken-hearted, 

necause I muse upon bright moments gone, 

And dream and think of him alone. 


THK END. 






























































































































































































































































































































